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PREFACE.

As it is Mr. Waterton's opinion that ravens are gradually

becoming extinct in England, I offer a few words here about

mine.

The rnven in this story is a compound of two great origi

nals, of whom I have been, at different times, the proud

possessor. The first was in the bloom of his youth, when he

was discovered in a modest retirement in London, by a friend

of mine, and given to 'me. He had from the fbst, as Sir

Hugh Evans says of Anne Page,
"
good gifts," which IIP

improved by study and attention in a most exemplary manner.

lie slept in a stable generally on horseback and so terrified

a Newfoundland dog by his preternatural sagacity, that he

has been known, by the mere superiority of his genius, to

walk off unmolested with the dog's dinner, from before his

face. He was rapidly rising in acquirements and virtues,

when, in an evil hour, his stable was newly painted. He

observed the workmen closely, saw that they were careful of

the paint, and immediately burned to possess it. On their

going to dinner, he ate up all they had left behind, consisting

of a pound or two of white lead; and this youtMul indis

cretion terminated in death.

While I was yet inconsolable for his loss, another friend of

mine in Yorkshire discovered an older and more gifted raven

at a village public-house, which le prevailed upon the laud-

i
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lord to part with for a consideration, and sent up to me. The

Erst act of this Sage, was, to administer to the effects of his

predecessor by disinterring all the cheese and halfpence he

had buried in the garden a work of immense labour and

research, to which he devoted all the energies of his mind.

When he had achieved this task, he applied himself to the

acquisition of stable language, in which he soon became such I

an adept, that he would perch outside my window and drive

imaginary horses with great skill, all day. Perhaps even I

never saw him at his best, for his former master sent his duty

with him,
" and if I wished the bird to come out very strong,

would I be so good as show him a drunken man " which I

never did, having (unfortunately) none but sober people at

hand. But I could hardly have respected him more, what

ever the stimulating influences of this sight might have been.

Tie had not the least respect, I am sorry to say, for me in

return, or for anybody but the cook
;

to whom he was

attached but only, I fear, as a Policeman might have been.

Once, I met him unexpectedly, about half-a-mile off, walking

down the middle of the public street, attended by a pretty

large crowd, and spontaneously exhibiting the whole of his

accomplishments. His gravity under those trying circum

stances, T never can forget, nor the extraordinary gallantry

with which, refusing to be brought home, he defended him

self behind a pump, until overpowered by numbers. It may
have been that he was too bright a genius to live long, or it

may have been that he took some pernicious substance into

his bill, and thence into his maw which is not improbable,

seeing that he new-pointed the greater part of the garden-

\\r?L by digging out the mortal', broke countless squares of

glass by scraping away the putty all round the frames, and

tore up and swallowed, in splinters, the greater part of a
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wooden staircase of six steps and a landing but aitur som#

three years lie too was taken ill, and died before the kitcneu

fire. He kept his eye to the last upon the meat as it roasted,

and suddenly turned over on his back with a sepulchral cry

of " Cuckoo !

"

After this mournful deprivation, I was, for a long time,

ravenless. The kindness of another friend at length provided

me with another raven
;
but he is not a genius. He leads

the life of a hermit, in my little orchard, on the summit of

SHAKESPEARE'S Gad's Hill; he has 110 relish for society; he

gives no evidence of ever cultivating his mind
;
and he has

picked up nothing but meat since I have known him except

the faculty of barking like a dog.

Of the story of BAKNABY BUDGE itself, I do not think I

can say anything here, more to the purpose than the following

passages from the original Preface.

" No account of the Gordon Riots having been to my know

ledge introduced into any Work of Fiction, and the subject

presenting very extraordinary and remarkable features, I was

led to project this Tale.

"It is unnecessary to say, that those shameful tumults,

while they reflect indelible disgrace upon the time in which

they occurred, and all who had act or part in them, teach a

good lesson. That what we falsely call a religious cry is

easily raised by men who have no religion, and who in their

daily practice set at nought the commonest principles of right

and wrong ;
that it is begotten of intolerance and persecution ;

that it is senseless, besotted, inveterate, and unmerciful; all

History teaches us. But perhaps we do not know it in our

hearts too well, to profit by even so humble an example as the

' No Popery
'

riots of Seventeen Hundred aad Eighty.
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" However imperfectly tliose disturbances are set forth rn

the following pages, they are impartially painted by one who

has no sympathy with the Romish Church, although he

acknowledges, as most men do, some esteemed friends among

the followers of its creed.

"
It may be observed that, in the description of the prin

cipal outrages, reference has been had to the best authorities

of that time, such as they are
;
and that the account given in

this Tale, of all the main features of the Riots, is substantially

correct.

"
It may be further remarked, that Mr. Dennis's allusions

to the flourishing condition of his trade in those days, have

their foundation in Truth, and not in the Author's fancy.

Any file of old Newspapers, or odd volume of the Annual

Register, will prove this, with terrible ease.

*' Even the case of Mary Jones, dwelt upon with so much

pleasure by the same character, is no effort of invention. The

facts were stated, exactly as they are stated here, in the House

of Commons. Whether they afforded as much entertainment

to the merry gentlemen assembled there, as some other most

affecting circumstances of a similar nature mentioned by Sir

Samuel Romilly, is not recorded."

That the case of Mary Jones may speak the more emphati

cally for itself, I now subjoin it, as related by SIR WILLIAM

MEREDITH in a speech in Parliament,
" on Frequent Execu

tions," made in 1777.

" Under this act," the Shop-lifting Act, "one Mary Jones

was executed, whose case I shall just mention
;

it was at the

time when press-warrants were issued, on the alarm about

Falkland Islands. v The woman's husband was pressed, their
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goods seized for some debts of his, and she, with two small

children, turned into the streets a-begging. It is a circurn-

atance not to be forgotten, that she was very young (under

nineteen), and most remarkably handsome. She went to a

linen-draper's shop, took some coarse linen off the counter,

and slipped it under her cloak
;
the shopman saw her, and she

laid it down : for this she was hanged. Her defence was (T

have the trial in my pocket),
' that she had lived in credit,

and wanted for nothing, till a press-gang came and stole her

husband from her
; but, since then, she had no bed to lie on ;

nothing to give her children to eat; and they were almost

naked
;
and perhaps she might have done something wrong,

for she hardly knew what she did.' The parish officers

testified the truth of this story ;
but it seems, there had l>een

a good deal of shop-lifting about Ludgate ;
an example was

thought necessary; and this woman was hanged for the

comfort and satisfaction of shopkeepers in Ludgate Street.

When brought to receive sentence, she behaved in such a

frantic manner, as proved her mind to be in a distracted and

desponding state; and the child was sucking at hor breast

when she set out for Tyburn."
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BARNABY RUDGE.

CHAPTER I.

IN the year 1-775, there stood upon the borders of Kpping'
Fores4

;,
at a distance of about twelve miles from London

juoasuring from the Standard in Cornhill or rather from

the spot on or near to which the Standard used to be in daya
of yore a house of public entertainment called the Maypole ;

which fact was demonstrated to all such travellers as could

neither read nor write (and sixty-six years ago a vast number
both' of travellers and stay-at-homes were in this condition)

by the emblem reared on the roadside over against the house,

which, if not of those goodly proportions that Maypoles were
wont to present in olden times, was a fair young ash, thirty
feet in height, and straight as any arrow that ever English

yeoman drew.

The Maypole- by which term from henceforth is meant the

house, and not its sign the Maypole was an old building,
with more gable ends' than a lazy man would care to count on
a sunny day ; huge zig-zag chimneys, out of which it seemed
as though even smoke could not choose but come in more
than naturally fantastic shapes, imported to it in its tortuous

progress; and vast staples, gloomy, ruinous and empty. The

place was said to have been built in the days of King Henry
the Eighth ;

and there was a legend, not only that Queen
Elizabeth had slept there one night while upon a hunting
excursion, to wit in a certain oak-panelled room with a deep

bay window, but that next morning, while standing on a

mounting block before the door with one foot in the stirrup,

ih<> virgin monarch had then and there boxed and cuffed an

unlucky page for some neglect of duty. The matter-of-fact
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and doubtful folks, of whom there wore a few among the

Maypole customers, as unluckily there always are in every
little community, were inclined to look upon this tradition KS

rather apoorvphal ; but, whenever the landlord of that ancient

hostelry appealed to the mounting
1 block itself as evidence,

and triumphantly pointed out that there it stood in the same

place to that very day, the doubters never failed to be put
down by a large majority, and all true believers exulted as in

a victory.

Whether these, and many other stories of the like nature,

were true or untrue, the Maypole was really an old house, a

very old house, perhaps as old as it claimed to be, and per

haps older, which will sometimes happen with houses of an

uncertain, as with ladies of a certain, age. Its windows were

old diamond-pane lattices, its floors were sunken' and uneven,
its ceilings blackened by the hand of time and heavy with

massive beams. Over the doorway was an ancient porch,

quaintly and grotesquely carved
;
and here on summer even

ings the more favoured customers smoked and drank ay,
and sang many a good song too, sometimes reposing on two

grim-looking high-backed settles, which, like the twin dragons
of some fairy tale, guarded the entrance to the mansion.

In the chimneys of the disused rooms, swallows had built

their nests for many a long year, and from earliest spring to

latest autumn whole colonies of sparrows chirped and twittered

in the eaves. There were more pigeons about the dreary
stable yard and out-buildings than anybody but the landlord

could reckon up. The wheeling and circling flights of runts,
fantails, tumblers, and pouters, were perhaps not quite
consistent with the grave and sober character of the building,
but the monotonous cooing, which never ceased to be raised

by some among them all day long, suited it exactly, and
seemed to lull it to rest. With its overhanging stories,

drowsy little panes of glass, and front bulging out and pro
jecting over the pathway, the old house looked as if it were

nodding in its sleep. Indeed, it needed no very great stretch

of fancy to detect in it other resemblances to humanity. The
bricks of which it was built had originally been a deep dark

red, but had grown yellow and discoloured like an old man's
skin ; the sturdy timbers had decayed like teeth ; and here
and there the ivy, like a warm garment to comfort it in ite

wrapt its green leaves closely round the time-worn vralls.
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It waa a hale and hearty age though, still: and in the

summer or autumn evenings, when the glow of the setting

sun fell upon the oak and chestnut trees of the adjacent

forest, the old house, partaking of its lustre, seemed their fit

companion, and to have many good years of life in him yet.

The evening with which we have to do, was neither a

summer nor an autumn one, but the twilight of a duy in

March, when the wind howled dismally among the b;m>

branches of the trees, and rumbling in the wide chimneys and

driving the rain against the windows of the Maypole Inn,

gave such of its frequenters as chanced to be there at the

moment an undeniable reason for prolonging their .stay, and

caused the landlord to prophes}
r that the night would certainly

clear at eleven o'clock precisely, which by a remarkable

coincidence was the hour at which he always closed his hon>o.

The name of him upon whom the spirit of prophecy thus

descended was John Willet, a burly, large-headed man with a

fat face, which betokened profound obstinacy and slowness of

apprehension, combined with a very strong reliance upon his

own merits. It was John Willet's ordinary boast in his move

placid moods that if he were slow he was sure; whieli

assertion could, in one sense at least, be by no means gain
said, seeing that he was in everything unquestionably tho

ro vise of fast, and withal one of the most dogged and positive
fellows in existence always sure that what he thought or

said or did was right, and holding it as a thing quite settled

and ordained by the laws of nature and Providence, that

anybody who said or did or thought otherwise must \>o

inevitably and of necessity wrong.
Mr. Willet walked slowly up to the window, flattened his

fat nose against the cold glass, and shading his eyes that his

sight might not be affected by the ruddy glow of the fire,

looked abroad. Then he walked slowly back to his old seat

in the chimney-corner, and, composing himself in it with i

slight shiver, such as a man might give way to and so acquire
an additional relish for the warm blaze, said, looking round

upon his guests :

"It'll clear at eleven o'clock. No sooner and no later.

Not refore and not arterwards."
" How do you make out that?" said a little man in tho

opposite corner. "The moon is past the full, and sho rises a

nine."
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Jolin looked sedately and solemnly at his questioner until

lie had brought his mind to bear upon th whole of liis

observation, and then made answer, in a tone which seemed

to imply that the moon was peculiarly his business and

nobody else's :

"Never you mind about the moon. Don't you trouble

yourself about her. You let the moon alone, and I '11 let

you alone."
" No ofience I hope ?

"
said the little man.

Again John waited leisurely until the observation had

thoroughly penetrated to his brain, and then replying
" No

ofience as yet" applied a light to his pipe and smoked in

placid silence
;
now and then casting a sidelong look at a man

wrapped in a loose riding-coat with huge cuffs ornamented

with tarnished silver lace and large metal buttons, who sat

apart from the regular frequenters of the house, and wearing
a hat flapped over his face, which was still further shaded by
the hand on which his foreherad rested, looked unsociable

enough.
There was another guest, who sat, booted and spurred, at

some distance from the fire also, and whose thoughts to judge
from his folded arms and knitted brows, and from the untasted

liquor before him were occupied with other matters than the

topics under discussion or the persons who discussed them.

This was a young man of about eight-and-twenty, rather

above the middle height, and though of a somewhat slight

figure, gracefully and strongly made. He wore his own dark

hair, and was accoutred in a riding-dress, which, together
with his large boots (resembling in shape and fashion those

worn by our Life Guardsmen at the present day), showed

indisputable traces of the bad condition of the roads. But
travel-stained though he waw, he was well and even richly

attired, and without being over-dressed looked a gallant

gentleman.

Lying upon the table beside him, as he had carelessly
tlirown them down, were a heavy riding-Avhip and a slouched

hat, the lattor worn no doubt as being best suited to the

inclemency of the weather. There, too, were a pair of pistols
in a holster-case, and a short riding-cloak. Little of his face

was visible-, except the long dark lashes which concealed his

downcast e}*es, but an air of careless ease and natural grace-
rulnebs of demeanour pervaded the figure, aud seemod to
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comprehend even those slight accessories, which wore all

handsome, and in good keeping.
Towards this young gentleman the eyes of Mr. "Willet

wandered but once, and then as if in mute inquiry whether ho

had observed his silent neighbour. It was plain that John

and the young gentleman had often met before. Finding that

his look was not returned, or indeed observed by the person
to whom it was addressed, John gradually concentrated the

whole power of his eyes into one focus, and brought it to bear

upon the man in the flapped hat, at whom he came to stare

in course of time with an intensity so remarkable, that it

affected his fireside cronies, who all, as with one accord, took

their pipes from their lips, and stored with open mouths at

the stranger likewise.

The sturdy landlord had a large pair of dull fish-like eyes,

and the little man who had hazarded the remark about the

moon (and who was the parish-clerk and bell-ringer of

Chigwell; a village hard by), had little round black shiny

eyes like beads
;
moreover this little man wore at the knees of

his rusty black breeches, and on his rusty black coat, and all

down his long flapped waistcoat, little queer buttons like

nothing except his eyes; but so like them, that as they
twinkled and glistened in the light of the fire, which shone

too in his bright shoe-buckles, he seemed all eyes from head

to foot, and to be gazing with every one of them at the

unknown customer. No wonder that a man should grow
restless under such an inspection as thie, to say nothing of the

eyes belonging to short Tom Cobb the general chandler and

post-office keeper, and long Phil Parkes the ranger, both of

whom, infected by the example of their companions, regarded
him of the flapped hat no less attentively.

The stranger became restless
; perhaps from being exposed

to this raking fire of eyes, perhaps from the nature of his

previous meditations most probably from the latter cause,

for as he changed his position and looked hastily round, he

started to find himself the object of such keen regard, and

darted an angry and suspicious glanco at the. fireside group
It had the effect of immediately diverting all eyes to the

chimney, except those of John Willet, who finding himself, as

it were, caught in the fact, and not being (as has been already

observed) of a very ready nature, remained staring at lua

guest in a particularly awkward and disconcerted manner.
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" Well ?
"

said the strangcr.

Woll. Tliere was not much in well. It was not a lorg

speech.
"

I thought you gave an order," said the landlord,

after a pause of two or three minutes for consideration.

The stranger took off his hat, and disclosed the hard features

of a man of sixty or thereabouts, much weather-beaten and

worn by time, and the naturally harsh expression of which

was not improved by a dark handkerchief which was bound

tightly round his head, and, while it served the purpose of a

Avig, shaded his forehead, and almost hid his eyebrows. If it

were intended to conceal or divert attention from a deep gash,
now healed into an ugly seam, which when it was first

inflicted must have laid bare his cheek-bone, the object was

but indifferently attained, for it could scarcely fail to be noted

at a glance. His complexion was of a cadaverous hue, and he

had a grizzly jagged beard of some three weeks' date. Such
was the figm*e (very meanly and poorly clad) that now rose

from the seat, and stalking across the room sat down in a

corner of the chimney, wliich the politeness or fears of the

little clerk very readily assigned to him.

"A highwayman!" whispered Tom Cobb to Parkes the

ranger.
" Do you suppose highwaymen don't dress handsomer than

that?" replied Parkes. "It's a better business than you
think for, Tom, and highwaymen don't need or use to be

shabby, take my word for it."

Meanwhile, the subject of their speculations had done due
honour to the house by calling for some drink, which was

promptly supplied by the landlord's son Joe, a broad-shouldered

strapping young fellow of twenty, whom it pleased his father

Btill to consider a little boy, and to treat accordingly.

Stretching out his hands to Mrarm them by the blazing fire,

the man turned his head towards the company, and after

running his eye sharply over them, said in a voice well suited

to his appearance :

" What house is that which stands a mile or so from here ?
"

"Public-house?" said the landlord, with his usual de
liberation.

"
Public-house, father !

"
exclaimed Joe,

" where 's the

public-house within a mile or so of the Ma}TJole ? He means
the great house the Warren naturally and of course. The
old red-brick house, sir, that stands in its own grounds ?"
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; '

Ay," said the stranger.
'' And that fifteen or twenty years ago stood m a park five

times as broad, which with other and richer property has bit

by bit changed hanls and dwindled away more 's the pity !"

pursued the young man.

"Maybe," was the reply. "But my question related to

the o\Aiier. What it has been I don't care to know, and what
it is I can see for myself."

The heir-apparent to the Maypole pressed his finger on his

lips, and glancing at the young gentleman already noticed,

who had changed his attitude when the house was first

mentioned, replied in a lower tone,

"The owner's name is Haredale, Mr. Geoffrey Haredale,
and" again he glanced in the same direction as before
" and a worthy gentleman too hem !

"

Paying as little regard to this admonitory cough, as to the

significant gesture that had preceded it, the stranger pursued
kis questioning.

"
I turned out of my way coming here, and took the foot

path that crosses the grounds. \Vho was the young lady
that I saw entering a carriage? His daughter?"
"Why, how should I know, honest man?" replied Joe,

contriving in the course of some arrangements about the

hearth, to advance close to his questioner and pluck him by
the sleeve,

" / didn't see the young lady you know. Whew !

There 's the wind again and rain well it is a night !

"

"
Rough weather indeed !

"
observed the strange man.

" You 're used to it?" said Joe, catching at anything which
Beemed to promise a diversion of the subject.

"
Pretty well," returned the other. " About the young

lady has Mr. Haredale a daughter ?
"

"
No, no," said the young fellow fretfully,

" he 's a single

gentleman ho 's be quiet, can't you man ? Don't you see

this talk is not relished yonder ?
"

Regardless of this whispered remonstrance and affecting not

to hear it, Jiis tormentor provokingly continued :

"
Single men have had daughters before now. Perhaps she

may be his daughter, though he is not married."
" What do you mean," said Joe, adding in an under tone

as he approached him again, "You'll come in for it presently,
I know you will !

"

"I mean no harm" returned the traveller boldly, "and
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have said none that I know of. I ask a few questions a*

any stranger may, and not unnaturally about the inmates of

a remarkable house in a neighbourhood which is new to me,
and you ai-e as aghast and disturbed as if I were talking
treason against King George. Perhaps you can tell me why,

sir, for (as I say) I am a stranger, and this is Greek to me ?
"

The latter observation was addressed to the obvious cause

of Joe Willet's discomposure, who had risen and was adjusting
his riding-cloak preparatory to sallying abroad. Briefly reply

ing that he could give him no information, the young man
beckoned to' Joe, and handing him a piece of money in pay
ment of his reckoning, hurried out attended by young Willet

himself, who taking up a candle followed to light him to the

house door.

While Joe was absent on this errand, the elder Willet and
his tliree companions continued to smoke with profound

gravity, and in a deep silence, each having his eyes fixed on a

huge copper boiler that was suspended over the fire. After

some time John Willet slowly shook his head, and thereupou
his friends slowly shook theirs

;
but no man withdrew his

eyes from the boiler, or altered the solemn expression of his

countenance in the slightest degree.
At length Joe returned very talkative and conciliatory, as

though with a strong presentiment that he was going to be
found fault with.

" Such a thing as love is !

" he said, drawing a chair near
the fire, and loolung round for sympathy.

" He has set off to

walk to London, all the way to London. His nag gone
lame in riding out here this blessed afternoon, and comfort

ably littered down in our stable at this minute; and he giving

up a good hot supper and our best bed, because Miss Hare-
dale has gone to a masquerade up in town, and he has set his

heart upon seeing her ! I don't think I could persuade my
self to do that, beautiful as she is, but then I 'm. not in love,

(at least I don't think I am,) and that's the whole difference''
" He is in love then ?

"
said the stranger.

"Rather," replied Joe. "He'll never be more in love,

and may very easily be loss."
"

Silence, sir !

"
cried his father.

" What a ciiap you are. Joe !

"
said Long Parkes.

" Such a inconsiderate lad !

" murmured Tom Cobb.
"
Putting himself forward and wringing the very nose oS
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his own father's faco !

"
exclaimed the parish-cL rk, meta

phorically.
" What have I done? "

reasoned poor Joe.
"
Silence, sir !

"
returned his father,

" what do you mean

by talking, when you see people that are more than two or

three times your age, sitting still and silent and not dreaming
of saying a word ?

"

"Why that's the proper time for me to talk, isn't it?
"

said Joe rebelliously.
"The proper time, sir!" retorted his father, "the proper

time 's no time."
" Ah to be sure !" muttered Parkes, nodding gravely to the

other two who nodded likewise, observing under their breaths

that that was the point.
"The proper time's no time, sir," repeated John Willet

;

" when I was your ago I never talked, I never wanted to talk.

I listened and improved myself, that 's what I did."
" And you 'd find your father rather a tough customer in

nrgeyment, Joe, if anybody was to try and tackle him," said

Parkes.

"For the matter o' that, Phil!" observed Mr. Willet, blow-

ing a long, thin, spiral cloud of smoke out of the corner of

his mouth, and staring at it abstractedly as it floated aw;iy ;

" For the matter o' that, Phil, argeyment is a gift of Natur.

If Natur has gifted a man with powers of argeyment, a man
has a right to make the best of 'em, and has not a right to

stand on false delicacy,/and deny that he is so gifted; for that

is a turning of his back on Natur, a flouting of her, a slight

ing of her precious caskets, and a proving of one's self to be a

swine that isn't worth her scattering pearls before."

The landlord pausing here for a very long time, Mr. Parkes

naturally concluded that lie had brought his discourse to an
end

; and therefore, turning to the young man with some

austerity, exclaimed:

"You hear what your father says, Joe? You wouldn't

much like to tackle him in urgeyment, I 'm thinking, sir."
"

IF," said John Willet, tinning his eyes from the

ceiling to the face of his interrupter, and uttering the mono

syllable in capitals, to apprise him that he had put in his oar,

HS the vulgar say, with unbecoming and irreverent haste;
"

IF, sir, Natur has fixed upon me the gift of argeymont, why
should I not own to it. and rather glory in the same ? Yes
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sir, I am a toagh customer that way. You arc right, sir.

My toughness has been proved, sir, in this room many and

many a time, as I think you know; and if you don't know,"
added John, putting his pipe in his mouth again,

" so much
the better, for I an't proud and am not going to tell you."
A general murmur from his three cronies, and a general

shaking of heads at the copper boiler, assured John Willet

that they had had good experience of his powers and needed

no further evidence to assure them of his superiority. John

smoked with a little more dignity and surveyed them in

silence.

"It's all very fine talking," muttered Joe, who had been

fidgeting in his chair with divers uneasy gestures.
" But if

you mean to tell me that I 'm never to open my lips
"

"Silence, sir!" roared his father. "No, you never are.

When your opinion 's wanted, you give it. When you 're

spoke to, you speak. When your opinion 's not wanted, and

you 're not spoke to, don't you give an opinion and don't you
speak. The world 's^ undergone a nice alteration since my
time, certainly. My belief is that there an't any boys left

that there isn't such a thing as a boy that there 's nothing
now between a male baby and a man and that all the boys
went out with his blessed Majesty King George the Second."

" That 's a very true observation, always excepting the

young princes," said the parish-clerk, who, as the representa
tive of church and state in that company, held himself bound
to the nicest loyalty. "If it 's godly and righteous for boys,

being of the ages of boys, to behave themselves like boys, theu

the young princes must be bo}-s and cannot be otherwise."

"Did you ever hear tell of mermaids, sir?" said Mr.

Willet.
"
Certainly I have," replied the clerk.

"
Very good," said Mr. Willet. "

According to the con

stitution of mermaids, so much of a mermaid as is not a

woman must be a fish. According to the constitution of young
princes, so much of a young prince (if anything) as is not

actually an angel, must be godly and righteous. Therefore if

it 's becoming and godly and righteous in the young prince.?

(as it is at their ages) that they should be boys, they are and
must be boys, and cannot by possibility be anything else."

This elucidation of a knotty point being received with such

marks of approval as to put John Willet into a good humour,
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lie contented himself with repeating to his son Ills command of

silence, and addressing the stranger, said :

"If you had asked your question; of a grown-up person
of me or any of these gentlemen you 'd have had some

satisfaction, and wouldn't have wasted breath. Miss Haredale

is Mr. Geoffrey Haredale's niece."
"

Is her father alive ?
"

said the man carelessly.
"
No," rejoined 'Jie landlord, "he is not alive, and he is

not dead "

" Not dead !

"
cri3d the other.

" Not dead in a common sort of way," said the landlord.

The cronies nodded to each other, and Mr. Parkes remarked

in an under tone, shaking his head meanwhile as who should

say,
"

let no man contradict me, for I won't believe him,"
that John Willet was in amazing force to-night, and fit to

tackle a Chief Justice.

The stranger suffered a short pause to elapse, and then

asked abruptly,
" What do you mean ?

"

" More than you think for, friend," ffturned John Willet.

"Perhaps there's more meaning in them words than you
suspect."

"
Perhaps there is," said the strange man, gruffly; "but

what the devil do you speak in such mysteries for ? You tell

me, first, that a man is not alive, nor yet dead then, that

he 's not dead in a common sort of way then that you mean
a great deal more than I think for. To tell you the truth,

you may do that easily ;
for so far as I can make out, you

mean nothing. What do you mean, I ask again ?
"

"
That," returned the landlord, a little brought down from

his dignity by the stranger's surliness,
"

is a Maypole story,

and has been any time these four-and-twenty years. That

story is Solomon Daisy's story. It belongs to the house
;
and

nobody but Solomon Daisy has ever told it under this roof, or

ever shall that 's more."

The man glanced at the parish-clerk, whose air of coc-

B<-i<i'i-*uc*s and importance plainly betokened him to be the

person referred to, and, observing that he had taken his pipe
from his lips, after a very long whiff to keep it alight, and
was evidently about to tell his story without further solicitation,

gathered his large coat about him, and >l>rinking further back

was almost lost in the gloom of the spacious chimney corner,

except when the flame, Ftruggling from under a great faggot
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whoso weight almost crushed it for the tin e, shot upward with

a strong and sudden glare, and illumining his figure for a

moment, seemed afterwards to cast it into deeper obscurity

than before.

By this flickering light, which made the old room, with its

heavy timbers and panelled walls, look as if it were built of

polished ebony the wind roaring and howling without, now

rattling the latch and creaking the hinges of the stout oaken

door, and r.ow driving at the casement as though it would

beat it in by this light, and under circumstances so auspicious,

Solomon Daisy began his tale :

"
It was Mr. Reuben Haredale, Mr. Geoffrey's eldei

brother
"

Here he came to a dead stop, and made so long a pause
that even John Willot grew impatient and asked why he did

not proceed.
"
Cobb," said Solomon Daisy, dropping his voice and

appealing to the post-office keeper;
" what day of the month

is this ?
" m" The nineteenth.*

" Of March," said the clerk, bending forward,
" the nine

teenth of March
;
that 's very strange."

In a low voice they all acquiesced, and Solomon went on :

"
It was Mr. Reuben Haredale, Mr. Geoffrey's elder

brother, that twenty-two years ago was the owner of the

Warren, which, as Joe has said not that you remember it,

Joe, for a boy like you can't do that, but because you have
often heard ne say so was then a much larger and better

place, and a much more valuable property than it is now.
His lady was lately dead, and he was left with one child the

Miss Haredale you have been inquiring about who was then

scarcely a year old."

Although the speaker addressed himself to the man who
had shown so much curiosity about this same family, and
made a pause here as if expecting some exclamation of

surprise or encouragement, the latter made no remark, nor

gave any indication that he heard or was interested in what
was said. Solomon therefore turned to his old companions,
whose noses were brightly illuminated by the deep red glow
from the bowls of their pipes : assured, by long experience,
of their attention, and resolved to show his sense of snob

indecent behaviour
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' Mr. Haredale," said Solomon, turning his back upon the

Btrange man,
"

left tins place whon his Luly died, feeling it

lonely like, and went xip to London, where he stopped some
months ; but finding that place as lonely as this as I suppose
and have always heard say he suddenly came back again
with his little girl to the Warren, bringing witli him besides,

that day, only two women servants, and his steward, and a

gardener."
Mr. Daisy stopped to take a whiff at his pipe, which was

going out, and then proceeded at first in a snuffling tone,

occasioned by keen enjoyment of the tobacco and strong

pulling at the pipe, and afterwards with increasing dis

tinctness :

"
Bringing with him two women servants, and his

steward and a gardener. The rest stopped behind up in

London, and were to follow next day. It happened that that

night, an old gentleman who lived at Chigwell-row, and had

long been poorly, deceased, and an order came to me at half

after twelve o'clock at night to go and toll the passing-
bell." 4

There was a movement in the little group of listeners,

sufficiently indicative of the strong repugnance any one of

them would have felt, to have turned out at such a time upon
such an errand. The clerk felt and understood it, and pursued
his theme accordingly :

"
It was a dreary thing, especially as the grave-digger was

laid up in his bed, from long working in a damp soil and

sitting down to take his dinner on cold tombstones, and I was

consequently under obligations to go alone, for it was too Into

to hope to get any other companion. However, I wasn't

unprepared for it
;
as the old gentleman had often made it a

request that the bell should be tolled as soon as possible after

the breath was out of his body, and he had been expected to

go for some days. I put as good a face upon it as I could,

and inuflling myself up (for it was mortal cold), started out

with a lighted lantern in one hand and the key of the church

in the other."

At this point of the narrative, the dress of the strange man
rustled as if he had turned himself to hear more distinctly

Slightly pointing over his shoulder, Solomon elevated his eye
brows and nodded a silent inquiry to Joe whether this was the

case. Joe shaded his eyes with his hand and peered into
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tho corner, but could make out nothing, and so shook liis

head.
"

It was just such a night as this; blowing a hurricane,

raining heavily, and very dark I often think now, darker

than I ever saw it before or since
;
that may bo my fancy, but

the houses were all close shut and the folks in doors, and

perltaps there is only one other man who knows how dark it

really was. I got into the church, chained the door back so

that it should keep ajar for, to tell the truth, I didn't like to

be shut in there alone and putting my lantern on the stone

seat in the little corner where the bell-rope is, sat down beside

it to trim the candle.
"

I sat down to trim the caudlo, and when I nad done so, I

could not persuade myself to get up again and go about my
work. I don't know how it was, but I thought of all tho

ghost stories I had ever heard, even those that I had heard

when I was a boy at school, and had forgotten long ago ;
and

they didn't come into my inind one after another, but all

crowding at once, like. I recollected one story there was in

the village, how tha^on a certain night in the year (it might
be that very night for anything I knew), all the dead people
came out of the ground and sat at the heads of their own

graves till morning. Thia made me think how many people
I had known, were buried between the church door and the

churchyard gate, and what a dreadful thing it would be to

have to pass among them and know them again, so earthy
and unlike themselves. I had known all the niches and
arches in the church from a child ; still, I couldn't persuade

myself that those were their natural shadows which I saw on
the pavement, but felt sure there were some ugly figures

hiding among 'em and peeping out. Thinking on in this way,
I began to think of tho old gentleman who was just dead, and
I could have sworn, as I looked up the dark chancel, that I

saw him in his usual place, wrapping his shroud about him
and shivering as if he felt it cold. All this time I sat listening
and listening, and hardly dared to breathe. At length I

started up and took tho bell-rope in my hands. At that

minute there rang not tliat bell, for I had hardly touched

the rope but another !

"
I h^ard the ringing cf another bell, and a deep bell too,

plainly. It was only for an instant, and even then the wind
jarried the sound away, but I heard it. I listened for a long
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time, but it rang no more. I had heard of corpse caudles,

and at last I persuaded myself that this must bo a corpse bell

tolling of itself at midnight for the dead. I tolled my bell

how, or how long, I don't know and ran home to bed. as fast

as I could touch the ground.
"

I was up early next morning after a restless night, and
told the story to my neighbours. Some were serious and some
made light of it : I don't think anybody believed it real.

But, that morning, Mr. Reuben Haredale was found murdered
in his bedchamber

;
and in his hand was a piece of the cord

attached to an alarm-bell outside the roof, which hung in his

room and had been cut asunder, no doubt by the murderer,
when he seized it.

" That was the bell I heard.
" A bureau was found opened, and a cash-box, which Mr.

Haredale had brought down that day, and was supposed to

contain a large sum of money, was gone. The steward and

gardener were both missing and both suspected for a long

time, but they were never found, though hunted far and wide.

And far enough they might have looked for poor Mr. Rudge
the steward, whose body scarcely to be recognised by hia

clothes and the watch and ring he wore was found, months

afterwards, at the bottom of a piece of water in the grounds,
with a deep gash in the breast where he had been stabbed

with a knife. He was only partly dressed; and people all

agreed that he had been sitting up reading in his own room,
where there were many traces of blood, and was suddenly
fallen upon and killed before his master.

"
Everybody now knew that the gardener must be the

murderer, and though he has never been heard of from that

time to this, he will be, mark my words. The crime was
committed thin day two-and-twenty years on the nineteenth

of March, one thousand seven hundred and fifty three. On
the nineteenth of March in some year no matter "when I

know it, I am sure of it, for we have always, in some strange

way or other, been brought back to the subject on that day
ever since on the nineteenth of March in some year, sooner

or later, that man will be discovoi-ed."
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CHATTER H.

' A STRANGE story !

"
said the man who had been the

cause of the narration. "
Stranger still if it comes about aa

you predict. Is that all ?
"

A question so unexpected, nettled Solomon Daisy not a little.

By dint of relating the story very often, and ornamenting it

(according to village report) with a few flourishes suggested

by the various hearers from time to time, he had come by
degrees to tell it with great effect

;
and "

is that all ?
"

after

the climax, was not what he was accustomed to.

"Is that all?" he repeated, "yes, that's all, sir. And
enough too, I think."

"
I think so too. My horse, young man ! He is but a

hack hired from a roadside posting-house, but he must carry
me to London to-night."

"
To-night !

"
said Joe.

"
To-night," returned the other. "What do you stare at?

This tavern would seem to be a house of call for all the gaping
idlers of the neighbourhood !

"

At this remark, which evidently had reference to the

scrutiny he had undergone, as mentioned in the foregoing

chapter, the eyes of John Willet and his friends were diverted

with marvellous rapidity to the copper boiler again. Not so

with Joe, who, being a mettlesome fellow,, returned tho

stranger's angry glance with a steady look, and rejoinod :

"
It is not a very bold thing to wonder at your going on to

night. Surely you have been asked such a harmless qutstion
iu an inn before, and in better weather than this. I thought
you mightn't know tho way, as you seem strange to this part."" The way

"
repeated the other, irritably." Yes. Do you know it ?

"

"
I '11 humph ! I '11 find it," replied the man, waving his

hand and turning on his heel. "
Landlord, take the reckon

ing here "
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John Willet did aa he was desired
;
for on that point lie

was seldom slow, except in the particulars cf giving change,
and testing the goodness of any piece of coin that was

proffered to him, by the application of his teeth or his tongue,
or some other test, or, in doubtful cases, by a long series of

tests terminating in its rejection. The guest then wrapped
his garments about him so as to shelter himself as effectually
as he could from the rough weather, and without any word
or sign of farewell betook himself to the stable-yard. Here Joe

(who had left the room on the conclusion of their short

dialogue) was protecting himself and the horse from the rain

under the shelter of an old pent-house roof.
" He 's pretty much of my opinion," said Joe, patting the

horse upon the neck. "
I '11 wager that your stopping here

to-night would please him better than it would please me."
" He and I are of different opinions, as we have been more

than once on our way here," was the short reply.
" So I was thinking before you came out, for he has felt

your spurs, poor beast."

The stranger adjusted his coat-collar about his face, and
made no answer.

" You '11 know me again, I see," he said, marking the

young fellow's earnest gaze, when he had sprung into the

saddle.

"The man's worth knowing, master, who travels a road ho
don't know, mounted on a jaded horse, and leaves good

quarters to do it on such a night as this."
" You have sharp eyes and a sharp tongue I find."
" Both I hope by nature, but the last grows rusty sometimes

for want of using."
" Use the first le?s too, and keep their sharpness for your

sweethearts, boy," said the man.
So saying he shook his hand from the bridle, stnick him

roughly on the head with tho butt end of his whip, and

galloped away ; dashing through the mud and darkness with

a headlong speed, which few badly mounted horsemen would

have cared to venture, even had they been thoroughly

acquainted with the country; and which, to one who knew

nothing of the way he rode, was attended at every step with

great hazard and danger.
Tho roads, even within twelve miles of London, were at

that time ill-paved, seldom repaired, and very badly mad*"

VOL. i. n
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The way this rider traversed had been ploughed up by the

wheels of heavy wagons, and rendered rotten by the frosts

and thaws of the preceding winter, or possibly of many
winters. Great holes and gaps had been worn into the soil,

which, being now filled with water from the late rains, were

not easily distinguishable even by day; and a plunge into

any one of them might have brought down a surer-footed

horse than the poor beast now urged forward to the utmost

extent of his powers. Sharp flints and stones rolled from

under his hoofs continually ;
the rider could scarcely see

beyond the animal's head, or farther on either side than his

own arm would have extended. At that time, too, all the

roads in the neighbourhood of the metropolis were infested

by footpads or highwaymen, and it was a night, of all others,

in which any evil-disposed person of this class might havo

pursued his unlawful calling with little fear of detection.

Still, the traveller dashed forward at the same reckless pace,

regardless alike of the dirt and wet which flew about his head,

the profound darkness of the night, and the probability of

encountering some desperate characters abroad. At every
turn and angle, even where a deviation from the direct course

might have been least expected, and could not possibly be

seen until he was close upon it, he guided the bridle with an

unerring hand, and kept the middle of the road? Thus he

sped onward, raising himself in the stirrups, leaning his body
forward, until it almost touched the horse's neck, and flourish

ing his heavy whip above his head with the fervour of a

madman.
There are times when, the elements being in unusual

commotion, those who are bent on daring enterprises, or

agitated by great thoughts, whether of good or evil, feel a

mysterious sympathy with the tumult of nature, and are

roused into corresponding violence. In the midst of thunder,

lightning, and storm, many tremendous deeds have been

committed
; men, self-possessed before, have given a sudden

loose to passions they could no longer control. The demons
of wrath and despair, have striven to emulate those who ride

the whirlwind and direct the storm; and man, lashed intc

madness with the roaring winds and* boiling waters, has

become for the time as wild and merciless as the elements

themselves.

Whether the tra~ellor was possessed by thoughts which
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Uio fury of the mglit had heated and stimulated into a quicker

current, or was merely impelled by some strong motive to

roach his journey's end, on he swept more like a hunted

phantom than a man, nor checked his pace until, arriving at

some cross roads, one of which led by a longer route to the

place whence he had lately started, he bore down so suddenly

upon a vehicle which was coming towards him, that in the

Oi'fbrt to avoid it he well nigh pulled his horse upon hia

haunches, and narrowly escaped being thrown.
" Yoho !

"
cried the voice of a man. " What 's that ? who

goes there ?
"

" A friend !

"
replied the traveller.

" A friend !

"
repeated the voice. " Who calls himself a

friend and rides like that, abusing Heaven's gifts in the

shape of horseflesh, and endangering, not only his own
neck (which might be no great matter) but the necks of other

people ?
"

" You have a lantern there, I see," said the traveller, dis

mounting,
" lend it me for a moment. You have wounded my

horse, I think, with your shaft or wheel."

"Wounded him!" cried the other, "if I haven't killed

him, it 's no fault of yours. What do you mean by galloping

along the king's highway like that, eh ?
"

" Give me the light," returned the traveller, snatching it

from his hand,
" and don't ask idle questions of a man who is

in no mood for talking."
" If you had said you were in no mood for talking before,

I should perhaps have been in no mood for lighting," said the

voice. " Hows'ever as it's the poor horse that's damaged
and not you, one of you is weljome to the light at all event*.

but it 's not the crusty one."

The traveller returned no answer to this speech, but holding
the light near to his panting and reeking beast, examined him
in limb and carcase. Meanwhile the other man sat very

composedly in his vehicle, which was a kind of chaise with a

depository for a large bag of tools, and watched his proceed

ings with a careful eye.
The looker-on was a round red-faced, sturdy yeoman, M ith

a double chin, and a voice husky with good living, good

sleeping, good humour, and good health. He was past tlif

prime of life, but Father Time is not always a hard pan-nt,

and, thougV he lurries for none of his children, often lays his
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hand liglitly upon those who have used h'mwell; making
them old men and women inexorably enough, but leaving

their hearts and spirits young and in full vigour. With
such people the grey head is but the impression of the

old fellow's hand in giving them his blessing, and every
wrinkle but a notch in the quiet calendar of a well spent
life.

The person whom the traveller had so abruptly encountered

was of this kind : bluff, hale, hearty, and in a green old age
at peace with himself, and evidently disposed to be so with all

the world. Although muffled up in divers coats and handker

chiefs one of which, passed over his crown, and tied in a

convenient crease of his double chin, secured his three-cornered

hat and bob-wig from blowing off his head there was no

disguising his plump and comfortable figure ;
neither did

certain dirty finger-marks upon Ids face give it any other than

an odd and comical expression, through which its natural good
humour shone with undimiuished lustre.

" He is not hurt," said the traveller at length, raising hie

head and the lantern together.
"You have found that out at last, have you?" rejoined

the old man. " My eyes have seen more light than yours, but

I wouldn't change with you."
" What do you mean ?

"

" Mean ! I could have told you he wasn't hurt, five

minutes ago. Give me the light, friend
;
ride forward at a

gentler pace; and good night."
In. handing up the lantern, the man necessarily cast its

rays full on the speaker's face. Their eyes met at the

instant. He suddenly dropped it and crushed it with his

foot.
" Did you never see a locksmith before, that you start as if

you had come upon a ghost ?
"

cried the old man in the

chaise,
" or is this," he added hastily, thrusting his hand into

the tool basket and drawing out a hammer,
" a scheme for

robbing me? 1 know these roads, friend. When I travel

them, I carry nothing but a few shillings, and not a crown's

worth of them. I tell you plainly, to save us both trouble,

that there 's nothing to be got from me but a pretty stout arm

considering my years, and this tool, which, mayhap from long

acquaintance with, I can use pretty briskly. You shall not

have it all your own way, I promise you, if you
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at that game." With these words he stood upon the

defensive.
"

I am not what you take me for, Gabriel Varden," replied
the other.

" Then what and who are you ?
"

returned the locksmith.
" You know my name it seems. Let me know yours."

"
I have not grained the information from any confidence of

yours, but from the inscription on your cart, which tells it to

all the town," replied the traveller.
" You have better eyes for that than you had for your

horse then," said Varden, descending nimbly from his chaise
;

" Who are you? Let me see your face."

While the locksmith alighted, the traveller had regained
his saddle, from which he now confronted the old man, who,

moving as the horse moved in chafing under the tightened
rein, kept close beside him.

" Let me see your face, I say."
Stand off!"

" No masquerading tricks," said the locksmith,
" and tales

at the club to-morrow, how Gabriel Varden was frightened

by a surly voice and a dark night. Stand let me see your
face."

Finding that further resistance would only involve him in

a personal struggle with an antagonist by no means to be

despised, the traveller threw back his coat, and stooping down
looked steadily at the locksmith.

Perhaps two men more powerfully contrasted, never opposed
each other face to face. The ruddy features of the locksmith

so set off and heightened the excessive paleness of the man on

horseback, that he looked like a bloodless ghost, while the

moisture, which hard riding had brought out upon his skin,

hung there in dark and heavy drops, like dews of agony and
death. The countenance of the old locksmith was lighted up
with the smile of one expecting to detect in this unpromising
stranger some latent roguery of eye or lip, which should reveal

a familiar person in that arch disguise, and spoil his jest.
The face of the other, sullen and fierce, but shrinking too,

was that of a man who stood at bay ; while his firmly closed

jaws, his puckered mouth, and more than all a certain stealthy
motion of the hand within his breast, seemed to announce a

desperate purpose very foreign to acting, or child's play.
Thus they regarded each other for some time, in ailonoe.
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" Humph !

" he said when he had scanned liis features
j

"I don't know you."
" Don't desire to ?" returned the other, muffling himself

as before.
"

I don't," said Gabriel; "to be plain with 3
T
ou, friend, you

don't carry in your countenance a letter of recommendation."
" It 's not my wish," said the traveller. " My humour is

to be avoided."
"
Well," said the locksmith bluntly,

"
I think you '11 havo

your humour."
"

I will, at any cost," rejoined the traveller.
" In proof of

it, lay this to heart that you wore never in such peril of

your life as you have been within these few moments
;
Avhen

you are within five minutes of breathing your last, you will

not be nearer death than you have been to-night !

"

"
Aye !

"
said the sturdy locksmith.

"
Aye ! and a violent death."

" From whose hand ?
"

" From mine," replied the traveller.

With that he put spurs to his horse, and rode away; at

first plashing heavily through the mire at a smart trot, but

gradually increasing in speed until the last sound of his

horse's hoofs died away upon the wind
;
when he was again

hurrying on at the same furious gallop, which had been his

pace when the locksmith first encountered him.

Gabriel Varden remained standing in the road with the

broken lantern in his hand, listening in stupified silence until

no sound reached his ear but the moaning of the wind, and
the fast-falling rain

;
when he struck himself one or two smart

blows in the breast by way of rousing himself, and broke into

an exclamation of surprise.
" What in the name of wonder can this fellow be ! a

madman ? a highwayman ? a cut-throat ? If he had not

scoured off so fast, we 'd have seen who was in mosf danger,
he or I. I never nearer death than I have been to-night ! I

hope I may be no nearer to it for a score of years to come if

so, I '11 bo content to be no farther from it. My stars ! a

pretty brag this to a stout man pooh, pooh !

"

Gabriel resumed his seat, and looked wistfully up the road

by which the traveller had come
; murmuring in a half

wlu' L
pcr :

"The Muvpole two miles to tha Maypole. I c.uue tho
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other road from the Warren after a long day's work at lot-Its

and bells, on purpose that I should 410 1 come by the Maypole
and break my promise to Martha by looking in there 's

resolution ! It would be dangerous to go on to London
without a light; and it's four miles, and a good half inilo

besides, to the Halfway-House ;
and between this and that is

the very place where one needs a light most. Two miles to

the Maypole ! I told Martha I wouldn't
;

I said I wouldn t,

and I didn't there 's resolution !

"

Repeating these two last words very often, as if to com

pensate for the little resolution he was going to show by

piquing himself on the great resolution he had shown,
Gabriel Varden quietly turned back, determining to got a

light at the Maypole, and to take nothing but a light.

When he got to the Maypole, however, and Joe, responding
to his well-known hail, came running out to the horse's head,

leaving the door open behind him, and disclosing a delicious

perspective of warmth and brightness when the ruddy gleam
of the fire, streaming through the old red curtains of the

common room, seemed to bring with it, as part of itself, a

pleasant hum of voices, and a fragrant odour of steaming

grog and rare tobacco, all steeped as it were in the cheerful

glow when the shadows, flitting across the curtain, sho\vcd

that those inside had risen from their snug seats, and were

making room in the snuggest corner (how well he knew that

corner!) for the honest locksmith, and a broad glare, suddenly

streaming up, bespoke the goodness of the crackling log from

which a brilliant train of sparks was doubtless at that moment

whirling up the chimney in honour of his coming when,

superadded to these enticements, there stole upon him from

the distant kitchen a gentle sound of frying, with a niusi* -.il

datter of plates and dishes, and a savoury smell that m;nli

even the boisterous wind a perfume Gabriel felt his firnun->s

oozing rapidly away. He tried to look stoically at the tavern,

but his features would relax into a look of fondness, lie

turned his head the other way, and the cold black country
seemed to frown him off, and drive him for a refuge into its

hospitable arras.
" The merciful man, Joe," said the locksmith,

"
is merciful

to his beast. I '11 get out for a little while."

And how natural it was to get out. And how unnatural it

aeoined for a sober man to bo plodding wearily along through
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miry roads, encountering the rude buffets of the wind and

pelting of the rain, when .there was a clean lloor covered with

crisp white sand, a well swept hearth, a blazing fire, a table

decorated with white cloth, bright pewter flagons, and other

tempting preparations for a well-cooked meal when there

were these things, and company disposed to make the mosl

of them, all ready to lua hand and entreating him fo

enjoyment I
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CHAPTER rn.

STTCH were the locksmith's thoughts when first seated in

the snug corner, and slowly recovering from a pleasant defect

of vision pleasant, because occasioned by the wind blowing
in his eyes which made it a matter of sound policy and duty
to himself, that he should take refuge from the weather, and

tempted him, for the same reason, to aggravate a slight

cough, and declare he felt but poorly. Such were still his

thoughts more than a full hour afterwards, when, supper

over, he still sat with shining jovial face in the same warm

nook, listening to the cricket-like chirrup of little Solomon

Daisy, and bearing no unimportant or slightly respected part
in the social gossip round the Maypole fire.

"I wish he may be an honest man, that's all," said

Solomon, winding up a variety of speculations relative to

the stranger, concerning whom Gabriel had compared noteS

with the company, and so raised a grave discussion
;
"I wish

he may be an honest man."
" So we all do, I suppose, don't we ?

"
observed the lock

smith.
"

I don't," said Joe.
" No !

"
cried Gabriel.

" Xo. He struck me with his whip, the coward, when he

was mounted and I afoot, and I should be better pleased that

he turned out what I think him."
" And what may that be, Joe ?

"

" No good, Mr. Varden. You may shake your head, father,

but I say no good, and will say no good, and I would say no

good a hundred times over, if that would bring him back to

have the drubbing he deserves."
' Hold your tongue, sir," said John Willet.
"

I won't, father. It 's all along of you that he ventured to

do what he did. Seeing me treated like a child, and put down
like a fool, h# plucks up a heart and has a fling at a fellow
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tliat ho thinks and may well think too hasn't a grain of

spirit. But ho 's mistaken, us I '11 show him, and aa I '11

show all of you before longj."
" Does the boy know what he 's a saying of !

"
cried the

astonished John Willet.
"
Father," returned Joe,

"
I know what I say and mean,

well better than you do when you hoar me. I can bear

with you, but I cannot bear the contempt that your treating

me in the way you -do, brings upon me from others every day.

Look at other young men of my age. Have they no liberty,

no will, no right to speak ? Are they obliged to sit mum-
chance, and to be ordered about till they are the laughing
stock of young and old ? I am a bye-word all over Chigvvell,

and I say and it 's fairer my saying so now, than waiting
till you are dead, and I have got your money I say, that

before long I shall be driven to break such bounds, and that

when I do, it won't be me that you '11 have to blame, but your
own self, and no other."

John Willet was so amazed by the exasperation and bold

ness of his hopeful son, that he sat as one bewildered, staring
in a ludicrous manner at the boiler, and endeavouring, but

quite ineffectually, to collect his tardy thoughts, and invent

an answer. The guests, scarcely less disturbed, were equally
at a loss

;
and at length, with a variety of muttered, half-

expressed condolences, and pieces of advice, rose to depart ;

being at the same time slightly muddled with liquor.

The honest locksmith alone addressed a few words of

coherent and sensible advice to both parties, urging John
Willet to remember that Joe was nearly arrived at man'a

estate, and should not be ruled with too tight a hand, and

exhorting Joe himself to bear with his father's caprices, and
rather endeavour to t:vm them aside by temperate remon
strance than by ill-timed rebellion. This advice was received

as such advice usually is. On John Willet it made almost as

much impression as on the sign outside the door, while Joe,

who took it in the best part, avowed himself more obliged
than he could well express, but politely, intimated his inten

tion nevertheless of taking his own course uninfluenced by

anybody.
" You have always been a very good friend to me, Mr.

Varden," he sr.id, as they stood without, in the porch, and th

locksmith was 3quipping himself for his journey home
;

"
J
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tako it very kind of you to say all this, but the timo 's noarly
come when the Maypole and I must part company."

"
lloving stones gather no moss, Joe," said Gabriel.

" Nor mile-stones much," replied Joe. "
I 'm little better

than one here, and see as much of the world."
"
Then, what would you do, Joe," pursued the locksmith,

stroking his chin reflectively.
" What could you be ? where

could you go you see ?
"

"
I must trust to chance, Mr. Varden."

" A bad thing to trust to, Joe. I don't like it. I always
toll my girl when we talk about a husband for her, never to

trust to chance, but to make sure beforehand that she has a

good man and true, and then chance will neither make her

nor break her. What are you fidgeting about there, Joe?

Nothing gone in the harness I hope ?
"

" No no," said Joe finding, however, something very

engrossing to do in the way of strapping and buckling
" Miss Dolly quite well ?

"

"
Hearty, thankye. She looks pretty enough to be well,

and good too."
" She 'B always both, sir

"

" So she is, thank God !

"

"
I hope," said Joe after some hesitation, "that you won't

tell this story against me this of my having been beat like

the boy they 'd make of me at all events, till I have met
this man again and settled the account. It '11 be a better

story then."
" Why who should I tell it to ?

"
returned Gabriel. "

They
know it here, and I 'm not likely to come across anybody else

who would care about it."
" That's true enough," said the young fellow with a sigh.

" I quite forgot that. Yes, that 's true !

"

So saying, he raised his face, which was very red, no
doubt from the exertion of strapping and buckling as afore

said, and giving the reins to the old man, who had by this

time taken his seat, sighed again and bade him good night.
" Good night !

"
cried Gabriel. " Now think better of what

we have just been speaking of, and don't be rash, there 's a

good fellow ! I have an interest in you, and wouldn't have

you cast yourself away. Good night !

"

Returning his cheery farewell with cordial good will, Joe

Willet lingered until the sound of wheels ceased to vibrate in



28 BARXABY RUDGE.

his ears, and then, shaking his head mournfully, re-entered

the house.

Gabriel Varden went his -way towards London, thinking of

a great many things, and most of all of naming terms in

which to relate his adventure, and so account satisfactorily to

Mrs. Varden for visiting the Maypole, despite certain solemn

covenants bet\veen himself and that lady. Thinking begets,

not only thought, but drowsiness occasionally, and the more

the locksmith thought, the more sleepy he became.

A man may be very sober or at least firmly set upon his

legs on that neutral ground which lies between the confines of

perfect sobriety and slight tipsiness and yet feel a strong

tendency to mingle up present circumstances with others which

have no manner of connexion with them
;

to confound all con-

bideration of persons, things, times, and places; and to jumble
his disjointed thoughts together in a kind of mental kaleido

scope, producing combinations as unexpected as they are

transitory. This was Gabriel Varden's state, as, nodding in

his dog sleep, and leaving his horse to pursue a road with

which he was well acquainted, he got over the ground xincon-

sciously, and drew nearer and nearer home. He had roused

himself once, when the horse stopped until the turnpike gate
was opened, and had cried a lusty

"
good night !

"
to the toll-

keeper; but then he awoke out of a dream about picking a

lock in the stomach of the Great Mogul, and even when he

did wake, mixed up the turnpike man with his mother-in-law

who had been dead twenty years. It is not surprising, there

fore, that ho soon relapsed, and jogged heavily along, quite
insensible to his progress.

And, now, he approached the great city, which lay out

stretched before him like a dark shadow on the ground,

reddening the sluggish air with a deep dull light, that told

of labyrinths of public ways and shops, and swarms of busy
people. Approaching nearer and nearer yet, this halo began
to fade, and the causes which produced it slowly to develope
themselves. Long lines of poorly lighted streets might be

faintly traced, with here and there a lighter spot, where lamps
were clustered about a square or market, or round some great

building ;
after a time these grew more distinct, and the

lamps themselves were visible
; slight yellow specks, that

seemed to be rapidly snuffed out, one by one, as intervening
obstacles lud them from the sight. Then, sounds arose the
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striking of church clocks, the distant bark of dog-s, tLe hum ot

traffic in the streets
;

then outlines might be traced tall

steeples looming in the air and piles of unequal roofs

oppressed by chimneys ; then, the noise swelled into a louder

sound, and forms grew more distinct and numerous still, and
London visible in the darkness by its own faint light, and
not by that of Heaven was at hand.

The locksmith, however, all unconscious of its near vicinity,

still jogged on, half sleeping and half waking, when a loud

ory at no great distance ahead, roused him with a start.

For a moment or two he looked about him like a man wLo
had been transported to some strange country in his sleep,

but soon recognising familiar objects, rubbed his eyes lazily,

and might have relapsed again, but that the cry was repeated
not once or twice or tlirice, but many times, and each time,

if possible, with increased vehemence. Thoroughly aroused,

Gabriel, who was a bold man and not easily daunted, made

straight to the spot, urging on his stout little horse as if for

life or death.

The matter indeed looked sufficiently serious, for, coming
to the place whence the cries had proceeded, he descried the

figure of a man extended in an apparently lifeless state upon
the pathway, and, hovering round him, another person with a

torch in his hand, which he waved in the air with a wild

impatience, redoubling meanwhile those cries for help which
had brought the locksmith to the spot.

"What 's here to do?" said the old man, alighting. "How's
this what Barnaby ?

"

The bearer of the torch shook his long loose hair back from

his eyes, and thrusting his face eagerly into that of the lock

smith, fixed upon him a look which told his liistory at once.
" You know me, Barnaby ?

"
said Varden.

He nodded not once or twice, but a score of times, and
that with a fantastic exaggeration which would have kept his

head in motion for an hour, but that the locksmith held up
his finger, and fixing his eye sternly upon him caused him to

desist; then pointed to the body with an inquiring look.
" There 's blood upon him," said Barnaby with a shudder.

"
It makes me sick."
" How came it there ?

" demanded Varden.
"

Steel, steel, steel !

"
he replied fiercely, imitating with Hi

tho tliviist. of a sword.
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" Is he robbed ?
"

said the locksmith.

Barnaby caught him by the arm, and nodded " Yes
;

'
then

pointed towards the city.
" Oh !

"
said the old man, bending over the body and

looking round as Jm spoke into Barnaby's pale face, strangely

lighted up by something which was not .intellect.
" The

robber made off tha.t way, did he ? Well, well, never mind

that just now. Hold your torch this way a little farther

off so. Now stand quiet, while I try to see what harm is

done."

With these words, he applied himself to a closer examina

tion of the prostrate form, while Barnaby, holding the torch

as he had been directed, looked on in silence, fascinated by
interest or curiosity, but repelled nevertheless by some strong
and secret horror which convulsed him in every nerve.

As he stood, at that moment, half shrinking back and half

bending forward, both his face and figure were full in the

strong glare of the link, and as distinctly revealed as though
it had been broad day. He was about thre-aiid-twenty years

old, and though rather spare, of a fair height and strong
make. His hair, of which he had a great profusion, was red,

and hanging in disorder about his face and shoulders, gave to

his restless looks an expression quite unearthly enhanced by
the paleness of his complexion, and the glassy lustre of his

large protruding eyes. Startling as his aspect was, the

features were good, and there was something even plaintive
in his wan and haggard aspect. But, the absence of the soul

is far more terrible in a living man than in a dead one
;
and

in this unfortunate being its noblest powers were wanting.
His dress was of green, clumsily trimmed here and there

apparently by his own hands with gaudy lace
; brightest

where the cloth was most worn and soiled, and poorest where
it was at the best. A pair of tawdry ruffles dangled at his

wrists, Avhile his throat was nearly bare. He had ornamented
his hat with a cluster of peacock's feathers, but they were

limp and broken, and now trailed negligently down his back.

Girt to his side was the steel hilt of an old sword without

blade or scabbard
;
and some parti-coloured ends of ribands

and poor glass toys completed the ornamental portion of his

attire. The fluttered and confused disposition of all the

motley scraps that formed his dress, bespoke, in a scarcely
less degree than his eager and unsettled manner, the disorder
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ot his mind, and by a grotesque contrast set off and heightened
thi< more impressive wildness of his face.

"
Barnaby," said the locksmith, after a hasty but careful

in>pcction, "this man is not dead, but he has a wound in his

sidt>, and is in a fainting-fit."
'

I know him, I know him !

"
cried Barnaby, clapping his

hands.
" Know him ?

"
repeated the locksmith.

" Hush !

"
said Barnab}', laying his fingers on his lips.

" He went out to-day a wooing. I wouldn't for a light guinea
thnt lie should never go a wooing again, for, if he did, somo

\ otild grow dim that are now as bright as see, Avhen 1

talk of eyes, the stars come out ! Whose eyes are they ? If

they are angels' eyes, why do they look down here and see

good men hurt, and only wink and sparkle all the night ?
"

" Now Heaven help this silly fellow," murmured the per

plexed locksmith,
" can he know this gentleman ? His

mother's house is not far off; I had better see if she can

tell me who he is. Barnaby, my man, help mo to put him in

the chaise, and we '11 ride home together."
"

I can't touch him !

"
cried the idiot falling back, and

shuddering as with a strong spasm ;

" he 's bloody !

"

" It's in his nature I know," muttered the locksmith, "it's

cruel to ask him, but I must have help. Barnaby good
Barniiby dear Barnaby if you know this gentleman, for

the sake of his life and everybody's life that loves him, help
me to raise him and lay him down."

" Cover him then, wrap him close don't let me see it

smell it hear the word. Don't speak the word don't !

"

"
No, no, I '11 not. There, you see he 's covered now.

Gently. W>11 done, \vell done !

"

They placed hir.i in the carriage with great ease, for

Burnaby was strong and active, but all the time they were

BO occupied he shivered from head to foot, and evidently

experienced an ecstacy of terror.

This accomplished, and the wounded man being covered

with Varden's own great-coat, which he took off for the

purpose, they proceeded onward at a brisk pace : Barnaby
gaily counting the stars upon his fingers, and Gabriel in

wardly congratulating himself upon having an adventure

now, which would silence Mrs. Varden on the subject of the

Maypole, for that night, or there was no fuith in woman.
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CHAPTER IY.

IN the venerable suburb it was a suburb cnco of

Clerkenwell, towards that part of its confines which is nearest

to the Charter House, and in one of those cool, shady streets,

of which a few, widely scattered and dispersed, yet remain in

such old parts of the metropolis, each tenement quietly

vegetating like an ancient citizen who long ago retired from

business, and dozing on in its infirmity until in course of

time it tumbles down, and is replaced by some extravagant

young heir, flaunting in stucco and ornamental work', and
all the vanities of modern days, in this quarter, and in a

street of this description, the business of the present chapter
lies.

At the time of which it treats, though only six-and-sixty

years ago, a very large part of what is London now had no

existence. Even in the brains of the wildest speculators, there

had sprung up no long rows of streets connecting Highgate
with Whitechapel, no assemblages of palaces in the swampy
levels, nor little cities in the open fields. Although this pol-t

of town was then, as now, parcelled out in streets, and plenti

fully peopled, it wore a different aspect. There were gardens
to many of the houses, and trees by the pavement side

;
with

an air of freshness breathing up and down, which in these

days would be sought in vain. Fields were nigh at hand,

through -which the New River took its winding course, find

where there was merry hay-making in the summer time.

Nature was not so far removed, or hard to get at, as in theso

days; and although there were busy trades in Clerkenwell,

and working jewellers by scores, it was a purer place, with

farm-houses nearer to it than many modem Londoners would

readily believe, and lovers' walks at no great distance, which

turned into squalid courts, long before the lovers of this age
were born, or, as the phrase goes, thought of.

In one of these streets, the cleanest of them all, and on the
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shady side of tlio way for good housewives know that sun

light damagea their cherished furniture, and so choose the shade

rather than its intrusive glare there stood the house with

which we have to deal. It was a modest buildmg, not very

straight, not largo, not tall
; not bold-faced, with great staring

windows, but a shy blinking house, with a conical roof going
up into a peak over its garret window of four small panes of

glass, like a cocked hat on the head of an elderly gentleman
with one eye. It was not built of brick or lofty stone, but of

wood and plaster ;
it was not planned with a dull and weari

some regard to regularity, for no one window matched the

other, or seemed to have the slightest reference to anything
besides itself.

The shop for it had a shop was, with reference to the

first floor, where shops usually are
;
and there all resemblance

between it and any other shop stopped short and ceased.

People who went in and out didn't go up a flight of steps to

it, or walk easily in upon a level with the street, but dived

down three steep stairs, as into a cellar. Its floor was paved
witli stone and brick, as that of any other cellar might be ;

and in lieu of window framed and glazed it had a great black

wooden flap or shutter, nearly breast high from the ground,
which turned back in the day-time, admitting as much cold

air as light, and very often more. Behind this shop was a

wainscoted parlour, looking first into a paved yard, and

beyond that again into a little terrace garden raised some feet

above it. Any stranger would have supposed that this

wainscoted parlour, saving for the door of communication by
which he had entered, was cut oif and detached from all the

world
;
and indeed most strangers on their first entrance were

observed to grow extremely thoughtful, as weighing and

pondering in their minds whether the upper rooms were only

approachable by ladders from without; never suspecting that

two of the most unassuming and unlikely doors in existence,
which the most ingenious mechanician on earth must of necessity
have supposed to be the doors of closets, opened out of this

room each without the smallest preparation, or so much as a

quarter of an inch of passage upon two dark winding flights
of stairs, tho ono upward, the other downward, which were
the sole means of communication between that chamber and
the other portions of the house.

With all these oddities, there was not a neater, mor"
V0*. \. It
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scrupulously tidy, or more punctiliously ordered house, in

Clerkenwell, in London, in all England. There were not

cleaner windows, or whiter floors, or brighter stoves, or more

highly shining articles of furniture in old mahogany ;
there was

not more rubbing, scrubbing, burnishing, and polishing, in tho

whole street put together. Nor was this excellence attained

without some cost and trouble and great expenditure of voice,

as the neighbours were frequently reminded when the good

lady of the house overlooked and assisted in its being put to

rights on cleaning days which were usually from Monday
morning till Saturday night, both days inclusive.

Leaning against the door-post of this, his dwelling, the

locksmith stood early on the morning after he had met with

the wounded man, gazing disconsolately at a great wooden
emblem of a key, painted in vivid yellow to resemble gold,
which dangled from the house-front, and swung to and fro

with a mournful creaking noise, as if complaining that it had

nothing to unlock. Sometimes, he looked over his shoulder

into the shop, which was so dark and dingy with numerous
tokens of his trade, and so blackened by the emoke of a little

forge, near which his 'prentice was at work, that it would

have been difficult for one unused to such espials to have

distinguished anything but various tools of uncouth make and

shape, great bunches of rusty keys, fragments of iron, half-

finished locks, and such like things, which garnished the walls

and hung in clusters from the ceiling.

After a long and patient contemplation of tho golden key,
and many such backward glances, Gabriel stepped into the

road, and stole a look at the upper windows. One of them
chanced to be thrown open at the moment, and a roguish face

met his
;
a face lighted up by the loveliest pair of sparkling eyes

that ever locksmith looked upon ;
the face of a pretty, laugh

ing girl ; dimpled and fresh, and healtliful the very imperso
nation of good-humour and blooming beauty.

" Hush !

"
she whispered, bending forward and pointing

archly to the window underneath. " Mother is still asleep."
"

Still, my dear," returned the locksmith in the same tone.
" You talk as if she had been asleep all night, instead of

little more than half an hour. But I 'm very thankful.

Sleep 's a blessing no doubt about it." The last few words

he muttered to himself.
" How cruel of you to keep us up so late this morning,
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and never tell us tvhere you wore, or send us word !

"
said

the girl.
" All Dolly, Dolly !

'

returned the locksmith, shaking his

head, and smiling,
" hew cruel of you to run up stairs to bed !

Come down to breakfast, madcap, and come down lightly, or

you '11 wake your mother. She must be tired, I am sure

I am."

Keeping these latter words to himself, and returning his

daughter's nod, he was passing into the workshop, witli the

smile she had awakened still beaming on his face, when lie

just caught sight of his 'prentice's brown paper cap ducking
down to avoid observation, and shrinking from the window
back to its former place, which the wearer no sooner reached

than he began to hammer lustily.
"
Listening again, Simon !

"
said Gabriel to himself.

" That 's bad. What in the name of wonder does he expect
the girl to say, that I always catch him listening when she

speaks, and never at any other time ! A bad habit, Sim, a

sneaking, underhanded way. Ah ! you may hammer, but

you won't beat that out of me, if you work at it till your
time 's up !

"

So saying, and shaking his head gravely, he re-entered the

workshop, and confronted the subject of these remarks.

"There's enough o.
?
fhat just now," said the locksmith.

"You needn't make ao/ more of that confounded clatter.

Breakfast 's ready."
"
Sir," said Sim, looking up with amazing politeness, and

a peculiar little bow cut short off at the neck. "
I shall

attend you immediately."
"

I suppose," muttered Gabriel,
" that 's out of the

'Prentice's Garland, or the 'Prentice's Delight, or the 'Pren

tice's Warbler, or the 'Prentice's Guide to the Gallows, or

some such improving text-book. Now lie 's going to beautify
himself here 's a precious locksmith !

"

Quite unconscious that his master was looking on from the

dark corner by the parlour door, Sim tlirew oif the paper cap,

sprang from his seat, and in two extraordinary steps, some-

tiling between skating and minuet dancing, bounded to &

washing place at the other end of the shop, and there removed
from his face and hands nil traces of his previous work

practising the same step ail the time with the utmost gravity.
This done, lie drew from BOH e concealed place a little scrap of
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looking-glass, and with its assistance arranged his hair, and

ascertained the exact state of a little carbuncle on his nose.

Having now completed his toilet, he placed the fragment of

mirror on a low bench, and looked over his shoulder at so

much of his legs as could be reflected in that small compass
with the greatest possible complacency and satisfaction.

Sim, as he was called in the locksmith's family, or Mr.

Simon Tappertit, as he called himself, and required all men to

style him out of doors, on holidays, and Sundays out, was
an old-fashioned, thin-faced, sleek-haired, sharp-nosed, small-

eyed little fellow, very little more than five feet high, and

thoroughly convinced in his own mind that he was above the

middle size
;
rather tall, in fact, than otherwise. Of his

figure, which was well enough formed, though somewhat of

the leanest, he entertained the highest admiration
;
and with

his legs, which, in knee-breeches, were perfect curiosities of

littleness, he was enraptured to a degree amounting to enthu

siasm. He also had some majestic, shadowy ideas, which had
never been quite fathomed by his intimate friends, concerning
the power of his eye. Indeed he had been known to go so far

as to boast that he could utterly quell and subdue the

haughtiest beauty by a simple process, which he termed
"
eyeing her over

;

" but it must be added, that neither of

this faculty, nor of the power he claimed to have, through the

ame gift, of vanquishing and heaving down dumb animals,
even in a rabid state, had lie ever furnished evidence which
could be deemed quite satisfactory and conclusive.

It may be inferred from these premises, that in the small

body of Mr. Tappertit there was locked up an ambitious and

aspiring soul. As certain liquors, confined in casks too

ci'amped in their dimensions, will ferment, and fret, and chafe

in their imprisonment, so the spiritual essence or soul of

Mr. Tappertit would sometimes fume within that precious
cask, his body, until, with great foam and froth and splutter, it

would force a vent, and carry all before it. It was his custom

to remark, in reference to any one of these occasions, that his

soul had got into his head
;
and in this novel kind of intoxi

cation, many scrapes and mishaps befel him, which he had

frequently concealed with no small difficulty from his worthy
master.

Sim Tappertit, among the other fancies upon which his

before mentioned soul was for ever feasting and regaling



BARXAIJY RUHGE. 37

itself (and which fancies, like the liver of Pro.netl.eiis, grew
as they were fed upon), had a mighty notion of his order

;

and had been heard by the servant-maid openly expressing
his regret that the 'prentices no longer carried clubs wherewith

to mace the citizens : that was his strong expression. He
was likewise reported to have said that in former times a

stigma had been cast upon the body by the execution oi'

George Barnwell, to which they should not have basely

submitted, but should have demanded him of the legislature

temperately at first
;
then by an appeal to arms, if neces

sary to be dealt with, as they in their wisdom might think

fit. These thoughts always led him to consider what a

glorious engine the 'prentices might yet become if they had
but a master spirit at their head

;
and then he would darkly,

and to the terror of his hearers, hint at certain reckless

fellows that he knew of, and at a certain Lion Heart ready to

become their captain, who, once afoot, would make the Lord

Mayor tremble on his throne.

In respect of dress and personal decoration, Sim Tappertit
was no less of an adventurous and enterprising character.

He had been seen beyond dispute to pull off ruffles of the

finest quality at the corner of the street on Sunday nights,
and to put them carefully in his pocket before returning home ;

and it.was quite notorious that on all great holiday occasions

it was his habit to exchange his plain steel knee-buckles for a

pair of glittering paste, under cover of a friendly post,

planted most conveniently in that same spot. Add to this,

that he was in years just twenty, in his looks much older, and

in conceit at least two hundred
;
that he had no objection to

be jested with, touching his admiration of his master's

daughter; and had even, when called upon at a certain

obscure tavern to pledge the lady whom he honoured with

his love, toasted with many winks and leers, a fair creature

whose Cliristian name, he said, began with a D
;

and as

much is known of Sim Tappertit, who has by this time

followed the locksmith in to breakfast, as is necessary to be

known in making his acquaintance.
It was a substantial meal ; for, over and above the ordinary

tea equipage, the board creaked beneath the weight of a jollv

round of beef, a ham of the first magnitude, and sundry tower--

of buttered Yorkshire cake, piled slice upon slice in most

alluring order. There was also a eroodly jug of well-brc>\vueu
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olay, fashioned into the form of an old gentleman, not by anv

means unlike the locksmith, atop of whose bald head was a

tine white froth answering to his wig, indicative, beyond

dispute, of sparkling ho no-browed ale. But, better far than

fair home-brewed, or Yorksliire cake, or ham, or beef, or

anything to eat or drink that earth or air or water can supply,

there sat, presiding ever all, the locksmith's rosy daughter,
before whose dark eyes even beef grew insignificant, and malt

became as nothing.
Fathers should never kiss their daughters when young men

are by. It 's too much. There are bounds to human endur

ance. So thought Sim Tappertit when Gabriel drew those

rosy lips to his those lips within Sim's reach from day to

lay, and yet so far off. lie had a respect for his master, but

he wished the Yorkshire cake might choke him.
"
Father," said the locksmith's daughter, when this salute

was over, and they took their seats at table,
" what is this I

hear about last night ?
"

" All true, my dear
;
true as the Gospel, Doll."

"
Young Mr. Chester robbed, and lying wounded in the

road, when you came up ?
"

"
Ay Mr. Edward. And beside him, Barnaby calling

for help with all his might. It was well it happened as it

did
;
for the road 's a lonely one, the hour was late, and, the

night being cold, and poor Barnaby even less sensible than

usual from surprise and fright, the young gentleman might
liave met his death in a very short time."

"
I dread to think of it !

"
cried his daughter with a

shudder. " How did you know him ?
"

" Know him !

"
returned the locksmith. "

I didn't know
him how could I ? I had never seen him, often as I had
heard and spoken of him. I took him to Mrs. lludge's ;

and
she no sooner saw him than the truth came out."

" Miss Emma, father If this news should reach her,

-nlarged upon as it is sure to be, she will go distracted."
"
Why, lookye there again, how a man suffers for being

good-natured," said the locksmith. " Miss Emma was with

her uncle at the masquerade at Carlisle House, where she had

gone, as the people at the Warren told me, sorely against her

will. What does your blockhead father when he and Mrs.

Uudge have laid their heads together, but goes there when he
>ught to be abed, makes interest with his friend the door-
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keeper, slips him on a mask and doniino, and mixes with, tlie

masquers."
" And like Jiimself to do so !

"
cried the girl, putting hei

fair arm round his neck, and giving him a most enthusiastic

kiss.

"Like himself!" repeated Gabriel, affecting to grumble,'
but evidently delighted with the part he had taken, and with

her praise.
"
Very like himself so your mother said.

However, he mingled with the crowd, and prettily worried

and badgered he was, I warrant you, with people squeaking,
' Don't you know me ?

' and '
I 've found you out,' and all

that kind of nonsense in his ears. He might have wandered
on till now, but in a little room there was a young lady who
had taken off her mask, on account of the place being very

warm, and was sitting there alone."
" And that was she ?

"
said his daughter hastily.

"And that was she," replied the locksmith; "and I no

sooner whispered to her what the matter was as softly, Doll,

and with nearly as much art as you could have used yourself
than she gives a kind of scream and faints away."
" What did you do what happened next ?

" asked his

daughter.
"
Why, the masks came flocking round, with a general

noise and hubbub, and I thought myself in luck to get clear

off, that's all," rejoined the locksmith. "What happened
when I reached home you may guess, if you didn't hear it.

Ah ! Well, it 's a poor heart that never rejoices. Put Toby
this way, my dear."

This Toby was the brown jug of which previous mention

lias been made. Applying his lips to the worthy old gentle
man's benevolent forehead, the locksmith, who had all this

time been ravaging among the eatables, kept them there so

long, at the same time raising the vessel slowly in the air,

that at length Toby stood on his head upon his nose, when he
smacked his lips and set him on the table again with fond

reluctance.

Although Sim Tappertit had taken no share in this conver

sation, no part of it being addressed to him, he had not been

wanting in such silent manifestations of astonishment, as he

deemed most compatible with the favourable display of his

eyes. Regarding the pause which now ensued, as a particu

larly advantageous opportunity for doing great execution with
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thorn, upon, the locksmith's daughter (who he had no doubt

was looking at him iu mute admiration), he began to screw

and twist his face, and especially those features, into such

extraordinary, hideous, and unparalleled contortions, that

Gabriel, who happened to look towards him, was stricken

with amazement.
"
Why, what the devil's the matter with the lad ?" cried

the locksmith. "
Is he choking ?

"

" Who ?
" demanded Sim, with some disdain.

" Who ? why, you," returned his master. "What do you
mean by making those horrible faces over your breakfast ?

"

"Faces are matters of taste, sir," said Mr. Tappertit,
rather discomfited

;
not the less so because he saw the lock

smith's daughter smiling.
"
Sim," rejoined Gabriel, laughing heartily.

" Don't be a

fool, for I 'd rather see you in your senses. These young
fellows," he added, turning to his daughter,

" are always

committing some folly or another. There was a quarrel
between Joe Willet and old John last night though I can't

say Joe was much in fault either. He '11 be missing one of

these mornings, and will have gone away upon some wild-

goose errand, seeking his fortune. Why, what 's the matter,
Doll ? You are making faces now. The girls are as bad as

the boys every bit !

"

"
It 's the tea," said Dolly, turning alternately very red

and very white, which is no doubt the effect of a slight scald
" so very hot."

Mr. Tappertit looked immensely big at a quartern loaf on

the table, and breathed hard.
" Is that all?

"
returned the locksmith. " Put some more

milk in it. Yes, I am sorry for Joe, because he is a likely

young fellow, and gains upon one every time one sees him.

But he '11 start off, you '11 find. Indeed he told me as much
himself!"

" Indeed !

"
cried Dolly in a faint voice.

" In deed !

"

" Is the tea tickling your throat still, my dear ?
"

said the

locksmith.

But, before his daughter could make him any answer, she

was taken trith a troublesome cough, and it was such a

very unpleasant cough that, when she left off, the tears were

starting in her bright eyes. The good-natured locksmith was
still patting her on tho back and applying euch go:. tie
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restoratives, when a message arrived from Mrs. Varden,
making known to all whom it might concern, that she felt too

much indisposed to rise after her great agitation and anxiety
of the previous night ;

and therefore desired to be immediately
accommodated with the little black tea-pot of strong mixed

tea, a couple of rounds of buttered toast, a middling-sized dish

of beef and ham cut thin, and the Protestant Manual in two

volumes, post octavo. Like some other ladies who in remote

ages flourished upon this globe, Mrs. Varclen was most devout

when most ill-tempered. "Whenever she and her husband
were at unusual variance, then the Protestant Manual was in

high feather.

Knowing from experience what these requests portended,
the triumvirate broke up ; Dolly, to see the orders executed

with all despatch ; Gabriel, to some out-of-door work in his

little chaise
;
and Sim, to his daily duty in the workshop, to

wliich reheat he carried th> big look, although the- loaf

remained behind.

Indeed the big look increased immensely, and when he had
tied his apron on, became quite gigantic. It was not until he

had several times walked up and down with folded arms, and
the longest strides he could take, and had kicked a great

many small articles out of his way, that his lip began to

curl. At length, a gloomy derision came upon his featiires,

and he smiled
; uttering meanwhile with supreme contempt

the monosyllable
" Joe !

"

"
I eyed her over, while he talked about the fellow," he

said,
" and that was of course the reason of her being confused.

Joe!"
lie walked up and down again much quicker than before,

and if possible with longer strides
;
sometimes stopping to

take a glance at his legs, and sometimes to jerk out and cast

from him, another " Joe !

" In the course of a quarter of an
hour or so he again assumed the paper cap and tried to work.

No. It could not be done.

"I'll do nothing to-day," said Mr. Tappertit, dashing it

down again, "but grind. I'll grind up all the tools.

Grinding will suit my present humour well. Joe !

"

Whirr-r-r-r. The grindstone was soon in motion
;
the sparks

were flying off in showers. Tliis was the occupation for Ida

heated spirit.W hirr-r-r-r-r-r-r.
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"
Something will come of this !

"
said Mr. Tapper cit, paus

ing as if in triumph, and Aviping his heated face upon his sleeve.
"
Something will come of this. I liope it mayn't be hitman

gore !

"

Whirr-r-r-r-r-r-r-r.
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CHAPTER V.

As soon as the business of the day was over, the locksmith

sallied forth, alone, to visit the wounded gentleman and

ascertain the progress of his recover}'. The house where he

had left him was in a by-street in Southwark, not far from

London Bridge; and thither he hied with all speed, bent

upon returning with as little delay as might be, and getting to

bed betimes.

The evening was boisterous scarcely better . than the

previous night had been. It was not easy for a stout man
like Gabriel to keep his legs at the street corners, or to make
head against the high wind, which often fairly got the better

of him and drove him back some paces, or, in defiance of all

his energy, forced him to take shelter in an arch or doorway
until the fury of the gust was spent. Occasionally a hat or

wig,, or both, came spinning and trundling past him, like a

mad thing ;
while the more serious spectacle of falling tiles

and slates, or of masses of brick and mortar or fragments oi

stone-coping rattling upon the pavement near at hand, and

splitting into fragments, did not increase the pleasure of the

journey, or make the way less dreary.
" A trying night for a man like me to walk in !

"
said the

locksmith, as he knocked softly at the widow's door. "
I 'd

rather be in old John's chimney corner, faith !

"

" Who 's there ?
" demanded a woman's voice from within.

Being answered, it added a hasty word of welcome, and the

door was quickly opened.
She was about forty perhaps two or three yrars older

with a cheerful aspect, and a face that had once been pretty.
It bore traces of affliction and care, but they were of an old

date, and Time had smoothed them. Any one who hud

bestowed but a casual glance on Barnaby might have known
that this was his mother, from the strong resemblance

between them : but where iu his face there was \vildness and
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vacancy, in hers there was the patient composure of long
effort and quiet resignation.
One thing about this face was very strange and startling

You could not look upon it in its most cheerful mood without

feeling that it had some extraordinary capacity of expressing
terror. It was not on the surface. It was in no one feature

that it lingered. You could not take the eyes, or mouth, or

lines upon the cheek, and say if this or that were otherwise,

it would not be so. Yet there it always lurked something
for ever dimly seen, but ever there, and never absent for a

moment. It was the faintest, palest shadow of some look, to

which an instant of intense and most unutterable horror only
could have given birth

;
but indistinct and feeble as it was,

it did suggest what that look must have been, and fixed it in

the mind as if it had had existence in a dream.

More faintly imaged, and wanting force and purpose, as It

were, because of his darkened intellect, there was this same

stamp upon the son. Seen in a picture, it must have had

some legend with it, and would have haunted those who
looked upon the canvas. They who knew the Maypole stoiy,

and could remember what the widow was, before her

husband's and his master's murder, understood it well. They
recollected how the change had come, and could call to mind
that when her son was born, upon the very day the deed

was known, he bore upon his wrist what seemed a smear of

blood but half washed out.
" God save you, neighbour !

"
said tho locksmith, as he

followed her with the air of an old friend, into a little parlour
where a cheerful fire was burning.
"And you," she answered, smiling. "Your kind heart

has brought you here again. Nothing will keep vou at hom6
;

I know of old, if there are friends to serve OP eoinlort, out of

doors."
"
Tut, tut," returned the locksmith, rubbing his hands and

warming them. " You women are such talkers. What of

the patient, neighbour ?
"

" He is sleeping now. He was very restless towards day

light, and for some hours tossed and tumbled sadly. But the

fever has left him, and tho doctor says he will soon mend.

He must not be removed until tomorrow."
"He has had visitors to-day humph?" said Gabriel,

slily.
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" Yes. Old Mr. Chester lias been here ever since we sent

for him, and had not been gone many minutes when you
knocked."

"No ladiss?" said Gabriel, elevating his eyebrows and

looking disappointed.
" A letter," replied the widow.
" Come. That 's better than nothing !

"
cried the lock

smith. " Who was the bearer ?
"

"Barnaby, of course."
"
Barnaby 's a jewel !

"
said Varden

;

" and comes and goes
with ease where we who think ourselves much wiser would

make but a poor hand of it. He is not out wandering, again,
I hope?"

" Thank Heaven he is in his bed
; having been up all

night, as you know, and on his feet all day. He was quite
tired out. Ah, neighbour, if I could but see him oftener so

if I could but tame down that terrible restlessness
"

"In good time," said the locksmith, kindly, "in good
time don't be down-hearted. To my mind he grows wiser

every day."
The widow shook her head. And yet, though she knew

the locksmith sought to cheer her, and spoke from no convic

tion of his own, she was glad to hear even this praise of her

poor benighted son.

"He will be a 'cute man yet," resumed the locksmith.

"Take care, when we are growing old and foolish, Barnaby
doesn't put us to the blush, that 's all. But our other friend,"

he added, looking under the table and about the floor
"
sharpest and cunningest of all the sharp and cunning ones

where 'she?"
" In Barnaby's room," rejoined the widow, with a faint

smile.

"Ah! He's a knowing blade!" said Varden, shaking
his head. " I should be sorry to talk secrets before him.

Qh ! He 's a deep customer, I 've no doubt he can read,

and write, and cast accounts if he chooses. What was that

him tapping at the door ?
"

"
No," returned the widow. " It was in the street, I

think. Hark ! Yes. There again ! 'Tis some one knock

ing softly at the shutter. Wlio can it be !

"

They had been speaking in a low tone, for the invalid lay

overhead, and the walls and ceilings being thin and poorly
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built, the sound of their voices might otherwise have dis

turbed his slumber. The party without, whoever it was,
could have stood close to tho shutter without hearing anything

spoken ; and, seeing the light through the chinks and finding
all so quiet, might have been persuaded that only one person
was there.

^Sonie thief or ruffian, may be," said the locksmith.
" Give me the light."

"No, no," she returned hastily. "Such visitors have

never come to this poor dwelling. Do you stay here.

You 're within call, at the worst. I would rather go myself
alone."

" Why ?
"

said the locksmith, unwillingly relinquishing
the candle he had caught up from the table.

" Because I don't know why because the wish is strong

upon me," she rejoined.
" There again do not detain me, I

beg of you !

"

Gabriel looked at her, in great surprise to see one who was

usually BO mild and quiet thus agitated, and with so little

cause. She left the room and closed the door behind her.

She stood for a moment as if hesitating, with her hand

upon the lock. In this short interval the knocking came

again, and a voice close to the window a voice the locksmith

seemed to recollect, and to have some disagreeable association

with whispered
" Make haste."

The words were uttered in that low distinct voice which
finds its way so readily to sleepers' ears, and wakes them in a

fright. For a moment it startled even the locksmith
;
who

involuntarily drew back from the window, and listened.

The wind rumbling in the chimney made it difficult to hear

what passed, but he could tell that tho door was opened, that

there was the tread of a man upon the creaking boards, and
then a moment's silence broken by a suppressed something
which was not a shriek, or groan, or cry for help, and yet

might have been either or all three
;
and the words "

My
God !

"
uttered in a voice it chilled him to hear.

He rushed out upon the instant. There, at last, was that

dreadful look the very one he seemed to know so well and

yet had never seen before upon her face. There, she stood,

frozen to the ground, gazing with starting eyes, and livid

nheeks, and every feature fixed and ghastly, upon the man he

had encountered in tho dark last night. His eyes met those
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of the locksmith. It was but a flash, an instant, a breath

upon a polished glass, and he was gone.
The locksmith was upon him had the skirts of his stream

ing garment almost in his grasp when his arms were tightly

clutched, and the widow flung herself upon the ground before

him.
" The other way the other way," she cried.

" He went
the other way. Turn turn !

"

" The other way ' I see him now," rejoined the locksmith,

pointing "yonder there there is his shadow passing by
that light. What who is this? Let me go."

" Come back, come back !

"
exclaimed the woman, clasping

him
;

" Do not touch him on your life. I charge you, come
back. He carries other lives besides bis own. Come back !

"

" What does this mean? "
cried the locksmith.

" No matter what it means, don't ask, don't speak, don't

think about it. He is not to be followed, checked, or stopped.
Come back !

"

The old man looked at her in wonder, as she writhed and

clung about him
; and, borne down by her passion, suffered

her to drag him into the house. It was not until she had
chained and double-locked the door, fastened every bolt and

bar with the heat and fury of a maniac, and drawn him
back into the room, that she turned upon him, once again,
that stony look of hovror, and sinking down into a chair,

covered her face, and shuddered, as though the hand of death

were on her.
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CHAPTER VL

BEYOND all measure astonished by the strange occurrences

which had passed with so much violence and rapidity, the

locksmith gazed upon the shuddering figure in the chair like

one half stupified, and would have gazed much longer, had
not his tongue been loosened by compassion and humanity.

" You are ill," said Gabriel. " Let me call some neigh
bour in.'

" Not for the world," she rejoined, motioning to him with

her trembling hand, and still holding her face averted.
"

It

is enough that you have been by, to see this."
"
Nay, more than enough or less," said Gabriel.

"Be it so," she returned. " As you like. Ask me no

questions, I entreat you."
"
Neighbour," said the locksmith, after a pause.

" Is this

fair, or reasonable, or just to yourself? Is it like you, who
have known me so long and sought my advice in all matters

like you, who from a girl have had a strong mind and a

staunch heart ?
"

"
I have had need of them," she replied.

"
I am growing

old, both in years and care. Perhaps that, and too much

trial, have made them weaker than they used to be. Do not

speak to me."
" How can I see what I have seen, and hold my peace !

"

returned the locksmith. " Who was that man, and why has

his coming made this change in you ?
"

She was silent, but held to the chair aa though to save

herself from falling on the ground.
"

I take the licence of an old acquaintance, Mary," said the

locksmith,
" who has ever had a warm regard for you, and

maybe has tried to prove it when he could. Who is this ill-

faToured man, and Avhat has he to do with you ? Who is this

ghost, that is only seen in the black nights and bad weather ?

How does ho know, and why does he haunt, this house, wkis-
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l>ering through chinks and crevices, as if there was that

between him and you, which neither durst so much as speak
aloud of? Who is he?"

" You do well to say he haunts this house," returned tho

widow, faintly.
" His shadow has been upon it and mo, in

light and darkness, at noonday and midnight. And now, at

last, lie has come in the body !

"

" But he wouldn't have gone in the body," returned the

locksmith with some irritation,
"

if you had left my arms and

legs at liberty. What riddle is it ?
"

" It is one," she answered, rising as she spoke,
" that must

remain for ever as it is. I dare not say more than that."
" Dare not !

"
repeated the wondering locksmith.

" Do not press me," she replied.
"

I am sick and faint,

and every faculty of life seems dead within me. No ! Do
not touch me, either."

Gabriel, who had stepped forward to render her assistance,

fell back as she made this hasty exclamation, and regarded
her in silent wonder.

" Let me go my way alone," she said in a low voice,
" and

let the hands of no honest man touch mine to-night." When
she had tottered to the door, she turned, and added with a

stronger effort,
" This is a secret, which, of necessity, I trust

to you. You are a true man. As you have ever been good
and kind to me, keep it. If any noise was heard above,
make some excuse say anything but what you really saw,
and never let a word or look between us, recal this circum

stance. I trust to you. Mind, I trust to you. How much I

trust, you never can conceive."

Casting her e}-es upon him for an instant, she withdrew,
and left him there alone.

Gabriel, not knowing what to .think, stood staring at the

door with a countenance full of surprise and dismay. The
more he pondered on what had passed, the less able he was to

give it any favourable interpretation. To find this widow

woman, whose life for so many years had been supposed to be
one of solitude and retirement, and who, in her quiet suffering

character, had gained the good opinion and respect of all who
knew her to find her linked mysteriously with an ill-omened

man, alarmed at his appearance, and yet favouring his

escape, was a discoverj that pained as much as it startled

him. Her reliance on his secrecy, and his tacit acquiescence,
VOL. t a
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Increased his distress of mind. If he had spoken boldly,

[lersisted in questioning her, detained her when she rose to

leave the room, made any kind of protest, instead of silently

compromising himself, as he felt he had done, he ^tvould have

been more at ease.
' Why did I let her say it was a secret, and she trusted it

to me !

"
said Gabriel, putting his wig on one side to scratch

his head with greater ease, and looking ruefully at the fire.
"

I

have no more readiness than old John himself. Why didn't I

say firmly,
' You have no right to such secrets, and I demand

of you to tell me what this means,' instead of standing gaping
at her, like an old mooncalf as I am ! But there 's my weak
ness. I can be obstinate enough with men if need be, but

women may twist me round their fingers at their pleasure."
He took his wig off outright as he made this reflection, and,

warming his handkerchief at the fire began to rub and polish
his bald head with it, until it glistened again.

" And yet," said the locksmith, softening under this

soothing process, and stopping to smile, "it may be nothing.

Any drunken brawler trying to make his way into the house,
would have alarmed a quiet soul like her. But then " and

here was the vexation "how came it to be that man; how
comes he to have this influence over her

;
how came she to

favour his getting away from me
; and, more than all, how

came she not to say it was a sudden fright, and nothing
more ? It 's a sad thing to have, in one minute, reason to

mistrust a person I have known so long, and an old sweetheart

into the bargain : but what else can I do, with all this upon
my mind ! Is that Barnaby outside there ?

"

"
Ay !

"
he cried, looking in and nodding.

" Sure enough
it 'B Barnaby how did yoif guess ?

"

"
By your shadow," said the locksmith.

" Oho !

"
cried Barnaby, glancing over his shoulder,

" He's
a merry fellow, that shadow, and keeps close to me, though I

am silly. We have such pranks, such walks, such runs, such

gambols on the grass ! Sometimes he '11 be half as tall as a

church steeple, and sometimes no bigger than a dwarf. Now,
he goes on before, and now behind, and anon he '11 be stealing

elily on, on this side, or on that, stopping whenever I stop,
and thinking I can't see him, though I have Tny eye on him

sharp enough. Oh t he 's a merry fellow. Tell me -is ho

Billy too ! I think he is."
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"Why?" asked Gabriel.
" Because lie never tires of mocking me, but does it all daj

long. Why don't you come? "

"Where?"
"
Up stairs. He wants you. Stay where 's hia shadow?

Come. You 're a wise man
;

tell me that."

"Beside him, Barnaby; beside him, I suppose," returned

the locksmith.
" No !

" he replied, shaking his head. " Guess again."
" Gone out a walking, maybe ?

"

" He has changed shadows with a woman," the idiot

whispered in his ear, and then fell back with a look of

triumph.
" Her shadow 's always with him, and his witli

her. That 's sport I think, eh ?
"

"
Barnaby," said the locksmith, with a grave look

;

" come

hither, lad."
"

I know what you want to say. I know !

" ho replied,

keeping away from him. " But I 'm cunning, I 'm silent. 1

only say so much to you are you ready ?
" As he spoke, he

caught up the light, and waved it with a wild laugh above

his head.
"
Softly gently," said the locksmith, exerting all his

influence to keep him calm and quiet.
"

I thought you had
been asleep."

" So I have been asleep," he rejoined, with widely-opened

eyes.
" There have been great faces coming and going

close to my face, and then a mile away low places to creep

through, whether I would or no high churches to fall down
from strange creatures crowded up together neck and heels,

to sit upon the bed that 's sleep, eh ?
"

"
Dreams, Barnaby, dreams," said the locksmith.

" Dreams !

" he echoed softly, drawing closer to him.
" Those are not dreams."

" What are," replied the locksmith,
" if they are not ?

"

"
I dreamed," said Barnaby, passing his arm through

Varden's, and peering close into his face as he answered in a

whisper,
"

I dreamed just now that something it was in the

shape of a man followed me came softly after me wouldn't

let me be but was always hiding and crouching, like a cat

in dark corners, waiting till I should pass; when it crept
out and came softly after me. Did you ever see me run? "

'

Many a time, you know."
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' You never saw me run as I did in this dream. Still it

came creeping- on to worry me. Nearer, nearer, nearer I

ran faster leaped sprung out of bed, and to the window
und there, in the street below but he is waiting for us. Are

you coming ?
"

" What in the street below, Barnaby ?
"

said Varden,

imagining that he traced some connexion between this vision

and what had actually occurred.

Bamaby looked into his face, muttered incoherently, waved
the light above his head again, laughed, and drawing the

locksmith's arm more tightly through his own, led him up the

stairs in silence.

They entered a homely bedchamber, garnished in a scanty

way with chairs whose spindle-shanks bespoke their age, and

other furniture of very little worth; but clean and neatly

kept. Reclining in an easy chair before the fire, pale and

weak from waste of blood, was Edward Chester, the young
gentleman who had been the first to quit the Maypole on the

previous night, and who, extending his hand to the locksmith,
welcomed him as his preserver and friend.

"
Say no more, sir, say no more," said Gabriel. " I hope

I would have done at least as much for any man in such a

strait, and most of all for you, sir. A certain young lady,"
he added, with some hesitation,

" has done us many a kind

turn, and we naturally feel I hope I give you no offence it

saying this, sir ?
"

The young man smiled and shook his head
;

at the same
time moving in his chair as if in pain.

"It's no great matter," he said, in answer to the lock

smith's sympathising look,
" a mere uneasiness arising at

least as much from being cooped up here, as from the slight
wound I have, or from the loss of blood. Be seated, Mr.
Varden."

" If I may make so bold, Mr. Edward, as to lean upon
your chair," returned the locksmith, accommodating his

action to his speech, and bending over him,
"

I '11 stand here,

for the convenience of speaking low. Barnaby is not in his

quietest humour to-night, and at such times talking never

does him good."

They both glanced at the subject of this remark, who had
taken a seat on the other side of the fire, and, smiling vacantly,
was making puzzles on his fingers with a skein of string.
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"
Pray, tell me, sir," said Varden, dropping his voice stilJ

lower,
"
exactly what happened last night. I have my reason

for inquiring. You left the Maypole, alone ?
"

" And walked homeward alone, until I had nearly reached

the place where you found me, when I heard the gallop of

a horse."
" Behind you?" said the locksmith.
"
Indeed, yes behind me. It was a single rider, who

soon overtook me, and checking his horse, inquired the way
to London."

" You were on the alert, sir, knowing how many high

waymen there are, scouring the roads in all directions ?
"

said

Varden.
"

I was, but I had only a stick, having imprudently left my
pistols in their holster-case with the landlord's son. I directed

him as he desired. Before the words had passed my lips, he

rode upon me furiously, as if bent on trampling me down
beneath his horse's hoofs. In starting aside, I slipped and

fell. You found me with this stab and an ugly bruise or

two, and without my purse in which he found little enough
for his pains. And now, Mr. Varden," he added, shaking
the locksmith by the hand,

"
saving the extent of my gratitude

to you, you know as much as I."
"
Except," said Gabriel, bending down yet more, and

looking cautiously towards their silent neighbour, "except in

respect of the robber himself. "What like was he, sir ? Speak
low, if you please. Bumaby means no harm, but I have

watched him oftener than you, and I know, little as you
woidd think it, that he 's listening now."

It required a strong confidence in the locksmith's veracity
to lead any one to this belief, for every sense and faculty that

Barnaby possessed, seemed to be fixed upon his game, to the

exclusion of all other things. Something in the young man's

face expressed this opinion, for Gabriel repeated what he had

just said, more earnestly than before, and with another glance
towards Barnaby, again asked what like tho man was.

" The night was so dark," said Edward,
" the attack so

sudden, and he so wrapped and muffled up, that I can hardly

say. It seems that
"

"Don't mention his name, sir," returned the locksmith,

following his look towards Barnaby; "I know he saw him.

I want to know what you saw."
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"All I remember is," said Edward, "that as he checked

his horse his hat was blown off. He caught it aud replaced
it on his head, which I observed was bound with a dark

handkerchief. A stranger entered the Maypole while I was

there, whom I had not seen for I sat apart for reasons of

my own and when I rose to leave the room and glanced

round, he was in the shadow of the chimney and hidden from

my sight. But, if he and the robber were -two different

persons, their voices were strangely and most remarkably
alike

;
for directly the man addressed me in the road, I

recognised his speech again."
"

It is as I feared. The very man was here to-night,"

thought iiie locksmith, changing colour. "What dark history
is this !

"

"Halloa!" cried a hoarse voice in his ear. "Halloa,

halloa, halloa ! Bow wow wow. What 's the matter here !

Hal-loa !

"

The speaker who made the locksmith start, as if he had
seen some supernatural agent was a large raven, who had

perched upon the top of the easy-chair, unseen by him and

Edward, and listened with a polite attention and a most extra

ordinary appearance of comprehending every word, to all they
had said up to this point ; turning his head from one to the

other, as if his office were to judge between them, and it were
of the very last importance that he should not lose a word.

" Look at him !

"
said Varden, divided between admiration

of the bird and a kind of fear of him. " Was there ever such

a knowing imp as that ! Oh he 's a dreadful fellow !

"

The raven, with his head very much on one side, and his

bright eye shining like a diamond, preserved a thoughtful
silence for a few seconds, and then replied in a voice so hoarse

and distant, that it seemed to come through his thick feather?

rather than out of his mouth.
"
Halloa, halloa, halloa ! What 's the matter here ! Keep

up your spirits. Never say die. Bow wow wow. I 'm a

devil, I 'm a devil, I 'm a devil. Hurrah !

" And then, as

if exulting in his infernal character, he began to whistle.
"

I more than half believe he speaks the truth. Upon my
word I do," said Varden. " Do you see how he looks at me,
as if he knew what I was saying ?

"

To which the bird, balancing himself on tiptoe, as it were,
and moving his body up and down in a sort of grave dance,
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rejoined, "I'm a devil, I'm a devil, I 'm a devil," and flapped
his wings against his sides as if he were bursting with laughter.

Barnaby clapped his hnnds, and fairly rolled upon the ground
in an ocstacy of delight.

"
Strange companions, sir," said the locksmith, shaking his

head and looking from one to the other. " The bird has all

the wit."
"
Strange indeed !

"
said Edward, holding out his fore

finger to the raven, who, in acknowledgment of the attention,

made a dive at it immediately with liis iron bill. "Is
he old ?

"

"A mere boy, sir," replied the locksmith. "A hundred
and twenty, or thereabouts. Call him down, Barnaby, my
man."

" Call him !

"
echoed Barnaby, sitting upright upon the

floor, and staring vacantly at Gabriel, as he thrust his hair

back from his face.
" But who can make him come ! He

calls me, and makes me go where he will. He goes on

before, and I follow. He 's the master, and I 'm the man.
Is that the truth, Grip ?

"

The raven gave a short, comfortable, confidential kind of

croak
;

a most expressive croak, which seemed to say,
" You

needn't let these fellows into our secrets. We understand each

other. It 's all right."
" / make him come ?

"
cried Barnaby, pointing to the bird.

"
Him, who never goes to sleep, or so much as winks !

Why, any time of night, you may see his eyes in my dark

room, shining like two sparks. And every night, and all night

too, he 's broad awake, talking to himself, thinking what he
shall do to-morrow, where we shall go, and what he shall

steal, and hide, and bury. I make him come ! Ha, ha, ha !

"

On second thoughts, the bird appeared disposed to come of

himself. After a short survey of the ground, and a few side

long looks at the ceiling and at everybody present in turn, he
fluttered to the floor, and went to Barnaby not in a hop, or

walk, or run, but in a pace like that of a very particular

gentleman with exceedingly tight boots on, trying to walk
fust over loose pebbles. Then, stepping into his extended

hand, and condescending to be held out at arm's length, he

gave vent to a succession of sounds, not unlike the drawing
of eome eight or ten dozen of long corks, and again asserted

his brimstone birth and parentage with great distinctness.
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The locksmith shook his head -perhaps in some doubt 01

tLe creature 's being really nothing but a bii'd perhaps in

pity for Barnaby, who by this time had him in his arms, and

was rolling about, with him, on the ground. As he raised

his eyes from the poor fellow he encountered those of his

mother, who had entered the room, and was looking on in

silence.

She was quite white in the face, even to her lips, but had

wholly subdued her emotion, and wore her usual quiet look.

Varden fancied as he glanced at her that she shrunk from his

eye ! and that she busied herself about the wounded gentle
man to avoid him the better.

It was time he went to bed, she said. He was to be

removed to his own home on the morrow, and he had already
exceeded his time for sitting up, by a full hour. Acting on

this hint, the locksmith prepared to take his leave.
"
By the bye," said Edward, as he shook him by the hand,

and looked from him to Mrs. Rudge and back again,
" what

noise was that below ? I heard your voice in the midst c<? it,

and should have inquired before, but our other conversation

drove it from my memory. What was it ?
"

The locksmith looked towards her, and bit his lip. She

leant against the chair, and bent her eyes upon the ground.

Barnaby too he was listening.
" Some mad or drunken fellow, sir," Varden at length

made answer, looking steadily at the widow as he spoke.
" He mistook the house, and tried to force an entrance."

She breathed more freely, but stood quite motionless. As
the locksmith said " Good night," and Barnaby caught up the

candle to light him down the stairs, she took it from him, and

charged him with more haste and earnestness than so slight
an occasion appeared to warrant not to stir. The raven

followed them to satisfy himself that all was right below, and
when they reached the street-door, stood on the bottom stair

drawing corks out of number.
With a trembling hand she unfastened the chain and bolts

and turned the key. As she had her hand upon the latch, the

locksmith said in a low voice,
"

I have told a lie to-night, for your sake, Mary, and for

the sake of bygone times, and old acquaintance, when I would

scorn to do so for my own. I hope I may have done no

harm, or led to none. I can't help the suspicions you have
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upon me, and I am loth, I tell you plainly, to leave

Mr. Kd \vurd here. Take care he comes to no hurt. I doubt

the safety of this roof, and am glad he leaves it so soon.

Now, lot me go."
For a moment she hid her face in her hands and \vept ;

but resisting the strong impulse which evidently moved her

to reply, opened the door no wider than was sufficient for

the passage of his body and motioned him away. As the

locksmith stood upon the step, it was chained and locked

behind him, and the raven, in furtherance of these pre

cautions, barked like a lusty house-dog.
" In league with that ill-looking figure that might have

fallen from a gibbet he listening and hiding here Barnaby
first upon the spot last night can she who has always borne

so fair a name be guilty of such crimes in secret !

"
said the

locksmith, musing.
" Heaven forgive me if I am wrong, and

send me just thoughts ;
but she is poor, the temptation may

be great, and we daily hear of things as strange. Ay, bark

away, my friend. If th are's any wickedness going on, that

ravon 's in it, I '11 be 8W>m."
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CHAPTER VH.

MRS. VARDEN was a lady of what is commonly called an

uncertain temper a phrase which being interpreted signifies

a temper tolerably certain to make everybody more or less

uncomfortable. Thus it generally happened, that when other

people were merry, Mrs. Vardeii was dull; and that when
other people were dull, Mrs. Varden was disposed to be

amazingly cheerful. Indeed the worthy housewife was of

such a capricious nature, that she not only attained a higher

pitch of genius than Macbeth, in respect of her ability to be

wise, amazed, temperate and furious, loyal and neutral in an

instant, but would sometimes ring the changes backwards
and forwards on all possible moods and flights in one short

quarter of an hour
; performing, as it were, a kind of triple

bob major on the peal of
,
instruments in the female belfry,

with a skilfulness and rapidity of execution that astonished

all who heard her.

It had been observed in this good lady (who did not want
for personal attractions, being plump and buxom to look at,

though like her fair daughter, somewhat short in stature) that

this uncertainty of disposition strengthened and increased with

her temporal prosperity ;
and divers wise men and matrons

on friendly terms with the locksmith and his family, even

went so far as to assert, that a tumble-down some half-dozen

rounds in the world's ladder such as the breaking of the

bank in which her husband kept his money, or some little fall

of that kind would be the making of her, and could hardly
fail to render her one of the most agreeable companions in

existence. Whether they were right or wrong in this con

jecture, certain it is that minds, like bodies, will often fall

into a pimpled ill-conditioned state from mere excess of

comfort, and like them, are often successfully cured by
remedies in themselves very nauseous and unpalatable.

Mrs. Varden' s chief aider and abettor, and at the same time
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her principal victim and object of wrath, was her single
domestic servant, one Miss Miggs; or as she was called, in

confonnity with those prejudices of society which lop and top
from poor handmaidens all such genteel excrescences Miggs.
This Miggs was a tall young lady, very much addicted to

pattens in private life
;

slender and shrewish, of a rather

uncomfortable figure, and though not absolutely ill-looking,
of a sharp and acid visage. As a general principle and

abstract proposition, Miggs held the male sex to be utterly

contemptible and unworthy of notice
;

to be fickle, false, base,

sottish, inclined to perjury, and wholly undeserving. When
particularly exasperated against them (which, scandal said,

was when Sim Tappertit slighted her most) she was accus

tomed to wisli with great emphasis that the whole race of

women could but die off, in order that the men might be

brought to know the real value of the blessings by which

the}' set so little store
; nay, her feeling for her order ran so

high, that she 'sometimes declared, if she could only have

good security for a fair, round number say ten thousand

of young virgins following her example, she would, to spite

mankind, hang, drown, stab, or poison herself, with a joy

past all expression.
It was the voice of Miggs that greeted the locksmith, when

he knocked at his own house, with a shrill cry of " Who '

there ?
"

"
Me, girl, me," returned Gabriel.

"
What, already, sir !

"
said Miggs, opening the door with

a look of surprise.
" We was just getting on our nightcaps

to sit up, me and mistress. Oh, she has been so bad !

"

Miggs said this with an air of uncommon candour and
concern

;
but the parlour-door was standing open, and as

Gabriel very weE knew for whose ears it was designed, he

regarded her with anything but an approving look as he

passed in.
" Master 's come home, mim," cried Miggs, running before

him into the parlour.
" You was wrong, mim, and I was

right. I thought he wouldn't keep us up so late two nights

limning, mim. Master 's always considerate so far. I 'm so

glad, mim, on your account. I 'm a little
"

here Miggs
simpered "a little sleepy myself; I'll own it now, mim,

though I said I wasn't when you asked me. It an't of no

Ltmsequence, mim, of course."
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" You had better," said the locksmith, who most devoutly
wished that Barnaby's raven -was at Miggs' ankles,

"
you had

better get to bed at once then."

"Thanking you. kindly, sir," returned Miggs,
"

I couldn't

take my rest in peace, nor fix my thoughts upon my prayers,

otherways than that I knew mistress was comfortable in her

bed this night ; by rights she should have been there, hours

ago."
"You're talkative, mistress," said Varden, pulling off his

great-coat, and looking at her askew.
"
Taking the hint, sir," cried Miggs, with a flushed face,"

" and thanking you for it most kindly, I will make bold to

say, that if I give offence by having consideration for my
mistress, I do not ask your pardon, but am content to get

myself into trouble and to be in suffering."
Here Mrs. Varden, who, with her countenance shrouded in

a largo nightcap, had been all this time intent upon the

Protestant Manual, looked round, and acknowledged Miggs'

championship by commanding her to hold her tongue.

Every little bone in Miggs' throat and neck developed itself

with a spitefulness quite alarming, as she replied,
"
Yes, mim,

I will."
" How do you find yourself now, my dear ?

"
said the lock

smith, taking a chair near his wife (who had resumed her

book), and rubbing his knees hard as he made the inquiry.
" You 're very anxious to know, an't you ?

"
returned Mrs.

Varden, with her eyes upon the print.
"
You, that have not

been near me all day, and wouldn't have been if I was

dying:"
" My dear Martha "

said Gabriel.

Mrs. Varden turned over to the next page ;
then went back

again to the bottom line over leaf to be quite sure of the last

words, and then went on reading with an appearance of the

deepest interest and study.
" My dear Martha," said the locksmith,

" how can you say
such things, when you know you don't mean them ? If j'ou

were dying ! Why, if there was anything serious the matter

with you, Martha, shouldn't I be in constant attendance upon

you?"
" Yes !

"
cried Mrs. Varden, bursting into tears,

"
yes, you

would. I don't doubt it, Varden. Certainly you would.

That 's as much AS to tell me that you would be hovering
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round me like a vulture, waiting till the breath was O't ol

my body, that you might go and marry somebody else."

Miggs groaned in sympathy a little short groan, checked

in its birth, and changed into a cough. It seemed to say,
"

I can't help it. It 's wrung from me by the dreadful

brutality of that monster master."
" Hut you '11 break my heart one of these days," added

Mrs. Varden, with more resignation,
" and then we shall both

be nappy. My only desire is to see Dolly comfortably settled,

and when she is, you may settle me as soon as you like."
" Ah !

"
cried Miggs and coughed again.

Poor Gabriel twisted his wig about in silence for a long
time, and then said mildly,

" Has Dolly gone to bed ?
"

" Your master speaks to you," said Mrs. Varden, looking

sternly over her shoulder at Miss Miggs in waiting.
"
No, my dear, I spoke to 3*011," suggested the locksmith

" Did you hear me, Miggs ?
"

cried the obdurate lady,

stamping her foot upon the ground.
" You are beginning to

despise me now, are you ? But this is example !

"

At tliis cruel rebuke, Miggs, whose tears were always

road}-, for large or small parties, on the shortest notice and

the most reasonable terms, fell a crying violently; holding
both her hands tight upon her heart meanwhile, as if nothing
less would prevent its splitting into small fragments. Mrs

Varden, who likewise possessed that faculty in high perfection,

wept too, against Miggs ;
and with such effect that Miggs

gave in after a time, and, except for an occasional sob, which

seemed to threaten some remote intention of breaking out

again, left her mistress in possession of the field. Her supe

riority being thoroughly asserted, that lady soon desisted

likewise, and fell into a quiet melancholy.
The relief was so great, and the fatiguing occurrences of

last night so completely overpowered the locksmith, that he

nodded in his chair, and would doubtless have slept them all

night, but for tne voice of Mrs. Varden, which, after a pause
of some five minutes, awoke him with a start.

" If 1 am ever," said Mrs. V. not scolding, but in a sort

of monotonous remonstrance " in spirits, if I am i>vrr

cheerful, if I am ever more than usually disposed to be

talkative and comfortable, this is the way I am treated."
" Such spirits as 3'ou was in too, mim, but half an hour

age- !

"
cried Miggs.

"
I never see such company !

"
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"
Because," said Mrs. Varden,

" because I never interfere

or interrupt, because I never question where anybody conies or

goes ; because my whole mind and soul is bent on saving where

I can save, and labouring in this house
; therefore, they try

me as they do."
"
Martha," urged the locksmith, endeavouring to look as

wakeful as possible,
" what is it you complain of? I really

rame home with every wish and desire to be happy. I did,

indeed."
" What do I complain of!" retorted his wife.

"
Is it a

chilling thing to have one's husband sulking and falling asleep

directly he comes home to have him freezing all one's warm-

.heartedness, and throwing cold water over the fireside ? Is it

natural, when I know he went out upon a matter in which I

am as much interested as anybody can be, that I should Avish

to know all that has happened, -or that he should tell me
without my begging and praying him to do it ? Is that

natural, or is it not ?
"

"
I am very sorry, Martha," said the good-natured lock

smith. "
I was really afraid you were not disposed to talk

pleasantly ;
I '11 tell you everything ;

I shall only be too glad,

my dear."
"
No, Varden," returned his wife, rising with dignity.

"I dare say thank you ! I'm not a cliild to be corrected

one minute and petted the next I 'm a little too old for that,

Varden. Miggs, carry the light. You can be cheerful, Miggs,
at least."

Miggs, who, to this moment, had been in the very depths
of compassionate despondency, passed instantly into the

liveliest state conceivable, and tossing her head as she glanced
towards the locksmith, bore off her mistress and the light

together.
"
Now, who would think," thought Varden, shrugging his

shoulders and drawing his chair nearer to the fire,
" that that

woman could ever be pleasant and agreeable? And yet she

can be. Well, well, all of us have our faults. I '11 not be hard

upon hers. We have been man and wife too long for that."

He dozed again not the less pleasantly, perhaps, for his

hearty temper. While his eyes were closed, the door leading
to the upper stairs was partially opened ;

and a head appeared,

which, at sight of him, hastily drew back again.
"

I wish," murmured Gabriel, wuking at the noise, and



IURXAHY UUDGK. 63

looking rotmd the room,
"

I wish somebody would marry
Mijrers. But that 's impossible ! I wonder whether there 'a

any madman alive, who would marry Miggs !

"

This was such a vast speculation that he fell into a doze

again, and slept until the fire was quite burnt out. At last

he roused himself; and having double-locked the street-door

according to custom, and put the key in his pocket, went off

to bed.

He had not left the room in darkness many minutes, when
the head again appeared, and Sim Tappertit entered, bearing
in his hand a little lamp.

" What tlie devil business has he to stop up so late !

"

muttered Sim, passing into the workshop, and setting it down

upon the forge.
" Hero 's half the night gone already.

There 's only one good that has ever come to me, out of this

cursed old rusty mechanical trade, and that 's this piece cf

ironmongery, upon my soul !

"

As he spoke, he drew from the right hand, or rather right

leg pocket of his smalls, a clumsy large-sized key, which he

inserted cautiously in the lock his master had secured, and

softly opened the door. That done, he replaced his piece of

secret workmanship in his pocket ;
and leaving the lamp

burning, and closing the door carefully and without noise,

stole out into the street as little suspected by the locksmith

in his sound deep sleep, as by Barnaby himself in liia

phantom-haunted dreams.
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CHAPTER VIII.

CLEAK of the locksmith's house, Sim Tappertit laid aside

his cautious manner, and assuming in its stead that of a

ruffling, swaggering, roving blade, who would rather kill a

man than otherwise, and eat him too if needful, made the

best of his way along the darkened streets.

Half pausing for an instant now and then to smite hia

pocket and assure himself of the safety of his master key, he

hurried on to Barbican, and turning into one of the narrowest

of the narrow streets which diverged from that centre, slack

ened his pace and wiped his heated brow, as if the termination

of his walk were near at hand.

It was not a very choice spot for midnight expeditions,

being in truth one of more than questionable character, and
of an appeal ance by no means inviting. From the main
street he had entered, itself little better than an alley, a low

browed doorway led into a blind court, or yard, profoundly

dark, unpaved, and reeking with stagnant odours. Into this

ill-favoured pit, the locksmith's vagrant 'prentice groped his

way ;
and stopping at a house from whose defaced and rotten

front the rude effigy of a bottle swung to and fro like some

gibbeted malefactor, struck thrice upon an iron grating with

his foot. After listening in vain for some response to his

signal, Mr. Tappertit became impatient, and struck the

grating thrice again.
A further delay ensued, but it was not of long duration.

The ground seemed to open at his feet, and a ragged head

appeared.
" Is that the captain ?

"
said a voice as ragged as the head.

"
Yes," replied Mr. Tappertit haughtily, descending as he

spoke,
" who should it be?"

" It's so Late, we gave you up," returned the voice, as its

owner stopped to shut and fasten the grating.
" You 'ro

late, sir."
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" Lead on," said Mr. Tappertit, with a gloomy majesty,
' and make renarks when I require you. Forward !

"

Tliis latter word of command was perhaps somewhat
theatrical and unnecessary, inasmuch as the descent was by a

very narrow, steep, and slippery flight of steps, and any rash

ness or departure from the beaten track must have ended in

a yawning water-butt. But Mr. Tappertit being, like some
other great commanders, favourable to strong effects, and

personal display, cried "Forward!" again, in the hoarsest

voice he could assume
;
and led the way, with folded arms

and knitted brows, to the cellar down below, where there was
a small copper fixed in one corner, a chair or two, a form and

table, a glimmering fire, and a truckle-bed, covered with a

ragged patchwork rug.
"
Welcome, noble captain !

"
cried a lanky figure, rising as

from a nap.
The captain nodded. Then, throwing off his outer coat,

he stood composed in all his dignity, and eyed his follower

over.
" What news to-night ?

" he asked, when he had looked

into his very soul.
"
Nothing particular," replied the other, stretching himself

and he was so long already that it was quite alarming to

see him do it
" how come you to be so late ?

"

" No matter," was all the captain deigned to say in answer.
" Is the room prepared ?

"

"
It is," replied his follower.

" The comrade is he here ?
"

" Yes. And a sprinkling of the others you hear 'em ?
"

"
Playing skittles!" said the captain, moodily. "Light-

hearted revellers !

"

There \vas no doubt respecting the particular amusement in

which tlio.se heedless spirits were indulging, for even in the

close and stifling atmosphere of the vault, the noise sounded

like distant thunder. It certainly appeared, at first sight, a

singular spot to choose, for that or any other purpose of

relaxation, if the other cellars answered to the one in which

this brief colloquy took place ;
for the floors were of sodden

earth, the walls and roof of damp bare brick tapestried with

the tracks of snails and slugs ;
the air was sickening, tainted,

and offensive. It seemed from one strong flavour which was

uppermost among the vurious odours of the place, that it had.
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at no very distant period, been used as a storehouse for

cheeses
;
a circumstance which, while it accounted for the

greasy moisture that hung about it, was agreeably suggestive
of rats. It was naturally damp besides, and little trees of

fungus sprung from every mouldering corner.

The proprietor of this charming retreat, and owner of the

ragged head before mentioned for he wore an old tie-wig as

bare and frouzy as a stunted hearth-broom had by this time

joined them
;
and stood a little apart, rubbing his hands,

wagging his hoary bristled chin, and smiling in silence. His

eyes were closed
;
but had they been wide open, it would have

been easy to tell, from the attentive expression of the face he

turned towards them pale and unwholesome as might be

expected in one of his underground existence and from a

certain anxious raising and quivering of the lids, that he

was blind.
" Even Stagg hath been asleep," said the long comrade,

nodding towards this person.
"
Sound, captain, sound !

"
cried the blind man

;

" what
does my noble captain drink is it brandy, rum, usquebaugh ?

Is it soaked gunpowder, or blazing oil ? Give it a name,
heart of oak, and we 'd get it for you, if it was wine from a

bishop's cellar, or melted gold from King George's mint."
"

See," said Mr. Tappertit haughtily,
" that it 's something

strong, and comes quick ;
and so long as you take care of

that, you may bring it from the devil's cellar, if you like."
"
Boldly said, noble captain !

"
rejoined the blind man.

"
Spoken like the 'Prentices' Glory. Ha, ha ! From the

devil's cellar ! A brave joke ! The captain joketh. Ha,
ha, ha !

"

"
I '11 tell you what, my fine feller," said Mr. Tappertit,

eyeing the host over as he walked to a closet, and took out a

bottle and glass as carelessly as if he had been in full pos
session of his sight,

"
if you make that row, you '11 find that

the captain 's very far from joking, and so I tell you."
" He 's got his eyes on me !

"
cried Stagg, stopping short

on his way back, and affecting to screen his face with the

bottle. "
I feel 'em though I can't see 'em. Take 'em off,

noble captain. Remove 'em, for they pierce like gimlets."
Mi. Tappertit smiled grimly at his comrade

;
and twisting

out one more look a kind of ocular screw under the influ

ence of which the blind man feigned to undergo great anguish
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and torture, bade him, in a softened tone, approach, and hold

his peace.
"

I obey you, captain," cried Stagg, drawing close to h/m
and filling out a bumper without spilling a drop, by reason

that he held his little finger at the brim of the glass, and

stopped at the instant the liquor touched it,
"
drink, noble

governor. Death to all masters, life to all 'prentices, and

love to all fair damsels. Drink, brave general, and wann

yotir gallant heart !

"

Mr. Tappertit condescended to take the glass from his out

stretched hand. Stagg- then dropped on one knee, and gently

smoothed the calves of his legs, with an air of humble

admiration.
" That I had but eyes !

" he cried,
"
to behold my captain's

symmetrical proportions ! That I had but eyes, to look upon
these twin invaders of domestic peace !

"

" Get out !

"
said Mr. Tappertit, glancing downward at his

favourite limbs. " Go along, will you Stagg !

"

" When I touch my own afterwards," cried the host,

smiting them reproachfully,
" I hate 'em. Comparatively

speaking, they've no more shape than wooden legs, beside

these models of my noble captain's."

"Yours!" exclaimed Mr. Tappertit. "No, I should

think not. Don't talk about those precious old toothpicks in

the same breath with mine
;
that 's rather too much. Here.

Take the glass. Benjamin. Lead on. To business !

"

With these words, he folded his arms again ;
and frowning

with a sullen majesty, passed with his companion through a

little door at the upper end of the cellar, and disappeared ;

leaving Stagg to his private meditations.

The vault they entered, strewn with sawdust and dimly

lighted, was between the outer one from which they had just

come, and that in which the skittle players were diverting

themselves; as was manifested by the increased noiso and

clamour of tongues, which was suddenly stopped, however,

and replaced by a dead silence, at a signal from the long
comrade. Then, this 3'oung gentleman, going to a little

cupboard, returned with a thigh-bone, which in former timos

must have been part ami parcel of some individual at least as

long as himself, and placed the same in the hands of Mr.

Tnpi>ertit ; \vho, recriving it as a sceptre and staff of authority,

cocked his tliree-coruereil hat fiercely on the tou of his head,
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and mounted a large table, whereon a cliair of state, cheerfully

ornamented wi h a couple of skulls, was placed ready for his

reception.
lie had no sooner assumed this position, than another

young gentleman appeared, bearing in his arms a huge

clasped book, who made him a profound obeisance, and

delivering it to the long comrade, advanced to the table, and

turning his back upon it, stood there Atlas-wise. Then, the

long comrade got upon the table too
;
and seating himself in

a lower chair than Mr. Tappcrtit's, with much state and dere-

mon}
r

, placed the large book on the shoulders of their mute

companion as deliberately as if he had been a wooden

desk, and prepared to make entries therein with a pen oi

corresponding size.

When the long comrade had made these preparations, he

looked towards Mr. Tappcrtit ;
and Mr. Tappertit, flourishing

the bone, knocked nine times therewith upon one of the

skulls. At the ninth stroke, a third young gentleman

emerged from the door leading to the skittle-ground, and

bowing low, awaited his commands.
" '

Prentice !

"
said the mighty captain,

" who waits

without ?
"

The 'prentice made answer that a stranger was in attend

ance, who claimed admission into that secret society of 'Prentice

Knights, and a free participation in their rights, privileges,
and- immunities. Thereupon Mr. Tappertit flourished the

bone again, and giving the other skull a prodigious rap on the

nose, exclaimed "Admit him!" At these dread words the

'prentice bowed once more, and so withdrew as he had come.

There soon appeared at the same door, two other 'prentices,

having between them a third, whoso eyes were bandaged, and

who was attired in a bag-wig, and a broad-skirted coat,

trimmed with tarnished lace
;
and who AVQS girded with a

sword, in compliance with the laws of the Institution regu

lating the introduction of candidates, which reqiiirod them to

assume this courtly dress, and kept it constantly in lavender,

for their convenience. One of the conductors of this novice

held a rusty blunderbuss pointed towards his ear, and the

other a very ancient sabre, with which he carved imaginary
offenders as he caiuo along in a sanguinary and anatomical

inauncr.

As this silent gro'.ip advanced, Mr. Tappciiit fixed his hat
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Upon his head. The novice then laid his hand upon his

breast and bent before him. When he had humbled himself

sufficiently, the captain ordered the bandage to be removed,

and proceeded to eye him over.
" Ha !

"
said the captain, thoughtfully, when he had con

cluded this ordeal. " Proceed."

The long comrade read aloud as follows :
" Mark Gilbert.

Age, nineteen. Bound to Thomas Cur/on, hosier, Golden

Fleece, Aldgate. Loves Curzon's daughter. Cannot say
that Curzon's daughter loves him. Should think it probable
Curzon pulled his ears last Tuesday week."

" How !

"
cried the captain, starting.

" For looking at his daughter, please you," said the novice.
" Write Curzon down, Denounced," said the captain. "Put

a black cross against the name of Curzon."
" So please you," said the novice,

" that 's not the worst

he calls his 'prentice idle dog, and stops his beer unless he

works to his liking. He gives Dutch cheese, too, eating
Cheshire sir, himself; and Sundays out, are only once a

month."

"This," said Mr. Tappertit gravely, "is a flagrant case.

Put two black crosses to the name of Curzon."
" If the society," said the novice, who was an ill-looking,

one-sided, shambling lad, with sunken eyos set close together
in his head "if the society would burn his house down for

lie 's not insured or beat him as he comes home from his

club at night, or help me to carry off his daughter, and many
her at the Fleet, whether she gave consent or no "

Mr. Tappertit waved his grizzly truncheon as an admonition

to him not to interrupt, and ordered three black crosses to

the name of Curzon.
" Which means," he said in gracious explanation,

" ven

geance, complete and terrible. 'Prentice, do you love the

Constitution ?
"

To wliich the novice (being to that end instructed by his

attendant sponsors) replied "I do !

"

"The Church, the State, and everything established but

the masters ?
"
quoth the captain.

Again the novice said "
I do."

Having said it, lie listened meekly to the captain, who, in

an address prepared for such occasions, told him how that

under that same Constitution 'which was kept in a string



70 BARN ANY RUDGK.

box somewhere, but where exactly he could not find out, or

he woidd have endeavoured to procure a copy of ii
j,

the

'prentices had, in times gone l>y, had frequent holidays of

right, broken people's heads by scores, defied their masters,

nay, even achieved some glorious murders in the streets,

which privileges had gradually been wrested from them, and

in all which noble aspirations they were now restrained
;
how

the degrading checks imposed upon them were unquestionably
attributable to the innovating spirit of the times, and how

they united therefore to resist all change, except such change
as would restore those good old English customs, by which

they would stand or fall. After illustrating the wisdom of

going backward, by reference to that sagacious fish, the crab,

and the not unfrequent practice of the mule and donkey, he

described their general objects ;
which were briefly vengeance

on their Tyrant Masters (of whose grievous and insupportable

oppression no 'prentice could entertain a moment's doubt) and
the restoration, as aforesaid, of their ancient rights and

holidays ;
for neither of which objects were they now quite

ripe, being barely twenty strong, but which they pledged
themselves to pursue with fire and sword when needful.

Then he described the oath which every member of that small

remnant of a noble body took, and which was of a dreadful

and impressive kind; binding him at the bidding of his chief,

to resist and obstruct the Lord Mayor, sword-bearer, and

chaplain ;
to despise the authority of the sheriffs

;
and to hold

the court of aldermen as nought ;
but not on any account, in

case the fullness of time should bring a general rising of

'prentices, to damage or in any way disfigure Temple Bar,

which was strictly constitutional and always to be approached
with reverence. Having gone over these several heads with

great eloquence and force, and having further informed the

novice that this society had had its origin in his own teeming
brain, stimulated by a swelling sense of wrong and outrage,
Mr. Tappertit demanded whether he had strength of heart to

take the mighty pledge required, or whether ho would with

draw while retreat was yet within his power.
To this, the novice made rejoinder that ho would take the

vow, thoTigh it should choke him
;
and it was accordingly ad

ministered with many impressive circumstances, among which
the lighting up of the two skulls with a candle-end inside of

each, and a great many flourishes with the bone, were cliieny
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conspicuous ;
not to mention a variety of grave exercises tdth

th-j blunderbuss and' sabre, and some dismal groaning by un
seen 'prentices without. All these dark and direful cere

monies being at length completed, the table was put aside,

the chair of state,,reinoved, the sceptre locked up in its usual

cupboard, the doors of communication between tho three

cellars thrown freely open, and tho 'Prentice Knights resigned
themselves to merriment.

But Mr. Tappertit, who had a soul above the vulgar herd,
and who, on account of his greatness, could only afford to be

merry now and then, threw himself on a bench with tho air

of a man who was faint with dignity. He looked with an in

different eye, alike on skittles, cards, and dice, thinking only
of the locksmith's daughter, and the base degenerate days on
which he had fallen.

" My noble captain neither games, nor sings, nor dances,"
eaid his host, taking a seat beside him. "

Drink, gallant

general !

"

Mr. Tappertit drained the proffered goblet to the dregs ;

then thrust his hands into his pockets, and with a lowering

risage walked among the skittles, while his followers (such is

the influence of superior genius) restrained the ardent ball,

and held his little shins in dumb respect.
"If I had been born a corsair or a pirate, a "brigand, gen

teel highwayman or patriot and they 're the same thing,"

thought Mr. Tappertit, musing among the nine-pins,
"

I

should have been all right. But to drag out a ignoble exist

ence unbeknown to mankind in general patience ! I will be

famous yet. A voice within me keeps on whispering Great

ness. I shall burst out one of these days, and when I do,

what power can keep me down ? I feel my soul getting into

my head at the idea. More drink there !

"

"The novice," pursued Mr. Tappertit, not exactly in a

voice of thunder, for his tones, to say the truth, were rather

crackod nnd shrill, but very impressively, notwithstanding
" whore is lie ?

"

"
Here, noble captain !

"
cried Stagg.

" One stands beside

me who I feel is a stranger."
" Have you," said Mr. Tappertit, lotting his gazo fall on

the party indicaiccl, who was indeed the new knight, by this

timn restored to his own apparel ;

" Have you the impression
oi" your street-door key in wax ?

"
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Tlio long comrade anticipated the reply, by producing it

from the shelf on which it had been deposited.
"
Good," said Mr. Tappertit, scrutinising it attentively,

while a breathless silence reigned around; for he had con

structed secret door-keys for the whole society, and perhaps
owed something of his influence to that mean and trivial cir

cumstance on such slight accidents do even men of mind

dopend ! "This is easily made. Come hither, friend."

With that, he beckoned the new knight apart, and putting
tho pattern in his pocket, motioned to him to walk by his

side.
" And so," he said, when they had taken a few turns up

and down,
"
you you love your master's daughter ?

"

"I do," said the 'prentice.
" Honour bright. No chaff,

you know."
" Have you," rejoined Mr. Tappertit, catching him by the

wrist, and giving him a look which would have been ex

pressive of me most deadly malevolence, but for an accident;J

hiccup that rather interfered with it; "have you a a rival?"
" Not as I know on," replied the 'prentice.
" If you had now "

said Mr. Tappertit
" what would

you eli?
"

The 'prentice looked fierce and clenched his fists.

"It is enough," cried Mr. Tappertit hastily, "we under

stand each other. We are observed. I thank you."
So saying, he cast him off again ; and calling the lung

comrade aside after taking a few hasty turns by himself, bade

him immediately write and post against the wall, a notice,

proscribing one Joseph Willet (commonly known as Joe) ol

Chigwell; forbidding all 'Prentice Knights to succour, com

fort, or hold communion with him
;
and requiring them, on

pain of excommunication, to molest, hurt, wrong, annoy, and

pick quarrels with the said Joseph, whensoever and where

soever they, or any of them, should happen to encounter him.

Having relieved his mind by this energetic proceeding, he

condescended to approach the festive board, and warming by

degrees, at length deigned to preside, and even to enchant the

company with a song. After this, he rose to such a pitch as

to consent to regale the society with a hornpipe, which lie

actually performed to the music of a fiddle, (played by an

ingenious member) with such surpassing agility and brilliancy

of execution, thfit the spectators could not be eufficiently
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enthusiastic in their admiration
;
and their host protested,

with tears in his eyes, that lie had never truly felt his blind

ness until that moment.
But the host withdrawing probably to \veep in secret

soon returned with the information that it wanted little more
than an hour of day, and that all the cocks in Barbican had

already begun to crow, as if their lives depended on it. At
this intelligence, the 'Prentice Knights arose in haste, and

marshalling into a line, filed off one by one and dispersed
witli all speed to their several homes, leaving their leader to

pass the grating last.
" Good night, noble captain," whispered the blind man as

he held it open for his passage out;
" Farewell brave general.

Bye, bye, illustrious commander. Good luck go with you for

a -conceited, bragging, empty-headed, duck-legged idiot."

With which parting words, coolly added as he listened to

his receding footsteps and locked the grate upon himself, he

descended the steps, and b'ghting the fire below the little

copper, prepared, without any assistance, for liis daily occupa
tion

;
which was to retail at the area-head above pennyworths

of broth and soup, and savoury puddings, compounded of

such scraps as were to be bought in the heap for the least

money at Fleet Market in the evening time
;
and for the sale

of whjch he had need to have depended chiefly on his private

connexion, for the court had no thoroughfare, and was not

that kind of place in which many people were likely to tuke

the air, or to frequent as an agreeable promenade.
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CHAPTER IX.

CHRONICLERS are privileged to enter where they list, to

come and go through keyholes, to ride upon the wind, to

overcome, in their soarings up and down, all obstacles of

distance, time, and place. Thrice blessed be this last consider

ation, since it enables us to follow the disdainful Miggs even

into the sanctity of her chamber, and to hold her in sweet

companionship through the dreary watches of the night !

Miss Miggs, having undone her mistress, as she phrased it

(which means, assisted to undress her), and having seen her

comfortably to bed in the back room on the first floor, with

drew to her own apartment, in the attic story. Notwithstand

ing her declaration in the locksmith's presence, she was in no

mood for sleep ; so, putting her light upon the table and

withdrawing the little window curtain, she gazed out pensively
at the wild night sky.

Perhaps she wondered what star was destined for hor

habitation when she had run her little course below
; perhaps

speculated which of those glimmering spheres might be the

natal orb of Mr. Tappertit; perhaps marvelled how they could

g-a/o down on that perfidious creature, man, and not sicken

and turn green as chemists' lamps; perhaps thought of

nothing in particular. Whatever she thought about, there

she sat, until her attention, alive to anything connected with

the insinuating 'prentice, was attracted by a noise in the next

room to her own his room
;
the room in which he slept, and

dreamed it might be, sometimes dreamed of her.

That he was not dreaming now, unless he was taking a

walk in his sleep, was clear, for every now and then there

came a shuffling noise, as though he were engaged in polish

ing the whitewashed wall
;

then a gentle creaking of his

door
;
then the faintest indication of Ids stealthy footsteps on

the landing-place outside. Noting this latter circumstance,

Miss Miggs turned pale and shuddoml, us mistrusting his
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intentions
;
and more than once exclaimed, below her breath,

" Oh ! what a Providence it is, as I am bolted iu !

"
which,

owing doubtless to her alarm, was a confusion of ideas on her

part between a bolt and its use
;

for though there was one on

the door, it was not fastened.

Miss Miggs' sense of hearing, howevor, having as sharp an

edge as her temper, and being of the same snappish and

suspicious kind, very soon informed her that the footsteps

passed her door, and appeared to have some object quite

separate and disconnected from herself. At this discovery
she became more alarmed than ever, and was about to give
utterance to those cries of " Thieves !" and " Murder!" which

she had hitherto restrained, when it occurred to her to look

softly out, and see that her fears had some good palpable
foundation.

Looking out accordingly, and stretching her nock over the

handrail, she descried, to her great amazement, Mr. Tappertit

completely dressed, stealing down stairs, one step at a time,

with his shoes in one hand and a lamp in the other. Follow

ing him with her eyes, and going down a little way herself to

get the better of an intervening angle, she beheld him thrust

his head in at the parlour door, draw it back again with

great swiftness, and immediately begin a retreat up stairs

with all possible expedition.
" Here 's mysteries !

"
said the damsel, when she was safe

in her own room again, quite out of breath. " Oh gracious,
here 's mysteries !

"

The prospect of finding anybody out in anything, would
have kept Miss Miggs awake under the influence of henbane.

Presently, she heard the step again, as she would have done
if it had been that of a feather endowed with motion and

walking down on tiptoe. Then gliding out as before, she

again beheld the retreating figure of the 'prentice ; again he
looked cautiously in at the parlour door, but this time, instead

of retreating, he passed in and disappeared.

Miggs was back in her room, and had her head out of the

window, before an elderly gentleman could have winked and
recovered from it. Out lie came at the street door, shut it

carefully behind him, tried it with his knee, and swnggered
off, putting something in his pocket as he wen^ along. At
this spectacle Miggs cried " Gracious !

"
again, and then

" Goodness gracious !

" and th*n,
" Goodness gracious me !

"
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and then, candle in hand, went down stairs as ho had done.

Coming to tho workshop, she saw the lamp burning on the

forgo, and everything as Sim had left it.

" Why I wish I may only have a walking funeral, and

never bo buried decent with a mourning-coach and feathers, if

the boy hasn't been and made a key for his own self!
"

cried

Miggs.
" Oh the little villain !

"

This conclusion was not arrived at without consideration,

and much peeping and peering about
;
nor was it unassisted

by the recollection that she had on several occasions come

upon the 'prentice suddenly, and found him busy at some

mysterious occupation. Lest the fact of Miss Miggs calling

him, on whom she stooped to cast a favourable eye, a boy,
should create surprise iu any breast, it may be observed that

she invariably affected to regard all male bipeds under thirty
as mere chits and infants

;
which phenomenon is not unusual

in ladies of Miss Miggs's temper, and is indeed generally
found to be the associate of such indomitable and savage
virtue.

Miss Miggs deliberated within herself for some little time,

looking hard at the shop door while she did so, as though her

eyes and thoughts were both upon it; and then, taking a

sheet of paper from a drawer, twisted it into a long thin spiral
tubo. Having filled this instrument with a quantity of small

coal dust from the forge, she approached the door, and

dropping on one knee before it, dexterously blew into the

keyhole as much of these fine ashes as the lock would hoH.
When she had filled it to the brim in a very workmanlike
and sk-ilful manner, she crept up stairs again, and chuckled
as she went.

" There !

"
cried Miggs, rubbing her hands,

" now let 's see

whether you won't be glad to take some notice of me, mister.

He, he, he! You'll have eyes for somebody besides Miss

Dolly now, 1 think. A fat-faced puss she is, as ever / come
across !

"

As she uttered this criticism, she glanced approvingly at

her small mirror, as who should say, I thank my stars that

can't be said of me; as it certainly could not; for Miss

Miggs's style of beauty was of that kind which Mr. Tappertit
himself had not inaptly termed, in private,

"
scraggy."

"
I don't go to bed this night !

"
said Miggs, wrapping

herself in a shawl, and drawing a couple of chairs near the
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window, flouncing down upon one, and p ttting her feet ujxm
the other,

"
till you rorae home, iny lad. I wouldn't," said

MiirffS viciously,
"
no, not for five-and-forty pound !

"

With tliat, aud with an expression of face in which a great
number of opposite ingredients, such as miscliief, cunning,

malice, triumph, and patient expectation, were all mixed up
together in a kind of pln-siognomical punch, Miss Miggs
composed herself to wait and listen, like some fair ogress who
had set a trap aud was watching for a nibble from a plump
young traveller.

She sat there, with perfect composure, all night. At length,

just upon break of day, there was a footstep in the street, and

presently she could hear Mr. Tappertit stop at the door.

Then she could make out that he tried his key that he was

blowing into it that he knocked it on the nearest post to

beat the dust out that he took it under a lamp to look at it

that he poked bits of stick into the lock to clear it that he

peeped into the keyhole, first with one eye, and then with the

other that he tried the key again that lie couldn't turn it,

and what was worse couldn't get it out that he bent it that

then it was much less disposed to come out than before that

he gave it a mighty twist and a great pull, and tlion it came
out so suddenly that lie staggered backwards -that he kicked

the door that he shook it finally, that he smote his fore

head, and sat down on the step in despair.
When this crisis had arrived, Miss Miggs, affecting to be

exhausted with terror, and to cling to the window-sill for

support, put out her nightcap, and demanded in a faint voice

who was there.

Mr. Tappertit cried
" Hush !

"
and, backing into the road,

exhorted her in frenzied pantomime to secrecy and silt-nee.

"
1V11 me one thing," said Miggs.

"
Is it thieves ?

"

" No no no !

"
cried Mr. Tappertit.

"Then," said Mip^os, rnoro faintly than before, "it's fire.

Where is it, sir? It 's near this room, I know. I 've a good
conscience, sir, and would much rather die than go down a

ladder. All I wish is, respecting my love to my mroried

sister, Golden Lion Court, number tweuty-sivin, second bell-

handle on the right hand door-post."

"Miggs!" cried Mr. Tappertit, "don't you know me?
Sim, you know Sim **

' Oh ' what about him. !

"
cried Miggs, clasping her hands
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" Is he in any danger ? Is he in the midst of flames and
blazes ! Oh gracious, gracious !

"

" Why I 'm here, an't I ?
"
rejoined Mr. Tappertit, knocking

himself on the breast.
" Don't you see rne ? What a fool

you are, Miggs !

"

" There !

"
cried Miggs, unmindful of this compliment.

" Why so it Goodness, what is the meaning
1 of If you

please mini here 's
"

"
No, no !

"
cried Mr. Tappertit, standing on tiptoe, as if

by that means he, in the street, were any nearer being able

to stop the mouth of Miggs in the gan-et.
" Don't ! I 've

been out without leave, and something or another's the matter

with the lock. Come down, and undo the shop-window, that

I ma}' got in that wa}'."
"

I dursn't do it, Simmun," cried Miggs for that was her

pronunciation of his Christian name. "I dursn't do it, indeed.

You know as well as anybody, how particular I am. And to

come down in the dead of night, when the house is wrapped
in slumbers and weiled in obscurity." And there she stopped
and shivered, for her modesty caught cold at the very thought.

" But Miggs," cried Mr. Tappertit, getting under the lamp,
that she might see his eyes. "My darling Miggs

"

Miggs screamed slightly.
" That I love so much, and never can help thinking of,"

and it is impossible to describe the use he made of his eyes
when he said this " do for my sake, do."

" Oh Simmun," cried Miggs,
"

this is worse than all. I

know if I come down, you '11 go, and "

" And what, my precious !

"
said Mr. Tappertit.

"And try," said Miggs, hysterically, "to kiss me, or some
such dreadfulness

;
I know you will !

"

"
I swear I won't," said Mr. Tappertit, with remarkable

earnestness. "
Upon my sotd I won't. It 's getting broad

day, and the watchman 's waking up. Angelic Miggs ! If

you '11 only come and let me in, I promise you faithfully and

truly I won't."

Miss Miggs, whose gentle h*art was touched, did not wait

for the oath (knowing how strong the temptation was, and

fearing he might forswear himself), but tripped lightly down
the stairs, and with her own fair hands drew back the rough

fastenings of the workshop window. Having helped the

wayward 'prentice in, she faintly articulated the words
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"Simmun is safe!" and yielding to her woman's nature,

immediately became insensible.
"

I knew I should quench her," said Sim, rather em
barrassed by this circumstance. " Of course I was certain it

would come to this, but there was nothing
1 else to be done if

I hadn't eyed her over, she woxildn't have come down. Here.

Keep up a minute, Miggs. What a slippery figure she is !

There's no holding her, comfortably. Do keep up a minute,

Miggs, will you ?
"

As Miggs, however, was deaf to all entreaties, Mr. Tappertit
leant her against the wall as one might dispose of a walking-
stick or umbrella, until he had secured the window, when he

took her in his arms again, and, in short stages and with

great difficulty arising mainly from her being tall and his

being short, and perhaps in some degree from that peculiar

physical conformation on which he had already remarked

carried her up stairs, and planting her in the same umbrella

or walking-stick fashion, just inside her own door, left her to

her repose.
" He may be as cool as he likes," said Miss Miggs, re

covering as soon as she was left alone; "but I'm in his

confidence and he can't help himself, nor oculdn't if he was

Simmunaes !

'*
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CHAPTER JL y

IT was on one of those morning's, common in early spring,

when the year, fickle and changeable in its youth like all

other created things, is undecided whether to step backward

into winter or forward into summer, and in its uncertainty
inclines now to the one and now to the other, and now to

both at once wooing summer in the sunshine, and lingering-

still with winter in the shade it was, in short, on one of

those mornings, when it is hot and cold, wet and dry, bright
and lowering, sad and cheerful, withering and genial, in the

compass of one short hour, that old John Willet, who was

dropping asleep over the copper boiler, was roused by the

ound of a horse's feet, and glancing out at window, beheld

a traveller of goodly promise checking his bridle at the

Maypole door.

He was none of your flippant young fellows, who would
call for a tankard of mulled ale, and make themselves as

much at home as if they had ordered a hogshead of wine ;

none of your audacious young swaggerers, who would even,

penetrate into the bar that solemn sanctuary and, smiting
old John upon the back, inquire if there was never a pretty

girl in the house, and where he hid his little chambermaids,
with a hundred other impertinencies of that nature

;
none of

your free-and-easy companions, who would scrape their boots

upon the fire-dogs in the common room, and be not at all

particular on the subject of spittoons ;
none of your un

conscionable blades, requiring impossible chops, and taking
unheard-of pickles for granted. He was a staid, grave,

placid gentleman, something past the prime of life, yet up
right in his carriage, for all that, and slim as a greyhound.
He was well-mounted upon a sturdy chestnut cob, and had
the graceful seat cf an experienced horseman

;
while his

riding gear, though free from such fopperies as were then in

vogue, was handsome and well chosen. He wore a riding-
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coat of a somewhat brighter green than r.ight have boon

expected to suit the taste of a gentleman of his years, with a

short, black, velvet cape, and laced pocket-holes and cuffs, all

of a jaunty fashion; his linen, too, was of the finest kind,
worked in a rich pattern at the wrists and throat, and scrupu

lously white. Although he seemed, judging from the mud lie

had picked up on the way, to have come from London, his

horse \vas as smooth and cool as his own iron-grey periwig
and pig-tail. Neither man nor beast had turned a single hair

;

and, saving for his soiled skirts and spatterdashes, this gentle
man with his blooming face, white teeth, exactly-ordered

dress, and perfect calmness, might have come from making
an elaborate and leisurely toilet, to sit for an equestrian

portrait at old John "Willet's gate.
It must not be supposed that John observed these several

characteristics by other than very slow degrees, or that he
took in more than half a one at a time, or that he even made

up his mind upon that, without a great deal of very serious

consideration. Indeed, if he had been distracted in the first

instance by questionings and orders, it would have taken him
at the least a fortnight to have noted what is here set down ;

but it happened that the gentleman, being struck with the old

house, or with the plump pigeons which were skimming and

curtseying about it, or with the tall maypole, on the top of

which a weathercock, which had been out of order for fifteen

years, performed a perpetual walk to the music of its own

creaking, sat for some little time looking round in silence.

Hence John, standing with his hand upon the horse's bridle,

and his great eyes on the rider, and with nothing passing to

divert his thoughts, had really got some of these little circum

stances into his brain, by the time he was called upon to

speak.
" A quaint place this," said the gentleman and liis voico

was as rich as his dress. " Are you the landlord ?
"

" At your service, sir," replied John Willet.
" You can give my horse good stabling, can you, and me

an early dinner (I am not particular what, so that it be
clfanlv served), and a decent room of which there seems to

be no lack in this great mansion," said the stranger, again

running his eyes over the exterior.
" You can have, sir," returned John, with a readiness quite

mirprising,
'

anything you please."
VOL. I.
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" It 's well I am easily satisfied," retuined the other with a

eniile, "or that might prove a hardy pledge, my friend."

And saying so, he dismounted, with the aid of the block

before the door, in a twinkling.
" Halloa there ! Hugh !

"
roared John. "

I ask your

pardon, sir, for keeping you standing in the porch ;
but my

son has gone to town on business, and the boy being, as I

may say, of a kind of use to me, I 'm rather put out when
he 's away. Hugh ! a dreadful idle vagrant fellow, sir half

a gipsy, as I think always sleeping in the sun in summer,
and in the straw in winter time, sir Hugh ! Dear Lord, to

keep a gentleman a waiting here, through him ! Hugh ! I

wish that chap was dead, I do indeed."

"Possibly he is," returned the other. "I should think if

he were living, he would have heard you by this time."
" In his fits of laziness, he sleeps so desperate hard," said

the distracted host, "that if you were to fire off cannon-balls

into his ears, it wouldn't wake him, sir."

The guest made no remark upon this novel cure for

drowsiness, and recipe for making people lively, but with his

hands clasped behind him, stood in the porch, apparently very
much amused to see old John, with the bridle in his hand,

wavering between a strong impulse to abandon the animal to

his fate, and a half disposition to lead him into the house, and
shut him up in the parlour., while he waited on his master.

"
Pillory the fellow, here he is at last!

"
cried John in the

very height and zenith of his distress.
" Did you hear me a

calling, villain?"

The figure he addressed made no answer, but putting his

hand upon the saddle, sprung into it at a bound, turned the

horse's head towards the stable, and was gone in an instant.
" Brisk enough when he is awake," said the guest.
" Brisk enough, sir !

"
replied John, looking #t the place

wl;ere the horse had been, as if not yet understanding quite,
what had become of him. " He melts, I think. He goes
like a drop of froth. You look at him and there he is. You
look at him again, and there he isn't."

Having, in the absence of any more words, put this sudden

climax to what he had faintly intended should be a long

explanation of the whole life and character of his man, the

oracular John Willet led the gentleman up his wide dismantled

staircase into the Maypole's best apartment.
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THERE HE 18. YOU LOOK AT HIM AGAIN, AND THERE HE ISN'T."





BARXABY RUDGR. 89

Tt was spacious enough in all conscience, occupying tho

whole depth of the house, and having at either end a great

bay window, as large as many modern rooms
;
in which some

few panes of stained glass, emblazoned with fragments of

armorial bearings, though cracked, and patched, and shattered,

yet remained; attesting, by their presence, that the former

owner had made the very light subservient to his state, and

pressed the sun itself into his list of flatterers
; bidding it,

when it shone into liis chanber, reflect the badges of his ancient

family, and take new hues and colours from their pride.
But those were old days, and now every little ray came and

went as it would; telling the plain, bare, searching truth.

Although the best room of the inn, it had the melancholy

aspect of grandeur in decay, and was much too vast for comfort.

Rich rustling hangings, waving on the walls ; and, better far,

the rustling of youth and beauty's dress; the light of

women's eyes, outshining tho tapers and their own rich

jewels; the sound of gentle tongues, and music, and tho

tread of maiden feet, had once been there, and filled it with

delight. But they were gone, and with them all its gladness. .

It was no longer a home ;
children were never born and bred

there
;
the fireside had become mercenary a something to be

bought and sold a very courtezan : let who would die, or

sit beside, or leave it, it was still the same it missed

nobody, cared for nobody, had equal warmth and smiles foi

all. God help the man whose heart ever changes with the

world, as an old mansion when it becomes an inn !

No effort had been made to furnish this chilly waste, but

before the broad chimney a colony of chairs and tables had

been planted on a square of carpet, flanked by a ghostly

screen, enriched with figures, grinning and grotesque. After

lighting with his own hands the faggots which were heaped

upon the hearth, old John withdrew to hold grave council

with his cook, touching the stranger's entertainment
;
while

the guest himself, seeing small comfort in the yet unkindled

wood, opened a lattice in the distant window, and basked in a

sickly gleam of cold March sun.

Leaving the window now and then, to rake the crackling

logs together, or pace the echoing room from end to end, he

closed it when the fire was quite burnt up, and having wheeled

the easiest chair into the warmest corner, summoned John

\Villet

o2



84 BAUXAHY RUDGK.

"
Sir," said John.

lie wanted pen, ink, and paper. There was an old staudish

on the high mantel-shelf containing a dusty apology for all

three. Having set this before him, the landlord was retiring,
when he motioned him to stay.

" There 's a house not far from here," said the guest when
he had written a few lines,

" which you call the Warren, I

believe ?
"

As this was said in the tone of one who knew the fact, and
asked the question as a thing of course, John contented him
self with nodding his head in the affirmative

;
at the same

time taking one hand out of his pockets to cough behind, and
then putting it in again.

"
I want this note

"
said the guest, glancing on what he

had written, and folding it,
"
conveyed there without loss of

time, and an answer brought back here. Have you a

messenger at hand ?
"

John was thoughtful for a minute or thereabouts, and then

said Yes.
" Let me see him," said the guest.
This was disconcerting ;

for Joe being out, and Hugh
engaged in rubbing down the chesnut cob, he designed

sending on the errand, Barnaby, who had just then arrived

in one of his rambles, and who, so that he thought himself

employed on grave and serious business, would go any
where.

"
Why, the truth is," said John after a long pause,

" that

the person who 'd go quickest, is a sort of natural, as one may
say, sir

;
and though quick of foot, and as much to be trusted

as the post itself, he 's not good at talking, being touched and

nighty, sir."
" You don't" said the guest, raising his eyes to John's fat

face, "you don't mean what's the fellow's name you
don't mean Barnaby ?

"

" Yes I do," returned the landlord, his features turning

quite expressive with surprise.
" How comes he to be here?" inquired the guest, leaning

back in his chaif; speaking in the bland, even tone, from

which he never varied
;
and with the same soft, courteous,

never -changing smile upon his face.
"

I saw him in London
lust night."

" He 's, for ever, here one hour, and there the next,''
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returned old J hn, after tho usual pause to get the question
in his mind. " Sometimes he walks, and sometimes rims.

He 's known along the road by even-body, and sometimes

comes here in a cart or chaise, uud sometimes riding double.

He comes and goes, through wind, rain, snow, and hail, and

on the darkest nights. Nothing hurts him."

"He goes often to this Warren, docs he not?" said the

guest carelessly.
"

I seem to remember his mother telling

me something to that effect yesterday. But I was not attend

ing to the good woman much."
" You 're right, sir," John made answer,

" he docs. His

father, sir, was murdered in that house."
" So I have heard," returned the guest, taking a gold

toothpick from his pocket with the same sweet smile. " A
very disagreeable circumstance for the family."

"
Very," said John with a puzzled look, as if it occurred to

him, dimly and afar off, that this might by possibility be a

cool way of treating the subject.
" All the circumstances after a murder," said the guest

soliloquising,
" must be dreadfully unpleasant so much bustle

and disturbance no repose a constant dwelling upon one

subject and the running in and out, and up and down stairs,

intolerable. I wouldn't have such a tiling happen to anybody
I was nearly interested in, on any account. 'Twould bo

enough to wear one's lifo out. You were going to say, friend
"
he added, turning to John again.

"
Only that Mrs. Kudgo lives on a little pension fromlhe

family, and that Baruaby 's as free of the house as any cat or

dog about it," answered John. " Shall he do your errand

sir?"
" Oh yes," replied the guest.

" Oh certainly. Let him
do it by all means. I'lease to bring him here that I may
charge him to be quick. If he objects to come you may
tell him it's Mr. Chester. lie will remember my name I

dare say."
John was so very much astonished to find who his visitor

\vas, that he could express no astonishment at all, by looks

or otherwise, but left the room as if he were in the most

placid and imperturbable of all possible conditions. It has

been reported that Then he got down stairs, he looked steadily

at the boiler for ten minutes by the clock, and all that time

once left off shaking Ixis head; for which statement
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there would seem to be some ground of truth and feasibility,

inasmuch as that interval of time did certainly elapse, before

lie returned with Barnaby to the guest's apartment.
" Come hither lad," said Mr. Chester. " You know Mr.

Geoffrey Haredale ?
"

Barnaby laughed, and looked at the landlord as though he

would say, "You hear him?" John, who was greatly
shocked at this breach of decorum, clapped Ids finger to hia

nose, and shook his head in mute remonstrance.

"He knows him, sir," said John, frowning aside at

Barnaby,
" as well as you or I do."

"
I haven't the pleasure of much acquaintance with the

gentleman," returned his guest.
" You may have. Limit

the comparison to yourself, my friend."

Although tliis was said with the same easy affability, and
the same smile, John felt himself put down, and laying the

indignity at Barnaby's door, determined to kick his raven, on

the very first opportunity.
" Give that," said the guest, who had by this time sealed

the note, and who beckoned his messenger towards him as he

spoke,
" into Mr. Haredale' s own hands. Wait for an answer,

and bring it back to me here. If you should find that Mr.
Haredale is engaged just now, tell him can he remember a

message, landlord ?
"

" When he chooses, sir," replied John. " He won't forget
this one."

" How are you sure of that ?
"

John merely pointed to him as he stood with his head bent

forward, and his earnest gaze fixed closely on his questioner's
face

;
and nodded sagely.

" Tell him then, Barnaby, should he be engaged," said

Mr. Chester,
" that I shall be glad to wait his convenience

here, and to see him (if ho will call) at any time this evening.
At the worst I can have a bed here, Willet, I suppose?

"

Old John, immensely flattered by the personal notoriety

implied in this familiar form of address, answered, with some

thing like a knowing look,
"

I should believe 3-011 could, sir,"

and was turning over in his mind various forms of eulogium,
with the view of selecting one appropriate to the qualities of

his best bed, when his ideas were put to flight by Mr. Chester

giving Barnaby the letter, and bidding him make all speed

away
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"
Speed !

"
said Barnaby, folding the little packet in his

breast,
"
Speed ! If you want to see hurry and mystery,

come here. Here !

"

With that, he put his hand, very much to John Willet's

horror, on the guest's fine broadcloth sleeve, and led him

stealthily to the back window.
" Look down there," he said softly ;

"do you mark how

they whisper in each other's ears
;
then dance and leap, to

make believe they are in sport ? Do you see how they stop
for a moment, when they think there is no one looking, and
mutter among themselves again ; and then how they roll and

gambol, delighted with the mischief they 've been plotting ?

Look at 'em now. See how they whirl and plunge. And now
they stop again, and whisper cautiously together little

thinking, mind, how often I have lain upon the grass and
watched them, I say what is it that they plot and hatch ?

Do you know ?
"

"
They are only clothes," returned the guest,

" such as we
wear; hanging on those lines to dry, and fluttering in the

wind."
" Clothes !

" echoed Barnaby, looking close into his face,

and fulling quickly back. " Ha ha ! Why, how much better

to be silly, than as wise as you ! You don't see shadowy
people there, like those that live in sleep not you. Nor eyes
in the knotted panes of glass, nor swift ghosts when it blows

hard, nor do you hear voices in the air, nor see men stalking
in the sky not you ! I lead a merrier life than you, with
nil your cleverness. You 're the dull men. We 're the

bright ones. Ha ! ha ! I '11 not change with you, clever as

you are, not I !

"

With that, ho waved his hat above his head, and darted off.

" A strange creature, upon my word !

"
said the guest,

pulling out a handsome box, and taking a pinch of snuff.
" He wants imagination," said Mr. WiUet, very slowly and

after a long silence
;

" that 's what he wants. I 've tried to

instil it into him, many and many 's the time; but" John
added this, in confidence "he an't made for it; that's the

fact."

To record that Mr. Chester smiled at John's remark would
be little to the purpose, for he preserved the same conciliatory
and pleasant look at all times. He drew his chair nearer to

the tire though, as u kind of hint that he would prefer to be
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alone, and John, having no reasonable excuse for remaining,
left him to himself.

Very thoughtful old John "Willet was, while the dinner was

preparing ;
and if his brain were ever less clear at one time

than another, it is but reasonable to suppose that he addled

it in no slight degree by shaking his head so much that day.
That Mr. Chester, between whom and Mr. Haredale, it was

notorious to all the neighbourhood, a deep and bitter animosity

exited, should come down there for the sole purpose, as it

seemed, of seeing him, and should choose the Maypole for

their place of meeting, and should send to him express, were

stumbling-blocks John could not overcome. The only resource

he had, was to consult the boiler, and wait impatiently for

Barnaby's return.

But Barnaby delayed beyond all precedent. The visitor's

dinner was served, removed, his wine was set, the fire

replenished, the hearth clean swept ;
the light Avaned without,

it grew dusk, became quite dark, and still no Barnaby
appeared. Yet, though John Willet was full of Avonder and

misgiving, his guest sat cross-legged in the easy chair, to all

appearance as little ruffled in his thoughts as in his dress

the same calm, easy, cool, gentleman, without a care or

thought beyond his golden toothpick.
"
Barnaby 's late," John ventured to observe, as he placed

a pair of tarnished candlesticks, some three feet high, upon
the table, and snuffed the lights they held.

" He is rather so," replied the guest, sipping his wine.
" He will not be much longer, I dare say."

John coughed, and raked the fire together.
" As your roads bear no very good character, if I may

judge from my son's mishap, though," said Mr. Chestor,
" and as I have no fancy to be knocked on the head Avhich

is not only disconcerting at the moment, but places one,

besides, in a ridiculous position with respect to the people
who chance to pick one up 1 shall stop here to-night. I

think you said you had a bed to spare."
"Such a bed, sir," returned John Willet

; "aye, such a

bed as few, even of the gentry's houses, OAvn. A fixter here,

sir. I 've heard say that bedstead is nigh tAVO hundred years
of age. Your noble son a fine young gentleman slept in

it last, sir, half a year ago."
"
Upon my life, a recommendation !

"
said the guest,
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shrugging his shoulders and wheeling his chair nearer to the

fire.
" See that it be well aired, Mr. Willet, and let a blazing

fire be lighted there at once. This house is something damp
and chilly.

John raked the faggots up again, more from habit tha&

presence of mind, or any reference to tliis remark, and wag
about to withdraw, when a bounding step was heard upon the

stair, and Barnaby came panting in.
" He '11 liave his foot in the stirrup in an hour's time," he

cried, advancing.
" He has been riding hard all day has

just come home but will be in the saddle again as soon as

he has eat and drank, to meet his loving friend."
" Was that his message ?

" asked the visitor, looking up;

but without the smallest discomposure or at least without

the smallest show of any.
" All but the last words," Barnaby rejoined.

" He meant
those. I saw that, in his face."

" This for your pains," said the other, putting money in

his hand, and glancing at him stedfastly. "This for your

pains, sharp Barnaby."
" For Grip, and me, and Hugh, to share among us," he

rejoined, putting it up, and nodding, as he counted it on his

fingers.
"
Grip one, me two, Hugh three

;
the dog, the goat,

the cats well, we shall spend it pretty soon, 1 warn you.

Stay. Look. Do you wise men see nothing there, now ?
"

He bent eagerly down on one knee, and gazed intently at

the smoke, which was rolling up the chimney in a thick black

cloud. John Willet, who appeared to consider himself par

ticularly 'and chiefly referred to under the term wise men,
looked that way likewise, and with great solidity of feature.

"
Now, where do they go to, when they spring so fast up

there," asked Barnaby ;

" eh ? Why do they tread so closely
on each other's heels, and why are they always in a hurry
which is what you blame me for, when I only take pattern by
these busy folk about me. More of 'em ! catching to each

other's skirts
;
and as fast as they go, others come ! What

a merry dance it is ! I would that Grip and I could frisk

like that !

"

"What has he in that basket at his back?" asked the

guest after a few moments, during which Barnaby was still

bending down to look higher up the chimney, and earnestly

\vakliiug the smoke
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" In this ?
" ho answered, jumping up, before John "VVillet

could reply shaking it as he spoke, and stooping his head

to listen.
" In this ! What is there here ? Tell him '

"

" A devil, a devil, a devil !

"
cried a hoarse voice.

" Here 'B money !

"
said Barnaby, chinking it in his hand,

"
money for a treat, Grip !

"

"Hurrah! Hurrah! Hurrah!" replied the raven, "keep
up your spirits. Never say die. Bow, wow, wow !

"

Mr. Willet, who appeared to entertain strong doubts

whether a customer in a laced coat and fine linen could be

supposed 4o have any acquaintance even with the existence of

such impolite gentry as the bird claimed to belong to, took

Barnaby off at this juncture, with the view of preventing any
other improper declarations, and quitted the room with Ms
very beet bow.
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CHAPTER XL

TITERB was great news that night for the regular Maypole
customers, to each of whom, as he straggled in to occupy
his allotted seat in the chimney corner, John with a most

impressive slowness of delivery, and in an apoplectic whisper,
communicated the fact that Mr. Chester was alone in the large
room up -stairs, and was waiting the arrival of Mr. Geoffrey

Haredale, to whom he had sent a letter (doubtless of a

threatening nature) by the hands of Baxnaby, then and there

present.
For a little knot of smokers and solemn gossips, who had

seldom any new topics of discussion, this was a perfect
Godsend. Here was a good, dark-looking mystery progressing
under that very roof brought home to the fireside as it were,
and enjoyable without the smallest pains or trouble. It is

extraordinary what a zest and relish it gave to the drink, and
how it heightened the flavour of the tobacco. Every man
smoked his pipe with a face of grave and serious delight, and
looked at liis neighbour with a sort of quiet congratulation.

Nay. it was felt to be such a holiday and special night, that,

on the motion of little Solomon Daisy, every man (including
John himself) put down his sixpence for a can of flip, which

grateful beverage was brewed with all despatch, and set down
in the midst of them on the brick floor

;
both that it might

simmer and stew before the fire, and that its fragrant steam,

rising up among them and mixing with the wreaths of vapour
from their pipes, might shroud them in a delicious atmosphere
of their own, and shut out all the world. The very furniture

of the room seemed to mellow and deepen in its tone ;
the

ceiling and walls looked blacker and more highly polished,
the curtains of a ruddier red ;

the fire burnt clear and high,
and the crickets in the hearth-stone chirped with a more than

wonted satisfaction.

There were present two, however, who showed but little
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interest in the general contentment. Of these, one

Barnaby himself, who slept, or, to avoid being beset with

questions, feigned fo sleep, in the chimney-corner ;
the other,

Hugh, who, sleeping too, lay stretched upon the bench ou

the opposite side, in the full glare of the blazing fire.

The light that fell upon this slumberiug form, showed it in

all its muscular and handsome proportions. It was that of a

young man, of a hale athletic figure, and a giant's strength,
whose sunburnt face and swarthy throat, overgrown with jet

black hair, might have served a painter for a model. Loosely

attired, in the coarsest and roughest garb, with scraps of straw

and hay his usual bed clinging hero and there, and

mingling; with his uncombed locks, he hnd fallen asleep in a

posture as careless as his dress. The negligence and disorder

of the whole man, with something fierce and sullen in his

features, gave him a pictm-esque appearance, that attracted the

regards even of the Maypole customers who knew him well,

and caused Long Parkes to say that Hugh looked more like a

poaching rascal to-night than ever he had seen him yet.

"He's waiting here, I suppose," said Solomon, "to take

Mr. Haredale's horse."
" That 's it, sir," replied John Wallet. " He 's not often in

the house, you know. He 's more at his ease among horses

than men. I look upon him ns a nnimal himself."

Following up this opinion with a shrug that seemed meant
to say,

" we can't expect everybody to bo like us," John put
his pipe into his mouth again, and smoked like one who felt

his superiority over the general run of mankind.
" That chap, sir," said John, taking it out again after a

time, and pointing at him with tho stem,
"
though he 's got

all his faculties about him bottled up and corked down, if I

may say so, somewheres or another
"

"
Very good !

"
said Parkes, nodding his head. " A very

good expression, Johnny. You '11 be a tackling somebody

presently. You 're in twig to-night, I see."
' Take care," said Mr. Willet, not at nil grateful for the

compliment,
" that I don't tackle you, sir, which I shall

certainly endeavour to do, if you interrupt me when I 'm

making observations. That chap, I was a saying, though lie

has all his faculties about him, somewhores or another, bottled

up and corked down, has aio more imagination than Burnuby
has. And whv hasn't he ?

"
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Tho three friends shook their heads at oacL riner; sayinf-

by that action, without the trouble of opening ineir lips,
" Do

you observe what a philosophical inind our friend lias?
"

" Why hasn't he?" said John, gently /-triking the table

with his open hand. " Because they was nrvvor drawed out of

him when he was a boy. That 's why. What would any of

us have been, if our fathers hadn't drawed our faculties out

of us? What would my boy Joe have been, if I hadn't

drawed his faculties out of him ? Do you mind what I 'm a

Baying of, gentlemen ?
"

" Ah ! we mind you," cried Parkes. " Go on improving of

us, Johnny."
"
Consequently, then," said Mr. Willet,

" that c).np, whose

mother was hung when he was a little boy, along with six

others, for passing bad notes and it's a b'.oased thing to

think how many people are hung in batches every six weeks

for that, and such like offences, as showing now wide awuko
our government is that chap was then turned loose, and had

to mind cows, and frighten birds away, and what not, for a

few pence to live on, and so got on by degrees to mind horses,

and to sleep in course of time in lofts and litter, instead of

under haystacks and hedges, till at last he come to be hostler

at the Maypole for his board and lodging and a annual trifle

that chap that can't read nor write, and has never had much
to do with anything but animals, and has never lived in any

way but like the animals he has lived among, is a animal.

And," said Mr. Willet, arriving at his logical conclusion,
"

is

to be treated accordingly."
" WT

illet," said Solomon Daisy, who had exhibited some

impatience at the intrusion of so unworthy a subject on their

more interesting theme,
" when Mr. Chester come this morn

ing, did he order the large room ?
"

" He signified, sir," said John,
" that he wanted a large

apartment. Yes. Certainly."
" Why then, I '11 tell you what," said Solomon, speaking

softly and with an earnes-t look. " He and Mr. Haredale are

going to fight a duel in it."

Everybody looked at Mr. WT

illet, after this alarming

suggestion. Mr. Willet looked at the fire, weighing in his

own mind the effect which such an occurrence would be likely to

have on the establishment.
"
Well," said John,

"
I don't know I am sure -I remember
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that -when I went up last, he had put the lights upon the

mantel-shelf."

"It's as plain,"^returned Solomon, "as the nose on

Parkes's face
" Mr. Parkes, who had a large nose, rubbed

it, and looked as if he considered this a personal allusion
"
they '11 fight in that room. You know by the newspapers

what a common thing it is for 'gentlemen to fight in coffee

houses without seconds. One of 'em will be wounded or

perhaps killed in this house."
" That was a challenge that Barnaby took then, eh ?

"
said

John.
"

Inclosing a slip of paper with the measure of his sword

upon it, I '11 bet a guinea," answered the little man. " We
know what sort of gentleman Mr. Haredale is. You have

told us what Barnaby said about his looks, when he came
back. Depend upon it I 'm right. Now, mind."

The flip had had no flavour till now. The tobacco had
been of mere English growth, compared with its present taste.

A duel in that great old rambling room up stairs, and the

best bed ordered already for the wounded man !

" Would it be swords or pistols now ?
"

said John.
" Heaven knows. Perhaps both," returned Solomon.

" The gentlemen wear swords, and may easily have pistols in

their pockets most likely have, indeed. If they fire at each

other without effect, then they '11 draw, and go to work in

earnest."

A shade passed over Mr. Willet's face as he thought of

broken windows and disabled furniture, but bethinking him
self that one of the parties would probably be left alive to pay
the damage, he brightened up again.
"And then," said Solomon, looking from face to face,

" then we shall have one of those stains upon the floor that

never come out. If Mr. Haredale wins, depend upon it, it '11

be a deep one
;
or if he loses, it will perhaps be deeper still,

for he '11 never give in unless he 's beaten down. We know
him better, eh ?

"

" Better indeed !

"
they whispered all together.

" As to its ever being got out again," said Solomon,
"

I

tell you it never will, or can be. Why, do 3
rou know that it

has been tried, at a certain house we are acquainted with ?
"

" The Warren !

"
cried John. "

No, sure !

"

"
Yes, sure yes. It 's only known by very few. It h;w
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been whispered about though, for all that. They planed the

board away, but there it was. They went deep, but it went

deeper. They put new boards down, but there was one great

spot that came through still, and showed itself in the old

place. And harkye draw nearer Mr. Geoffrey made that

room his study, and sits there, always, with his foot (as I

have heard) upon it
;
and he believes through thinking of it

long and very much, that it will never fade until he finds the

man who did the deed."

As this recital ended, and they all drew closer round the

fire, the tramp of a horse was heard without.
" The very man !

"
cried John, starting up.

"
Hugh !

Hugh !

"

The sleeper staggered to his feet, and hurried after him.

John quickly returned, ushering in with great attention and
deference (for Mr. Haredale was his landlord) the long

expected visitor, who strode into the room clanking his heavy
boots upon the floor

;
and looking keenly round upon the

bowing group, raised his hat in acknowledgment of their

profound respect.

"You have a stranger here, Willet, who sent to me," he

said, in a voice which sounded naturally stern and deep.
" AVhere is he ?

"

" In the great room up-stairs, sir," answered John.
c< Show the way. Your staircase is dark, I know. Gentle

men, good night."
With that, he signed to the landlord to go on before

;
and

went clanking out, and up the stairs
;
old John, in his agita

tion, ingeniously lighting everything but the way, and making
a stumble at every second step.

"
Stop !

"
he said, when they reached the landing.

"
I

can announce myself. Don't wait."

He laid his hand upon the door, entered, and shut it

heavily. Mr. "NVillot was by no means disposed to stand

there listening by himself, especially as the walls were very
thit k

;
so descended, with much greater alacrity than he hud

come up, and joined liis friends below.
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was a brief pause in the state-room of the Maypolo.
as Mr. Ilnredfile tried the lock to satisfy himself that lie had
shut the door securely, and, striding up the dark chamber to

where the screen enclosed a little patch of light and warmth,

presented himself, abruptly and in silence, before the smiling

guest.
If the two had no greater 8}

r

mpathy in their inward

thoughts than in their outward bearing and appearance, the

meeting did not seem likely to prove a very calm or pleasant
one. With no great disparity between them in point of years,

they were, in every other respect, as unlike and far removed
from each other as two men could well be. The one was soft-

spoken, delicately made, precise, and elegant ;
the other, a

burly square-built man, negligently dressed, rough and abrupt
in manner, stern, and, in his present mood, forbidding both

in look and speech. The one preserved a calm and placid
smile

;
the other, a distrustful frown. The new-comer,

indeed, appeared bent on showing by his every tone and

gesture his determined opposition and hostility to the man lie

had come to meet. The guest who received him, on the other

hand, seemed to feel that the contrast between them was ail

in his favour, and to derive a quiet exultation from it wliich

put him more at his ease than ever.
"
Ilaredale," said this gentleman, without the least appear

ance of embarrassment or reserve,
"

I am very glad to see

you."
"

Iiet us dispense with compliments. They are misplaced
between us," returned the other, waving his hand,

" and say

plainly what we have to say. You have asked me to meet

you. I am here. Why do wo stand face to face again ?
"

"
Still the same frank and sturdy character, I see !

"

" Good or bad, sir, I am," returned the other, leaning hit>

arm upon the chimney-piece, and turning a haughty look
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upon the occupant of the easy-chair,
" the man I used to bo

I have lost no old likings or dislikings ; my memory haa

not failed me by a hair's-breadth. You ask me to give you a

meeting. I say, I am here."
" Our meeting, Haredale," said Mr. Chester, tapping his

snuff-box, and following with a smile the impatient gerturo
lie had made perhaps unconsciously towards his sword,
"

is one of conference and peace, I hope ?
"

"
I have come here," returned the other,

" at your desire,

holding myself bound to meet you, when and where you
would. I have not come to bandy pleasant speeches, or

hollow professions. You are a smooth man of the world, sir,

and at such play have me at a disadvantage. The very last

man on this earth with whom I would enter the lists to

combat with gentle compliments and masked faces, is Mr.

Chester, I do assure you. I am not his mutch at such

weapons, and have reason to believe that few men are."
" You do me a great deal of honour, Ilaredale," returned

the other, most composedly,
" and I thank you.. I will be

frank with you
"

"
I beg your pardon will be what ?

"

" Frank open perfectly candid."
" Hah !

"
cried Mr. Ilaredale, drawing in his breath.

" But don't let me interrupt you."
" So resolved am I to hold this course," returned the other,

tasting Ids wine with great deliberation,
" that I have deter

mined not to quarrel with you, and not to be betrayed into a

warm expression or a hasty word."
" There again," said Mr. Haredale, "you will have me at

a great advantage. Your self-command "

" Is not to be disturbed, when it will sorvo my purpose,

you would say," rejoined the other, interrupting him with

the same complacency.
" Granted. I allow it. And I have

a purpose to serve now. So have you. I am sure our object
is the same. Let us attain it like sensible men, who have

ceased to be boys some time. Do you drink ?
"

" With my friends," returned the other.
" At least," said Mr. Chester,

"
you will be seated ?"

"
I will stand," returned Mr. llaredule, impatiently,

" on

thia dismantled beggared hearth, and not pollute it, fallen as

it is, with mockeries. Go on !

"

" You are wrong, Ilaredale," said the other crossing hw
VOL. I. H
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legs, arid smiling as he held his glass up in the bright glow
of the fire.

" You are really very wrong. The world is a

lively place enough, in which we must accommodate ourselves

to circumstances, sail with the stream as glibly as we can, be

content to take froth for substance, the surface for the depth,
the counterfeit for the real coin. I wonder no philosopher
lias ever established that our globe itself is hollow. It

should be, if Nature is consistent in her works."
" You think it is, perhaps ?

"

"
I should say," he returned, sipping his wine,

" there

could be no doubt about it. Well
; we, in our trifling with

this jingling toy, have had the ill luck to jostle and fall out.

We are not what the world calls friends
;
but we are as good

and true and loving friends for all that, as nine out of every
ten of those on whom it bestows the title. You have a niece,

and I a son a fine lad, Haredale, but foolish. They fall in

love with each other, and form what this same world calls an

attachment
; meaning a something fanciful and false like all

the rest, which, if it took its own free time, would break like

any other bubble. But it may not have its own free time

will not, if they are left alone and the question is, shall we

two, because society calls us enemies, stand aloof, and let

them rush into each other's arms, when, by approaching each

other sensibly, as we do now, we can prevent it, and part
them ?

"

"
I love my niece," said Mr. Haredale, after a short silence.

"
It may sound strangely in your ears

;
but I love her."

"
Strangely, my good fellow !

"
cried Mr. Chester, lazily

filling his glass again, and pulling out his toothpick.
" Not

at all. I like Ned too or, as you say, love him that 's the

word among such near relations. I 'm very fond of Ned.

He 's an amazingly good fellow, and a handsome fellow

foolish and weak as yet ;
that 's all. But the thing is,

Haredale for I '11 be very frank, as I told you I would at

first independently of any dislike that you and I might have

to being related to each other, and independently of the

religious differences between us and damn it, that 's im

portant I couldn't afford a match of this description. Ned
and I couldn't do it. It 's impossible."

" Curb your tongue, in God's name, if this conversation is

to last," retorted Mr. Haredale fiercely.
"

I have said I love

my niece. Do you think that, loving her, I would have her
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fling her heart away on any man who had your blood in his

veins ?
"

" You see," said tho other, not at all disturbed,
" the

advantage of being so frank and open. Just what I was
about to add, upon my honour ! I am amazingly attached to

Ned quite doat upon him, indeed and even if we could

afford to throw ourselves away, that very objection would be

quite insuperable. I wish you 'd take some )rine."
" Mark me," said Mr. Haredale, striding ty the table, and

laying his hand upon it heavily.
" If any man Ixilieves

presumes to think that I, in word, or deed, or in the wildest

dream, ever entertained remotely the idea of Emma Hare-

dale's favouring the suit of one who was akin to you in any

way I care not what he lies. He lies, and does me

grievous wrong, in the mere thought."
"
Haredale," returned the other, rocking himself to and fro

as in assent, and nodding at the fire,
"

it 's extremely manl}-,

and really very generous in you, to meet me in this unreserved

and handsome way. Upon my word, those are exactly my
sentiments, only expressed with much more force and power
than I could use you know my sluggish nature, and will

forgive me, I am sure."
" While I would restrain her from all correspondence with

your son, and sever their intercourse here, though it should

cause her death," said Mr. Haredale, who had been pacing to

and fro,
"

I would do it kindly and tenderly if I can. I have

a trust to .discharge which my nature is not formed to

understand, and, for this reason, the bare fact of there being

tiny love between them comes upon me to-night, almost for

the first time."
"

I am more delighted than I can possibly tell you,"

rejoined Mr. Chester with the utmost blandness, "to find my
own impression so confirmed. You see the advantage of OUT

having met. We understand each other. We quite agree.
We have a most complete and thorough explanation, and we
know what course to take. Why don't you taete your
tenant's wine ? It 's really very good

"

"
Pray who," said Mr. Haredale,

" have aided Emma, or

your son ? Who are their go-betweens, and agents do you
know ?

"

" All the good people hereabouts the neighbourhood in

general, I tliink/' nHiir'ied the other, with his most affable
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smile. " Tho messenger I sent to you to-day, foremost among
them all."

" The idiot ? Barnaby ?
"

" " You are surprised '? I am glad of that, for I was rather

o myself. Yes. I \rrung that from his mother a very
decent sort of woman from whom, indeed, I chiefly learnt

how serious the matter had become, and so determined to ride

out here to-day, and hold a parley with you on this neutral

ground. You 're stouter than, you used to be, Ilaredale, but

you look extremely well."
" Our business, I presume, is nearly at an end," said Mr.

Ilaredale, with an expression of impatience he was at no

pains to conceal. " Trust me, Mr. Chester, my niece shall

change from this time. I will appeal," he added in a lower

tone,
"

to her woman's heart, her dignity, her pride, her

duty"
"

I shall do the same by Ned," said Mr. Chester, restoring
some errant faggots to their places in the grate with the toe

of his boot. " If there is anything real in the world, it is

those amazingly fine feelings and those natural obligations
whicli must subsist between father and son. I shall put it to

him on every ground of moral and religious feeling. I shall

represent to him that we cannot possibly afford it that I

have always looked forward to his marrying well, for a

genteel provision for myself in the autumn of life that there

are a great many clamorous dogs to pay, whose claims are

perfectly just and right, and who must be paid out of his

wife's fortune. In short that the very highest and most
honourable feelings of our nature, with every consideration of

filial duty and affection, and all that sort of thing, impera
tively demand that he should run away with an heiress."

" And break her heart as speedily as possible ?
"

said Mr.

Ilaredale, drawing on las glove.
"There Ned will act exactly as he pleases," returned the

other, sipping his wine; "that's entirely his affair. 1

wouldn't for the world interfere with my son, Huredale,

beyond a certain point. The relationship between father and

son, you know, is positively quite a holy kind of bond.

\Vorit you let me persuade you to ta^o one glass of wine?
Well! as you please, as you please," he added, helping
himself again.

"Chester," said Mr. Ilaredale, after a short iilence, during
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which he had eyed his smiling face from time to time intently.
* ;

you have the head and heart of an evil spirit in all matters

of deception."
" Your health !

'

said the other, with a nod. " But I have

interrupted you
"

" If now," pursued Mr. Ilaredale,
" we should find it

difficult to separate these young people, and break off their

intercourse if, for instance, you find it difficult on your side,

what course do you intend to take ?
"

"
Nothing plainer, my good fellow, nothing easier," re

turned the other, shrugging his shoulders and stretching
himself more comfortab'y before the fire.

"
I shall theu

exert those powers on which you flatter me so highly

though, upon my word, I don't deserve your compliments to

thoir full extent and resort to a few little trivial subterfuges
for rousing jealousy and resentment. You see ?

"

" In short, justifying the means by the end, we are, as a

last resource for tearing them asunder, to resort to treachery
and and lying," said Mr. Haredale.

" Oh dear no. Fie, fie !

" returned the other, relishing a

pinch of snuff extremely.
" Not lying. Only a little manage

ment, a little diplomacy, a little intriguing that 's the word."
"

I wish," said Mr. Haredale, moving to and fro, and

stopping, and moving on again, like one who was ill at ease,
" that this could have been foreseen or prevented. But aa

it has gone so far, and it is necessary for \is to act, it is of no
use shrinking or regretting. Well ! I shall second your
endeavours to the utmost of my power. There is one topic in

the whole wide range of human thoughts on which we both

agree. We shall act in concert, but apart. There will be no

need, I hope, for us to meet again."
" Are you going ?

"
said Mr. Chester, rising with a grace

ful indolence. " Let me light you down the stairs."
"
Pray keep your seat," returned the other drily,

"
I know

the way." So, waving his hand slightly, and putting on his

hat as he turned upon his heel, he went clanking out as he

had come, shut the door behind him, and tramped down the

echoing stairs.
" Pah ! A very coarse animal, indeed !

"
said Mr. Chester,

composing himself in the easy chair again.
" A rough brute.

Quite a human badger !

"

John Willet r.nd his friends who had benn listening
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intently for the clash of swords, or firing of pistols in the

great room, and had indeed settled the order in which they
should rush in when summoned in which procession old

John had carefully arranged that ho should bring up tho

rear were very much astonished to see Mr. Hnrertnle come
down without a scratch, call for his horse, and ride away
thoughtfully at a footpace. After some consideration, it was
decided that he had left the gentleman above, for dead, and

had adopted this stratagem to divert suspicion or pursuit.
As this conclusion involved the necessity of their going

lip-stairs forthwith, they were about to ascend in the order

they had agreed upon, when a smart ringing at tho guest's

bell, as if he had pulled it vigorously, overthrew all their

speculations, and involved them in great uncertainty and
doubt. At length Mr. Willet agreed to go up-stairs himself,

escorted by Hugh and Barnaby, as the strongest and stoutest

fellows on the premises, who were to make their appearance
under pretence of clearing away the glasses.

Under this protection, the brave and broad-faced John

boldly entered the room, half a foot in advance, and received

an order for a boot-jack without trembling. But when it was

brought, and he leant his sturdy shoulder to the guest, Mr.

Willet was observed to look very hard into his boots as he

pulled them off, and, by opening his eyes much wider than

usual, to appear to express some surprise and disappointment
at not finding them full of blood. He took occasion, too, to

examine the gentleman as closely as he could, expecting to

discover sundry loop-holes in his person, pierced by his

adversary's sword. Finding none, however, and observing in

course of time that his guest was as cool and unruffled, both
in his dress and temper, as lie had been all day, old John at

last heaved a deep sigh, and began to think no duel had been

fought that night.
" And now, Willet," said Mr. Chester,

"
if the room 's well

aired, I '11 try the merits of that famous bed."
" The room, sir," returned John, taking up a candle, and

nudging Barnaby and Hugh to accompany them, in case the

gentleman should unexpectedly drop down faint or dead from

some internal wound,
" the room 's as warm as any toast in a

tankard. Barnaby, take you that other candle, and go on

before. Hugh ! Follow up, sir, with the easy-chair."
In this order and still, in his earnest inspection, holding
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his candle very close to the guest; now making him feel

extremely warm about the legs, now threatening to set his

wig on fire, and constantly begging his pardon with great
awkwardness and embarrassment John led the party to the

best bed-room, which was nearly as large as the chamber
from which they had come, and held, drawn out near the fire

for warmth, a great old spectral bedstead, hung with faded

brocade, and ornamented, at the top of each carved post, with

a plume of feathers that had once been white, but with dust

and ago had now grown hearse-like and funereal.
" God night, my friends," said Mr. Chester with a sweet

smile, seating himself, when he had surveyed the room from

end to end, in the easy chair which his attendants wheeled

before the fire.
" Good night ! Barnaby, my good fellow, you

say some prayers before you go to bed, I hope ?
"

Barnaby nodded. "He has some nonsense that he calls

his prayers, sir," returned old John, officiously.
"

I 'm afraid

there an't much good in 'em."
" And Hugh ?

"
said Mr. Chester, turning to him.

" Not I," lie answered. "
I know his

"
pointing to

Barnaby "they're well enough. He sings 'em sometimes

in the straw. I listen."
" He 's quite a animal, sir," John whispered in his ear

with dignity.
" You '11 excuse him, I 'm sure. If he has

any soul at all, sir, it must be such a very small one, that it

don't signify what he does or doesn't in that way. Good

night, sir !

"

The guest rojoined
" God bless you !

" with a fervour

that was quite affecting ;
and John, beckoning his guards to

go before, bowed himself out of the room, and left him to liis

rest in the Maypole's ancient bocL
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CILVPTER XIII.

IF Josopl. Willet, ihe denounced and proscribed of 'pren

tices, had happened to be at home when his father's courtly

guest presented himself before the Maypole door that is, if

it had not perversely chanced to be one of the half-dozen days
in the whole year on which he was at liberty to absent him
self for as many hours without question or reproach he

would have contrived, by hook or crook, to dive to the very
bottom of Mr. Chester's mystery, and to come at his purpose
with as much certainty as though he had been his confidential

adviser. In that fortunate case, the lovers would have had

quick warning of the ills that threatened them, and the aid of

various timely and wise suggestions to boot
;

for all Joe's

readiness of thought and action, and all his sympathies and

good wishes, were enlisted in favoiir of the young people, and

were staunch in devotion to their cause. Whether this dis

position arose out of his old prepossessions in favour of the

young lady, whose history had surrounded her in his mind,
almost from his cradle, with circumstances of unusual interest;

or from his attachment towards the young gentleman, into

whose confidence he had, through his shrewdness and alacrity,

and the rendering of sundry important services as a spy and

messenger, almost imperceptibly glided ;
whether they had

their origin in either of these sources, or in the habit natural

to youth, or in the constant badgering and worrying of his

venerable parent, or in any hidden little love affair of his own
which gave him something of a fellow-feeling in the matter,

it is needless to inquire especially as Joe was out of the

way, and had no opportunity on that particular occasion of

testifying to his sentiments either on one side or the other.

It was, in fact, the twenty-fifth of March, which, as most

people know to their cost, is and has been time out of mind,
one of those unpleasant epochs termed quarter-days. On this

tweirty fifth of March, it was John Willet's pride annually in
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Bcftle, in hard cash, his nrcotmt with a certain vintner an<\

distiller in the city of London; to give into whose hands a

canvas bag containing its exact amount, and not a penny
more or less, was the end and object of a journey for Joe, so

surely as the year and day came round.

This journey was performed upon an old grey mare, con

cerning whom John had an indistinct set of ideas hovering
about him, to the effect that she could win a plate or cup if

she tried. She never had tried, and probably never would

now, being some fourteen or fifteen years of age, short iu

wind, long in body, and rather the worse for wear in respect
of her mane and tail. Notwithstanding these slight defects,

John perfectly gloried in the animal
;

and when she was

brought round to the door by Hugh, actually retired into the

bar, and there, in a secret grove of lemons, laughed with

pride.
" There 's a bit of horseflesh, Hugh !

"
said John, when he

had recovered enough self-command to appear at the door

again.
" There 's a comely creatur ! There 's high mettle !

There 's bone !

"

There was bone enough beyond all doubt
;
and so Hugh

seemed to think, as he sat sideways in the saddle, lazily

doubled up with his chin nearly touching his knees
;

and

heedless of the dangling stirrups and loose bridle-rein,

sauntered up and down on the little green before the door.
" Mind you take good care of her, sir," said John, appeal

ing from this insensible person to his son and heir, who now

appeared, fully equipped and ready.
" Don't you ride hard."

"
I should be puzzled to do that, I think, father," Joe

replied, casting a disconsolate look at the animal.
" None of your impudence, sir, if you please," retorted old

John. " What would you ride, sir ? A wild ass or zebra

would be too tame for you, wouldn't he, eh sir ? You 'd like

to ride a roaring lion, wouldn't you, sir, eh sir ? Hold your

tongue, sir." When Mr. Willet, in his differences with his

son, had exhausted all the questions that occurred to him, and

Joe had said nothing at all in answer, he generally wound up
by bidding him hold his tongue.

" And what does the boy mean," added Mr. Willet, after

ho had stared at him for a little time, in a species of stupe

faction,
"
by cocking his hat to such an extent! Are you a

going to kill the wintner, sir ?
"
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"
No," said Joe, tartly ;

" I 'm not. Now your mind 's ai

ease, father."
" With a milintary air, too !

"
said Mr. Willet, surveying

him from top to toe
;

" with a swaggering, fire-eating, biling-

water drinking sort of way with him ! And what do you
mean by pulling up the crocuses and snowdrops, eh sir ?

"

" It 's only a little nosegay," said Joe, reddening.
" Tnere's

no harm in that, I hope ?
"

" You 're a boy of business, you are, sir !

"
said Mr. Willet,

disdainfully,
" to go supposing that wintners care for nose

gays."
"

I don't suppose anything of the kind," returned Joe.
" Let them keep their red noses for bottles and tankards

These are going to Mr. Varden's house."
" And do you suppose he minds such things as crocuses ?

"

demanded John.
"

I don't know, and to say the truth, I don't care," said

Joe. " Come father, give me the money, and in the name of

patience let me go."
" There it is, sir," replied John

;

" and take care of it
;

and mind you don't make too much haste back, but give the

mare a long rest. Do you mind ?
"

"Ay, I mind," returned Joe. "She'll need it, Heaven
knows."

"And don't you score up too much at the Black Lion,"
said John. " Mind that too."

"Then why don't you let me have some money of my
own?" retorted Joe, sorrowfully; "why don't you, father?

What do you send me into London for, giving me only the

right to call for my dinner at the Black Lion, which you 're

to pay for next time 3'ou go, as if I was not to be trusted with

a few shillings ? Why do you use me like this ? It 's not

right of you. You can't expect me to be quiet under it."

" Let him have money!
"

cried Jolm iu a drowsy reverie.
" What does he call money guineas ? Hasn't he got money ?

Over and above the tolls, hasn't he one and sixpence ?
"

" One and sixpence !

"
repeated his son contemptuously.

"
Yes, sir," returned Jolm,

" one and sixpence. When I

was your age, I had never seen so much money, in a heap.
A shilling of it is in case of accidents the mare casting a

shoe, or the like of that. The other sixpence is to spend in

the diversions of London
;
and the diversion I recommend ia
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guing to the top of tho Monument, aud sitting there. There's

no temptation there, sir no drink no young women no

bad characters of any sort nothing but imagination. That 's

the way I enjoyed myself when I was your age, sir."

To this, Joe made no answer, but beckoning Hugh, leaped
into the saddle and rode away ;

and a very stalwart, manly
horseman he looked, deserving a better charger than it was

his fortune to bestride. John stood staring after him, or

rather after the grey mare (for he had no eyes for her rider),

until man and beast had been out of sight some twenty

minutes, when lie began to tlxink they were gone, and slowly

re-entering the house, fell into a gentle doze.

The unfortunate grey mare, who was the agony of Joe'n

life, floundered along at her own will and pleasure until the

Maypole was no longer visible, and then, contracting her legs

into what in a puppet would have been looked upon as a

clumsy and awkward imitation of a canter, mended her paco
all at once, and did it of her own accord. The acquaintance
with her rider's usual mode of proceeding, which suggested
this improvement in hers, impelled her likewise to turn up a

bye-way, leading not to London, but through lanes running

parallel witli the road they had come, and passing within a

lew hundred yards of the Maypole, which led finally to an

inclosure surrounding a large, old, red-brick mansion the

same of which mention was made as the Warren in the first

chapter of this history. Coming to a dead stop in a little

copse thereabout, she suffered her rider to dismount with

right good-will, and to tie her to the trunk of a tree.

"Stay there, old girl," said Joe, "and let us see whether

there 's any little commission for me to-day." So saying, ho

left her to broxvze upon such stunted grass and weeds as

happened to grow within the length of her tether, and passing

through a wicket gate, entered the grounds on foot.

The pathway, after a very few minutes' walking, brought
him close to the house, towards which, and especially towards

one particular window, he directed many covert glances. It

was a dreary, silent building, with echoing courtyards, deso

lutud turret-chambers, and whole suites of rooms shut up and

mouldering to ruin.

The terrace-garden, dark with the shade of overhang-in^

trees, had an air of melancholy that was quite oppressive.
.t iron gates, disused for many years, and reel with rust,
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drooping on their hinges and overgrown with long rank grass,
seemed as though they tried to sink into the ground, and hide

their fallen state among the friendly weeds. The fantastic

monsters on the walls, green with age and damp, and covered

here and there with moss, looked grim and desolate. There
was a sombre aspect even on that part of the, mansion which
was inhabited and kept in good repair, that struck the be
holder with a sense of sadness; of something forlorn and

failing, whence cheerfulness was banished. It would have
been difficult to imagine a bright fire blazing in the dull and
darkened rooms, or to picture any gaiety of heart or revelry
that the frowning walls shut in. It seemed a place where
such things had been, but could be no more the very ghost
of a house, haunting the old spot in its old outward form, and
that was all.

Much of this decayed and sombre look was attributable, no

doubt, to the death of its former master, and the temper of its

present occupant ;
but remembering the tale connected with

the mansion, it seemed the very place for such a deed, and
one that might have been its predestined theatre years upon
years ago. Viewed with reference to this legend, the sheet of

water where the steward's body had been found appeared to

wear a black and sullen character, such as no other pool might
own

; the bell upon the roof that had told the tale of murder
to the midnight wind, became a very phantom whose voice

would raise the listener's hair on end
;

and every leafless

bough that nodded to another, had its stealthy whispering of

the crime.

Joe paced up and down the path, sometimes stopping in

affected contemplation of the building or the prospect, some
times leaning against a tree with an assumed air of idleness

and indifference, but always keeping an eye upon the window
he hud singled out at first. After some quarter of an hour's

delay, a small white hand was waved to him for an instant

fiom this casement, and the young man, with a respectful bow,

departed ; saying under his breath as he crossed his horse

again,
" No errand for me to-day !

"

I5ut the air of smartness, the cock of the hat to which John
Willet had objected, and the spring nosegay, all betokened

some little errand of his own, having a more interesting

object than a vintner or even a locksmith. So, indeed, it

turned out
;
for wheu he had settled with the vintner whose
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place of business was down in some deep cellars hard bj
Thames-street, and who was as purple-faced an old gentleman
as if he had all his life supported their arched roof on his

head when he had settled the account, and taken the receipt,

and declined tasting iaore than three glasses of old sherry, to

the unbounded astonishment of the purple-faced vintner, who,

gimlet in hand, had projected an attack upon at least a score

of dusty casks, and who stood transfixed, or morally gimleted
ns it were, to his own wall when he had done all this, and

disposed besides of a frugal dinner at the Black Lion in

Whitechapel ; spurning the Monument and John's advice, he

turned his steps towards the locksmith's house, attracted by
the eyes of blooming Dolly Varden.

Joe was by no means a sheepish fellow, but, for all that,

when he got to the corner of the street in which the locksmith

lived, he could by no means make up his mind to walk

straight to the house. First, he resolved to stroll up another

street for five minutes, then up another street for five minutes

more, and so on until he had lost full half an hour, when ho

made a bold plunge and found himsolf with a red face and a

boating heart in the smoky workshop.
" Joe Willet, or his ghost ?

"
said Varden, rising from the

do.sk at which he was busy with his bortks, and looking at

him under his spectacles.
" Which is it? Joe in the flesh,

eh? That's hearty. And how are all the Chigwell com

pany, Joe?"
" Much as usual, sir they and I agree as well as ever."
"
Well, well !

"
said the locksmith. " We must be patient.

Joe, and bear with old folks' foibles. How 's the mare, Joe '?

Docs she do the four miles an hour as easily as ever? II;i,

ha, ha ! Does she, Joe ? Eh ! What have we there, Joe

a nosegay !

"

" A very poor one, sir I thought Miss Dolly
"

"
No, no," said Gabriel, dropping his voice, and shaking

his head, "not Dolly. Give 'era to her mother, Joe. A
great deal better give 'em to her mother. Would you mind

giving 'em to Mrs. Varden, Joe ?
"

" Oh no, sir," Joe replied, and endeavouring, but not with

the greatest possible success, to hide his disappointment.
"

I

shall be very glad, I 'm sure.'
" That 's right," said the locksmith, patting him on the

bock "
It don't matter who has 'em. Joe

j?

"
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" Not a bit, sir." Dear heart, how the words stuck in

liis throat !

" Come in," said Gabriel. '
I have just been called to tea.

She 's in the parlour."
"
She," thought Joe. " Which of 'em I wonder Mrs. or

Miss?" The locksmith settled the doubt as neatly as if it

had been expressed aloud, by leading him to the door, and

saying,
"
Martha, my dear, here 's young Mr. Willet."

Now, Mrs. Varden, regarding the Maypole as a sort of

human man-trap, or decoy for husbands; viewing its pro

prietor, and all who aided and abetted him, in the light of so

many poachers among Christian men
;
and believing, more

over, that the publicans coupled with sinners in Holy Writ
were veritable licensed victuallers

;
was far from being

favourably disposed towards her visitor. Wherefore she was
taken faint directly; and being duly presented with the

crocuses and snowdrops, divined on further consideration that

they were the occasion of the languor which had seized upon
her spirits.

"
I 'm afraid I couldn't bear the room another

minute," said the good lady,
"

if they remained here. Would

you excuse my putting them out of window ?
"

Joe begged she wouldn't mention it on any account, and

smiled feebly as he saw them deposited on the sill outside. If

anybody could have known the pains he had taken to make

up that despised and misused bunch of flowers !

"
T feel it quite a relief to get rid of them, I assure you,"

said Mrs. Varden. "
I 'm better already." And indeed she

did appear to have plucked up her spirits.

Joe expressed his gratitude to Providence for this favour

able dispensation, and tried to look as if he didn't wonder
where Dolly was.

" You 're sad people at Chigwell, Mr. Joseph," said Mrs. V.
"

I hope not, ma'am," returned Joe.
" YO-I 're the cruellest and most inconsiderate people in the

worl 1." said Mrs. Varden, bridling.
"

I wonder old Mr.

\Yiilet, having been a married man himself, doesn't know
better than to conduct himself as he does. His doing it for

profit is no excuse. I would rather pay the money twenty
times over, and have Varden come home like a respectable
and sober tradesman. If there is one character," said Mrs.

Varden with great emphasis, "that offends and disgusts mo
more thau another, it is a sot."
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"
Come, Martha, my dear," said the locksmith cheerily,

"let us have tea, and don't let us talk about sots. There

are none here, and Joe don't want to hear about them, I

dare say."
At this crisis, Miggs appeared with toast.
"

I dare say he does not," said Mrs. Varden
;

" and I daru

say you do not, Varden. It 's a very unpleasant subject I

have no doubt, though I won't say it 's personal" Miggs

coughed "whatever I may be forced to think," Miggs
sneezed expressively.

" You never will know, Vardeu, and

nobody at yoiing Mr. Willet's age you '11 excuse me, sir

can be expected to know, what a'woman suffers when she is

waiting at home under euch circumstances. If you don't

l>elieve me, as 1 know you don't, here 's Miggs, who is only
too often a witness of it ask her."

" Oh ! she were very bad the other night, sir, indeed she

were," said Miggs.
" If you hadn't the sweetness of an

angel in you, mini, I don't think you could abear it, I raly

don't."
"
Miggs." said Mrs. Varden, "you're profane."

"
Begging your pardon, mim," returned Miggs, with shrill

rapidity,
" such was not my intentions, and such I hope is not

my character, though I am but a servant."
"
Answering me, Miggs, and providing yourself," retorted

her mistress, looking round with dignity,
"

is one and the

same thing. How dare you speak of angels in connection

with your sinful fellow-beings mere "
said Mrs. Varden,

glancing at herself in a neighbouring mirror, and arranging
the ribbon of her cap in a more becoming fashion "mere
worms and grovellers as we are !

"

"
I did not intend, mim, if you please, to give offence,"

said Miggs, confident in tne strength of her compliment, mid

developing strongly in the throat as usual,
" and I did not

expert it would be took as such. I hope I know my own

unworthiness, and that I hate and despise myself and all my
fellow-creatures as every practical Christian should."

" You '11 have the goodness, if you please," said Mrs.

Vardeu loftily,
" to step up-stairs and see if Dolly has finished

dressing, and to tell her that the chair that was ordeml for

her v 11 be here in a minute, and that if she keeps it waiting,
I #hnll send it away that instant. I 'in sorry to see that you
lon't tike your tea, Vardeu, and that you don't take your*,
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Mr. Joseph ; though of course it would be foolish of me to

t-xpoct that anything that can be had at home, and in the

company of females, would please you."
This pronoun was understood in the plural sense, and

included both gentlemen, upon both of whom it was rather

hard and undeserved, for Gabriel had applied himself to the

meal with a very promising appetite, until it was spoilt by
Mrs. Varden herself, and Joe had as great a liking for the

female society of the locksmith's house or for a part of it at

all events as man could well entertain.

But he had no opportunity to saj- anything in his own

defence, for at that moment Dolly herself appeared, and

struck him quite dumb with her beauty. Never had Dolly
looked so handsome as she did then, in all the glow and

grace of youth, with all her charms increased a hundred fold

by a most becoming dress, by a thousand little coquettish

ways which nobody could assume with a better grace, and all

the sparkling expectation of that accursed party. It is im

possible to tell how Joe hated that party wherever it was, and
all the other people who were going to it, whoever they
were.

And she hardly looked at him no, hardly looked at him.

And when the chair was seen through the open door coming
blundering into the workshop, she actually clapped her hands
and seemed glad to go. But Joe gave her his arm there

Avas some comfort in that and handed her into it. To see

her seat herself inside, with her laughing eyes brighter than

diamonds, and her hand surely she had the prettiest hand
in the world on the ledge of the open window, and her little

finger provokingly and pertly tilted up, as if it wondered why
Joe didn't squeeze or kiss it ! To think how well one or two
of the modest snowdrops would have become that delicate

bodice, and how they were lying neglected outside the

parlour window ! To see how Miggs looked on, with a face

expressive of knowing how all this loveliness was got up, and
of being in the secret of every string and pin and hook and

eye, and of saying it ain't half as real as you think, and I

could look quite as well myself if I took the pains ! To hear

that provoking precious little scream when the chair was
hoisted on its poles, and to catch that transient but not-to-be-

forgotten vision of the happy face within what torments

and aggravations, and yet what delights were these! The
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chairmen seemed favoured rivals aa tluy bore her down
the street.

There never was such an alteration in a small loom in a

small time as in that pailour when they went back to finish

tea. So dark, so deserted, so perfectly disenchanted. It

seemed such sheer nonsense to be sitting tamely there, when
she was at a dance with more lovers than man could calculate

fluttering about her with the whole party doting on and

adoring her, and wanting to marry her. Miggs was hovering
about too; and the fact of her existence, the mere circum

stance of her ever having been born, appeared, after Dolly,

such an unaccountable practical joke. It was impossible to

talk. It couldn't be done. He had nothing left for it but

to stir his tea round, and round, and round, and ruminate

on all the fascinations of the locksmith's lovely daughter.
Gabriel was dull too. It was a part of the certain un

certainty of Mrs. Varden's temper, that when they were in

this condition, she should be gay and sprightly.
"

I need have a cheerful disposition, I am sure," said the

smiling housewife,
" to preserve any spirits at all

;
and how I

do it I can scarcely tell."
"
Ah, mim," sighed Miggs,

'

begging your pardon for the

interruption, there an't a many like you."
" Take away, Miggs," said Mrs. Varden, rising,

" take

away, pray. I know I 'm a restraint here, and as I wish

everybody to enjoy themselves as they best can, I feel I had
better go."

"
No, no, Martha," cried the locksmith. "

Stop here. I 'm
sure we shall be very sorry to lose you, eh Joe .

" Joe started

and said "
Certainly."

"Thank you, Varden, my dear," returned his wife; "but
I know your wishes better. Tobacco and beer, or spirits,

have much greater attractions than any I can boast of, and
therefore I shall go and sit up stairs and look out of window,

my love. Good night, Mr. Joseph. I 'm very glad to have
seen you, and only wish I could have provided something
more suitable to your taste. Remember me very kindly il

you please to old Mr. Willet, and tell him that whenever he
comes hero I have a crow to pluck with him. Good night !

"

Having uttered these words with great sweetness of mannei
the good lady dropped a curtsey remarkable for its conde

scension, and serenely withdrew.
VOL. i.
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Anu it was for this Joe had looked forward to the twenty-
fifth of March for weeks and weeks, and had gathered the

(lowers Avith so much care, and had cocked his hat, and made
himself so smart ! This was the end of all his bold determina

tion, resolved upon for the hundredth time, to speak out to

Dolly and tell her how he loved her ! To see her for a minute

for but a minute to find her going out to a party and

glad to go ;
to be looked upon as a common pipe-smoker,

beer-bibber, spirit-guzzler, and tosspot ! He bade farewell

to his friend the locksmith, and hastened to take horse at the

Black Lion, thinking as he turned towards home, as many
another Joe has thought before and since, that here was an
end to all his hopes that the thing was impossible and never

could be that she didn't care for him that he was wretched

for life and that the only congenial prospect left him, was to

go for a soldier or a sailor, and get some obliging enemy to

knock his brains out as soon as possible.
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CHAPTER XIV.

JOE WiM.flr rode leisurely along in his desponding mood,

picturing the locksmith's daughter going down long country-

dances, and poussctting dreadfully with bold strangers which
was almost too much to bear when he heard the tramp of a

horse's feet behind him, and looking back, saw a well-mounted

gentleman advancing at a smart canter. As this rider passed,
he checked his steed, and called him of the Maypole by hia

name. Joe set spurs to the grey mare, and was at his side

directly.
"

I thought it was you, sir," he said, touching his hat.
" A

fair evening, sir. Glad to see you out of doors again."
The gentleman smiled and nodded. " What gay doings

have been going on to-day, Joe ? Is she as pretty as ever ?

Nay, don't blush, man."
"If I coloured at all, Mr. Edward," said Joe, "which I

didn't know I did, it was to think I should have been such a

fool as ever to have any hope of her. She 's as far out of my
reach as as Heaven is."

"
Well, Joe, I hope that 's not altogether beyond it," said

Edward, good-humouredly.
" Eh ?

"

" Ah !

"
sighed Joe. "

It 's all very fine talking, sir.

Proverbs are easily made in cold blood. But it can't be

helped. Are you bound for our house, sir ?
"

" Yes. As I am not quite strong yet, I shall stay there

to-night, and ride home coolly in the morning."
" If you 're in no particular hurry," said Joe, after a short

silence,
" and will bear with the pace of this poor jade, I shall

l>o glad to ride on with you to the Warren, sir, and hold your
horse when you dismount. It '11 save you having to walk
from the Muypole, there and back again. I can spare the

time well, sir, for I am too soon."
" And so am I," returned Edward,

"
though I was un-

conscioush' riding fast just now, in somplimeut I suppose to
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the pace of my thoughts, which were travelling post. We
will keep together, Joe, willingly, and be as good company as

may be. And cheer up, cheer up, think of the locksmith's

daughter with a stout heart, and you shall win her yet."

Joe shook his head
;
but there was something so cheery in

the buoyant hopeful manner of this speech, that his spirits

rose under its influence, and communicated as it would seem

some new impulse even to the grey mare, who, breaking from

her sober amble into a gentle trot, emulated the pace of

Edward Chester's horse, and appeared to flatter herself that

he was doing his veiy best.

It was a fine dry night, and the light of a young moon,
which was then just rising, shed around that peace and tran

quillity which gives to evening time its most delicious charm.

The lengthened shadows of the trees, softened as if reflected in

still water, threw their carpet on the path the travellers pur
sued, and the light wind stirred yet more softly than before,

as though it were soothing Natur^ in her sleep. By little and
little they ceased talking, and rode on side by side in a pleasant
silence.

" The Maypole lights are brilliant to-night," said Edward
as they rode along the lane from -which, while the intervening
trees were bare of leaves, that hostelry was visible.

" Brilliant indeed, sir," returned Joe, rising in his stirrups
to get a better view. "

Lights in the large room, and a fire

glimmering in the best bed-chamber ? Why, what company
can this be for, I wonder !

"

" Some benighted horseman wending towards London, and
deterred from going on to-night by the marvellous tales of

my friend the highwayman, I suppose," said Edward.
" He must be a horseman of good quality to have such

accommodations. Your bed too, sir !

"

" No matter, Joe. Any other room will do for me. But
come there 's nine striking. We may push on."

They cantered forward at as brisk a pace as Joe's charger
could attain, and presently stopped in the little copse where he
had left her in the morning. Edward dismounted, gave his

bridle to his companion, and walked with a light step towards

the house.

A female servant was waiting at a side gate in the garden-

vrall, and admitted him without delay. He hurried along the

terrace-walk, and darted up a flight of broad steps leading



BARNABY BUDGE. 117

into an old and gloomy hall, whose walls were ornamented

with rusty suits of armour, antlers, weapons of the chase, and

such like garniture. Here he paused, but not long; for as he

looked round, as if expecting the attendant to have followed,

and wondering she had not done so, a lovely girl appeared,
whose dark hair next moment rested on his breast. Almost

at the same instant a heavy hand was laid upon her arm,
Edward felt himself thrust away, and Mr. Ilaredale stood

between them.

He regarded the young man sternly without removing his

hat
;
with one hand clasped his niece, and with the other, in

which he held his riding-whip, motioned him towards the

door. The young man drew himself lip, and returned his

gaze.
"

Tliis is well done of you, sir, to corrupt my servants, and

enter my house unbidden and in secret, like a thief !

"
said

Mr. Ilaredale. " Leave it, sir, and return no more."
" Miss Haredale's presence," returned the young man,

" and

yoiir relationship to her, give you a licence which, if you are

a brave man, you will not abuse. You have compelled me to

this course, and the fault is yours not mine."
"

It is neither generous, nor honourable, nor the act of a

true man, sir," retorted the other,
" to tamper with the affec

tions of a weak, trusting girl, while you shrink, in youi

unworthiness, from her guardian and protector, and dare not

meet the light of day. More than this I will not say to you,
save that I forbid you this house, and require you to be gone."

"It is neither generous, nor honourable, nor the act of a

true man to play the spy," said Edward. " Your words imply
dishonour, and I reject them with the scorn they merit."

"You will find," said Mr. Haredale, calmly, "your trusty

go-between in waiting at the gate by which you entered. 1

have plaj'ed no spy's part, sir. I chanced to see you pass the

gate, and followed. You might have heard me knocking foi

admission, had you been less swift of foot, or lingered in the

garden. Please to withdraw. Your presence here is offensive

to me and distressful to my niece." As he said these words,
he passed his arm about the waist of the terrified and weoping
girl, and drew her closer to him

;
and though the habitual

severity of his manner was scarcely changed, there was yet

apparent in the action an air of kindness and sympathy for

her distrew
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" Mr. Haredale," said Edward,
"
your arm encircles her on

\vhora I have set my every hope and thought, and to purchase
one minute's happiness for -whom I woxdd gladly lay down my
life

;
this house is the casket that holds the precious jewel of

my existence. Your niece has plighted her faith to me, and

I have plighted mine to her. What have I done that you
should hold me in this light esteem, and give me those

discourteous words ?
"

"You have done that, sir," answered Mr. Haredale, "which
must be undone. You have tied a lover's-knot here which
must be cut asunder. Take good heed of what I say. Must.

1 cancel the bond between ye. I reject you, and all of your
kith and kin all the false, hollow, heartless stock."

"
High words, sir," said Edward, scornfully.

" Words of purpose and meaning, as you will find,"

replied the other. "
Lay them to heart."

"
Lay you then, these," said Edward. " Your cold and

sullen temper, which chills every breast about you, which

turns affection into fear, and changes duty into dread, has

forced us on this secret course, repugnant to our nature and

our wish, and far more foreign, sir, to us than you. I am
not a false, a hollow, or a heartless man

;
the character is

yours, who poorly venture on these injurious terms, against
the truth, and under the shelter whereof I reminded you just
now. You shall not cancel the bond between us. I will not

abandon this pursuit. I rely upon your niece's truth and

honour, and set your influence at nought. I leave her with a

confidence in her pure faith, which you will never weaken,
and with no concern but that I do not leave her in some

gentler care."

With that, he pressed her cold hand to his lips, and once

more encountering and returning Mr. Haredale' s steady look,

withdrew.

A few words to Joe as he mounted his horse sufficiently

explained what had passed, and renewed all that young
gentleman's despondency with tenfold aggravation. They
rode back to the Maypole without exchanging a sj-llable, and

arrived at the door with heavy hearts.

Old John, who had peeped from behind the red curtain as

they rode up shouting for Hugh, was out directly, and said

with great importance as he held the young man's stirrup,
" Ho 's comfortable in bed the best bod. A thorough
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pentleman ;
the smilingest, affablest gentleman I ever had to

do with."

"Who, Willet?" said Edward carelessly, as he dismounted.
" Your worthy father lir," replied John. " Your honour

able, venerable father."

"What does he mean?" said Edward, looking -with a

mixture of alarm and doubt at Joe.

"What do you mean?" said Joe. "Don't you see Mr.
Kdward doesn't understand, father ?

"

"
Why, didn't you know of it, sir ?

"
said John, opening

his eyes wide. " How very singular ! Bless you, he 's been

here ever since noon to-day, and Mr. Haredale has been

having a long talk with him, and hasn't been gone an

hour."
" My father, Willet !

"

"
Yes, sir, he told me so a handsome, slim, upright

gentleman, in green-and-gold. In your old room up yonder,
sir. No doubt you can go in, sir," said John, walking
backwards into the road and looking up at the window.
" He hasn't put out his candles yet, I see."

Edward glanced at the window also, and hastily murmuring
that he had changed his mind forgotten something and

must return to London, mounted his horse again and rodo

away; leaving the Willets, father and son, looking at each

in mute astonishment.
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CHAPTER XV.

AT noon next day, John "Willet's guest sat lingering over

his breakfast in his own home, surrounded by a variety of

comforts, which left the Maypole's highest flight and utmost

stretch of accommodation at an infinite distance behind, and

suggested comparisons very much to the disadvantage and
disfavour of that venerable tavern.

In the broad old fashioned window-seat as capacious as

many modern sofas, and cushioned to serve the purpose of a

luxurious settee in the broad old-fashioned window-seat of a

roomy chamber, Mr. Chester lounged, very much at his ease,

over a well-furnished breakfast-table. He had exchanged his

riding-coat for a handsome morning-gown, his boots for

slippers ;
had been at great pains to atone for the having been

obliged to make his toilet when he rose without the aid of

dressing-case and tiring equipage ; and, having gradually

forgotten through these means the discomforts of an in

different night and an early ride, was in a state of perfect

complacency, indolence, and satisfaction.

The situation in which he found himself, indeed, was

particularly favourable to the growth of these feelings ; for,

not to mention the lazy influence of a late and lonely breakfast,

with the additional sedative of a newspaper, there was an air

of repose about his place of residence peculiar to itself, and

which hangs about it, oven in these times, when it is more

bustling and busy than it was in days of yore.
There are, still, worse places than the Temple, on a sultry

day, for basking in the sun, or resting idly in the shade.

There is yet a drowsiness in ks courts, and a dreamy dullness

in its trees and gardens ;
those who pace its lanes and squares

may yet hear the echoes of their footsteps on the sounding

stones, and read upon its gates, in passing from the tumult of

the Strand or Fleet Street, "Who enters here leaves noise

behind." There is still the plash of falling water in fair
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Fountain Court, and there are yet nooks and corners where
dun-hiiunted students may look down from their dusty garrets,
on a vagrant ray of sunlight patching the shade of the tall

houses, and seldom troubled to reflect a passing stranger's
form. There is yet, in the Te/nple, something of a clerkly
monkish atmosphere, which public offices of law have not

disturbed, and even legal firms have failed to scare away. In

summer time, its pumps suggest to thirsty idlers, springs

cooler, and more sparkling, and deeper than other wells
;
and

as they trace the spillings of full pitchers on the heated

ground, they snuff the freshness, and, sighing, cast sad looks

towards the Thames, and think of baths and boats, and

saunter on, despondent.
It was in a room in Paper Buildings a row of goodly

tenements, shaded in front by ancient trees, and looking, at

the back, upon the Temple Gardens that this, our idler,

lounged ; now taking up ngain the paper he had laid down a

hundred times
;
now trifling with the fragments of his meal

;

now pulling forth his golden 'x>othpick, and glancing leisurely

about the room, or out at window into the trim garden walks,

where a few early loiterers were already pacing to and fro.

Here a pair of lovers met to quarrel and make up ;
there a

dark-eyed nursery-maid had better eyes for Templars than her

charge ; on this hand an ancient spinster, with her lapdog in

a string, regarded both enormities with scornful sidelong
looks

;
on that a weazen old gentleman, ogling the nursery

maid, looked with like scorn upon the spinster, and wondered

she didn't know she was no longer j-oung. Apart from all

these, on the river's margin two or three couple of business-

talkers walked slowly up and down in earnest conversation ;

and one young man sat thoughtfully on a bench, alone.

''Ned is amazingly patient!" said Mr. Chester, glancing
at this last-named person as he set down his teacup and plied

the golden toothpick,
"
immensely patient ! He was sitting

yonder when I began to dress, and has scarcely changed his

posture since. A most eccentric dog !

"

As he spoke, the figure rose, and came towards him with a

rapid pace.
"
Really, as if he had heard me," said the father, resuming

hin newspaper with a yawn.
" Dear Ned !

"

Presently the room -dr or opened, and the young man en

tered; to whom }>if father jfently waved his hand, and smiled.
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"Are you at leisure for a little conversation, sir?
'
said

Edward.
"
Surely, Ned. I am always at leisure. You know my

constitution. Have you breakfasted ?
"

" Three hours ago."
"What a very early dog!

"
cried his father, contemplating

him from behind the toothpick, -with a languid smile.

"The truth is," said Edward, bringing a chair forward,
and seating himself near the table,

" that I slept but ill last

night, and was glad to rise. The cause of my uneasiness

cannot but be known to you, sir
;
and it is upon that, I wish

to speak."

"My dear boy," returned his father, "confide in me, I beg.
But you know my constitution don't be prosy, Ned."

"
I will be plain, and brief," said Edward.

" Don't say you will, my good fellow," returned his father,

crossing his legs, "or you certainly will not. You are going to

tell me "

"
Plainly this, then," said the son, with an air of great

concern,
" that I know where you were last night from

being on the spot, indeed and whom you saw, and what

your purpose was."
" You don't say so !

"
cried his father. " I am delighted

to hear it. It saves us the worry, and terrible wear and tear

of a long explanation, and is a great relief for both. At the

very house ! Why didn't you come up ? I should have been

charmed to see you."
"

I knew that what I had to say would be better said after

& night's reflection, when both of us were cool," returned

the son.
" 'Fore Gad. Ned," rejoined the father,

"
I was cool enough

last night. That detestable Maypole ! By some infernal

contrivance of the builder, it holds the wind and keeps it

fresh. You remember the sharp east wind that blew so hard

five weeks ago ? I give you my honour it was rampant in

that old house last night, though out of doors there was a

dead calm. But you were saying
"

"
I was about to say, Heaven knows how seriously and

earnestly, that you have made me wretched, sir. Will you
hear me gravely for a moment ?

"

" My dear Ned," said his father,
"

I will hear you with

the patience of an anchorite. Oblige me with the milk/'
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"
I saw Miss Haredale last night," Ed\vard resumed, when

he had complied with this request ;

" her undo, in her

presence, immediately after your interview, and, as of course

I know, in consequence of it, forbade me the house, and, witli

circumstances of indignity which are of your creation I am
sure, commanded me to leave it on the instant."

" For his manner of doing so, I give you my honour, Xed,
I am not accountable," said his father. "That you must
excuse. He is a mere boor, a log, a brute, with no address

in life. Positively a fly in the jug. The first I have seen

this year."
Edward rose, and paced the room. His imperturbable

parent sipped his tea.
"
Father," said the young man, stopping at length before

him,
" we must not trifle in this matter. We must not

deceive each other, or ourselves. Let me pursue "the manly
open part, I wish to take, and do not repel me by this unkind

indifference."

"Whether I am indifferent or no," returned the other,
"

I

leave you, my dear boy, to judge. A ride of twenty-five or

thirty miles, through miry roads a Maypole dinner a t6te-a-

t6te with Haredale, which, vanity apart, was quite a Valentine

and Orson business a Maypole bed a Maypole landlord,

and a Maypole retinue of idiots and centaurs ;
whether the

voluntary endurance of these things looks like indifference,

dear Ned, or like the excessive anxiety, and devotion, and all

that sort of thing, of a parent, you shall determine for

yourself."
"

I wish you to consider, sir," said Edward,
" in what

a cruel situation I am placed. Loving Miss Haredale as

I do "

" My dear fellow," interrupted his father with a com

passionate smile,
"
you do nothing of the kind. You don't

know anything about it. There 's no such thing, I assure

you. Now, do take my word for it. You have good sense,

Ned, great good sense. I wonder you should be guilty of

such amazing absurdities. You really surprise me."
"

I repeat," said his son firmly,
" that I love her. You have

interposed to part us, and have, to the extent I have just now
told you of, succeeded. May I induce you, sir, in time, to think

more favourably of our attachment, or is it your intention and

your fixed design to hold us asunder if you can ?
"
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" My dear Ned," returned his father, taking a pinch of

snuff and pushing his box towards him, "that is my purpose
most undoubtedly."

''The time that has elapsed," rejoined his son, "since I

began to know her worth, has flown in such a dream that

\intil now I have hardly once paused to reflect upon my true

position. What is it? From my childhood I have been

accustomed to luxury and idleness, and have been bred as

though my fortune were large, and my expectations almost

without a limit. The idea of wealth has been familiarised to

me from my cradle. I have been taught to look upon those

means, by which men raise themselves to riches and dis

tinction, as being beyond my heeding, and beneath my care.

I have been, as the phrase is, liberally educated, and am fit

for nothing. I find myself at last wholly dependent upon you,
with no resource but in your favour. In this momentous

question of my life we do not, and it would seem, we never

can, agree. I have shrunk instinctively alike from those to

whom you have urged me to pay court, and from the motives

of interest and gain which have rendered them in jour eyes
visible objects for my suit. If there never has been thus

much plain-speaking between us before, sir, the fault has not

been mine, indeed. If I seem to speak too plainly now, it is,

believe me father, in the hope that there may be a franker

spirit, a worthier reliance, and a kinder confidence between us

in time to come."

"My good fellow," said his smiling father, "you quite
affect me. Go on, my dear Edward, I beg. But remember

your promise. There is great earnestness, vast candour, a

manifest sincerity in all you say, but I fear I observe the

faintest indications of a tendency to prose."
" I am very sorry, sir."
"
I am very sorry too, Ned, but you know that I cannot fix

my mind for any long period upon one subject. If you '11

come to the point at once, I '11 imagine all that ought to go
before, and conclude it said. Oblige me with the milk again.

Listening invariably makes me feverish."
" What I would say then, tends to this," said Edward. "

I

cannot bear this absolute dependence, sir, even upon you.
Time has been lost and opportunity thrown away, but I am
yet P. young man, and may retrieve it. Will you give me
the moans ot devoting such abilities and energies as I possess.
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to sumo worthy pursuit ? Will you let me try to make for

ni/self an honourable path in life ? For any term you please
to name say for five years if you will I will pledge myself
to move no further in the matter of our difference without

your full concurrence. During that period, I will endeavour

earnestly and patiently, if ever man did, to open some

prospect for myself, and free you from the burden you fear I

should become if I married one whose worth and beauty are

her chief endowments. Will you do this, sir ? At the ex

piration of the term we agree upon, let us discuss this subject

again. Till then, unless it is revived by you, let it never be

renewed between us."
"
My dear Ned," returned his father, laying down the

newspaper at which he had been glancing carelessly, and

throwing himself back in the window-seat,
"

I believe you
know how very much I dislike what are called family affairs,

which are only fit for plebeian Christmas days, and have no

manner of business with people of our condition. But as you
are proceeding upon a mistake, Ned altogether upon a

mistake I will conquer my repugnance -to entering on such

matters, and give you a perfectly plain and candid answer, if

you will do me the favour to shut the door."

Edward having obeyed him, he took an elegant little knift

from his pocket, and paring his nails, continued :

"You have to thank me, Ned, for being of good family;
for your mother, charming person as she was, and almost

broken-hearted, and so forth, as she left me, when she was

prematurely compelled to become immortal had nothing to

boast of in that respect."
"Her father was at least an eminent lawyer, sir," said

Edward.
"
Quite right, Ned

; perfectly so. lie stood high at the

bar, had a great name and groat wealth, but having risen

from nothing I have always closed my eyes to the circum

stance and steadily resisted its contemplation, but I fear his

father dealt in pork, and that his business did once involve

cowheel and sausages he wished to marry his daughter into

a good family. He had his heart's desire, Ned. I was a

younger son's younger son, and I married her. We each

had our object, and gained it. She stepped at once into

the politest and best circles, and I stepped into a fortune

which I assure }-ou wrs ver~ neccssnry to my comfort quite
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indispensable. Now, my good felloAV, that fortuuo is among
the things that have been. It is gone, Ned, and has boon

gone how old are you? I always forget."
"
Seven-aiid-twenty, sir."

"Are you indeed?" cried his father, raising his eyelids in

a languishing surprise.
" So much ! Then I should say

Ned, that as nearly as I remember, its skirts vanished from

human knowledge, about eighteen or nineteen years ago. It

wa- about that time "when I came to live in these chambers

(once your grandfather's, and bequeathed by that extremely

respectable person to me), and commenced to live upon an

inconsiderable annuity and my past reputation."
" You are jesting with me, sir," said Edward.
"Not in the slightest degree, I assure you," returned his

father with great composure. "These family topics are so

extremely dry, that I am sorry to say they don't admit of any
such relief. It is for that reason, and because they have an

appearance of business, that I dislike them so very much.
Well! You know the rest. A son, Ned, unless he is old

enough to be a companion that is to say, unless he is some
two or three and twenty is not the kind of thing to have
about one. He is a restraint upon his father, his father is a

restraint upon him, and they make each other mutually
uncomfortable. Therefore, until within the last four years or

so I have a poor memory for dates, and if I mistake, you
will correct me in your own mind you pursued your studies

at a distance, and picked up a great variety of accomplish
ments. Occasionally we passed a week or two together here,
and disconcerted each other as only such near relations can.

At last you came home. I candidly tell you, my dear boy,
that if you had been awkward and overgrown, I should have

exported you to some distant part of the world."
" I wish with all my soul you had, sir," said Edward.

"No, you don't, Ned," rejoined his father coolly; "you
are mistaken, I assure you. I found you a handsome,

prepossessing, elegant fellow, and I threw you into the society
I can still command. Having done that, my dear fellow, I

consider that I have provided for you in life, and rely on your

doing something to provide for me in return."
"

I do not understand your meaning, sir."
" My meaning, Ned, is obvious I obserre another fly in

the cream-jug, but have the goodness not to take it out as
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you did the first, for their walk when their legs are milky, is

extremely ungraceful and disagreeable my meaning 'is, that

you must do as I did
;
that you must marry well and make

the most of yourself."
" A mere fortune-hunter!" cried the son, indignantly
"What in the devil's name, Ned, would you be !" returned

the father. "All men are fortune-hunters, are they not?

The law, the church, the court, the camp see how they are

all crowded with fortune-hunters, jostling each other in the

pursuit. The Stock-exchange, the pulpit, the counting-house,
the royal drawing-room, the Senate, what but fortune-

hunters are they filled with ? A fortune-hunter ! Yes. You
are one

;
and you would be nothing else, my dear Ned, if you

were the greatest courtier, lawyer, legislator, prelate, or

merchant, in existence. If you are squeamish and moral,

Ned, console yourself with the reflection that at the worst

your fortune-hunting can make but one person miserable or

unhappy. How many people do you suppose these other

kinds of huntsmen crush in following their sport hundreds

at a step ? Or thousands ?"

The young man leant his head upon his hand, and made no
answer.

"
I am quite charmed," said the father rising, and walking

slowly to and fro^stopping now and then to glance at

himself in a mirror, or surrey a picture through his glass,
with the air of a connoisseur, "that we have had this

conversation, Ned, unpromising as it was. It establishes a

confidence between us which is quite delightful, and was

certainly necessary, though how you can ever have mistaken
our position and designs, I confess I cannot understand. I

conceived, until I found your fancy for this girl, that all these

points were tacitly agreed upon between us."

"I knew j'ou were embarrassed, sir," returned the son,

raising his head for a moment, and then falling into his

former attitude,
" but I had no idea we were the beggared

wretches you describe. How could I suppose it, bred as I

have been
; witnessing the life you have always led

;
and the

appearance you have always made?"
" My dear child," said the father "for you really talk ao

like a child that I must call you one you were bred upon a

careful principle; the very manner of your education, I assure

you, maintained my credit surprisingly. As to the life I lead,
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I must lead it, Ned. 1 must have these little refinements

about me. I have always been used to them, and I cannot

exist without them. They must surround me, you observe,

and therefore they are here. With regard to our circum

stances, Ned, you may set your mind at rest upon that score

They are desperate. Your own appearance is by no means

despicable, and our joint pocket-money alone devours oui

income. That 's the truth."
" Why have I never known this before ? Why have you

encouraged me, sir, to an expenditure and mode of life to

which we have no right or title ?"
" My good fellow," returned his father more compassion

ately than ever, "if you made no appearance how could you

possibly succeed in the pursuit for which I destined you ? As
to our mode of life, every man has a right to live in the best

way lie can
;
and to make himself as comfortable as he can,

or he is an unnatural scoundrel. Our debts, I grant, are very

great, and therefore it the more behoves you, as a young man
of principle and honour, to pay them off as speedily as

possible."
"The villain's part," muttered Edward, "that I have

unconsciously played ! I to win the heart of Emma Hare-

dale ! I would, for her sake, I had died first !"
"

I am glad you see, Ned," returned his father,
" how

perfectly self-evident it is, that nothing can be done in that

quarter. But apart from this, and the necessity of your

speedily bestowing yourself in another (as you know you
could to-morrow, if you chose), I wish you'd look upon it

pleasantly. In a religious point of view alone, how could you
ever think of uniting yourself to a Catholic, unless she was

amazingly rich ? You who ought to be so very Protestant,

coming of such a Protestant family as you do. Let us be

moral, Ned, or we are nothing. Even if one could set that

objection aside, which is impossible, we come to another which

is quite conclusive. The very idea of marrying a girl whose

father was killed, like meat ! Good God, Ned, how disagree
able ! Consider the impossibility of having any respect for

your father-in-law under such unpleasant circumstances

think of his having been 'viewed' by jurors, and 'sat upon'

by coroners, and of his very doubtful position in the family
ever afterwards. It seems to me such an indelicate sort 01

tiling tha* I really think the girl ought to have been put to
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death by tlio state to prevent its happening. But I tease you

perhaps. You would rather be alone ? My dear Ned, most

willingly. God bless you. I shall bo going out presently,
but we shall meet to-night, or if not to-night, certainly to

morrow. Take care of yourself in the mean time for both our

sakes. You are a person of great consequence to me, Ned
of vast consequence indeed. God bless you !"

With these words, the father, who had been arranging his

cravat in the glass, while he uttered them in a disconnected

careless manner, withdrew, humming a tune as he went.

The son, who had appeared so lost in thought as not to hear

or understand them, remained quite still and silent. After

the lapse of half an hour or so, the elder Chester, gaily

dressed, went out. The younger still sat with his head

resting on his hands, in what appeared to be a kind of

stupor.

TOI.I



ICO BAUNAHY

CHAPTER XYI.

A SERIKS of pictures repi-esenting the streets of London in

the night, even at the comparatively recent date of this tale,

would present to the eye something so very different in

character from the reality which is witnessed in these times,

that it would be difficult for the beholder to recognise his

most familiar walks iu the altered aspect of little more than

half a century ago.

They were, one and all, from the broadest and best to the

narrowest and least frequented, very dark. The oil and

cotton lamps, though regularly trimmed twice or thrice in the

long winter nights, burnt feebly at the best ; and at a late

hour, when they were unassisted by the lamps and candles in

the shops, cast but a narrow track of doubtful light upon the

footway, leaving the projecting doors and house-fronts in the

deepest gloom. Many of the courts and lanes were left in

total darkness
;
those of the meaner sort, where one glimmer

ing light twinkled for a score of houses, being favoured in no

slight degree. Even in these places, the inhabitants had
often good reason for extinguishing their lamp as soon as it

was lighted; and the watch being utterly inefficient and

powerless to prevent them, they did so at their pleasure.

Thus, in the lightest thoroughfares, there was at every turn

some obscure and dangerous spot whither a thief might fly

for shelter, and few would care to follow
;
and the city being

belted round by fields, green lanes, waste grounds, and lonely

roads, dividing it at that time from the suburbs that have

joined it since, escape, even where the pursuit was hot, was
rendered easy.

It is no wonder that with these favouring circumstances in

full and constant operation, street robberies, often accompanied

by cruel wounds, and not unfrequently by loss of life, should

have been of nightly occurrence in the very heart of London,
or that quiet folks should have had e^eat dread of traversing
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its streets after the shops were closed. It was not unusual

for those who wended home alone at midnight, to keep the

middle of the road, the better to guard against surprise from

lurking footpads ;
few would venture to repair at a late hour

to Kentish Town or Hampstead, or even to Kensington or

Chelsea, unarmed and unattended
;
while ho who had been

loudest and most valiant at the supper-table or _the tavern,

and had but a mile or so to go, was glad to fee a link-boy to

escort him home.
There were many other characteristics not quite so

disagreeable about the thoroughfares of London then, with

which they had been long familiar. Some of the shops,

especially those to the eastward of Temple Bar, still adhered

to the old practice of hanging out a sign ;
and the creaking

and swinging of these boards in their iron frames on windy

nights, formed a strange and mournful concert for the ears of

those who lay awake in bed or hurried through the streets.

Long stands of hackney-chairs and groups of chairmen,

compared with whom the coachmen of our day are gentle and

polite, obstructed the way and filled the air with clamour;

night-cellars, indicated by a little stream of light crossing the

pavement, and stretching out half-way into the road, and by
the stifled roar of voices frcm below, yawned for the reception

and entertainment of the most abandoned of both sexes
;

under every shed and bulk small groups of link-boys gamed
away the earnings of the day ;

or one more weary than the

rest, gave way to sleep, and let the fragment of his torch fall

hissing on the puddled ground.
Then there was the watch with staff and lanthorn crying

the hour, and the kind of weather
;
and those who woke up

at his voice and turned them round in bed, were glad to hear

it rained, or snowed, or blew, or froze, for very comfort's sake.

The solitary passenger was startled by the chairmen's cry of
"
By your leave there!" as two came trotting past him with

their empty vehicle carried backwards to show its being
disengaged and hurried to the nearest stand. Many a

private chair too, inclosing some fine lady, monstrously hooped
and furbelowed, anil preceded by running-footmen bearing
flambeaux for whicli extinguishers are yet suspended before

the doors of a few houses of the better sort made the way
gny and light as it danced along, and darker and more
dismal whn it had passed. It was not unusual for there

K2



132 BAftXABY RUDGE.

running gentry, who carried it with a very high, hand, to

quarrel in. the servants' hall while waiting for their masters

and mistresses
; and, falling to blows either there or in the

street without, to strew the placo of skirmish with hair-

powder, fragments of bag-wigs, and scattered nosegays.

Gaming, the vice which ran so high among all classes (the

fashion being of course set by the upper), was generally the

cause of these disputes; for cards and dice were as openly

used, and worked as much mischief, and yielded as much
excitement below stairs, as above. While incidents like these,

arising out of drums and masquerades and parties at quadrille,

were passing at the west end of the town, heavy stage-coaches
and scarce heavier waggons were lumbering slowly towards

the city, the coachmen, guard, and passengers armed to the

teeth, and the coach a day or so, perhaps, behind its time,

but that was nothing despoiled by highwaymen ;
who made

no scruple to attack, alone and single-handed, a whole caravan

of goods and men, and sometimes shot a passenger or two,

and were sometimes shot themselves, just as the case might
be. On the morrow, rumours of this new act of daring on

the road yielded matter for a few hours' conversation through
the town, and a Public Progress of some fine gentleman (half

drunk) to Tyburn, dressed in the newest fashion and damning
the ordinary with unspeakable gallantry and grace, furnished

to the populace, at once a pleasant excitement and a wholesome

and profound example.

Among all the dangerous characters who, in such a state of

society, prowled and skulked in the metropolis at night, there

was one man, from whom many as uncouth and fierce as he,

shrunk with an involuntary dread. "Who he was, or whence

he came, was a question often asked, but which none could

answer. His name was unknown, he had never been seen

until within eight days or thereabouts, and was equally a

stranger to the old ruffians, upon whose haunts lie ventured

fearlessly, as to the young. He could be no spy, for ho never

removed his slouched hat to look about him, entered into con

versation with no man, heeded nothing that passed, listened

to no discourse, regarded nobody that came or went. But so

surely as the dead of night set in, so surely this man was in

the midst of the loose concourse in the night-cellar where

outcasts of every grade resorted
;

and there he sat till

morning1

.
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He was iiot only a spectre at their licentious feasts ; a

something in the midst of their revelry and riot that chilled

and haunted them
;

but out of doors he was the same

Directly it was dark, he was abroad never in company with

any one, but always alone
;
never lingering or loitering, but

always walking swiftly ;
and looking (so they said who had

seen him) over his shoulder from time to time, and as he did

po quickening his pace. In the fields, the lanes, the roads, in

all quarters of the town east, west, north, and south that

man was seen gliding on, like a shadow. He was always

hurrying away. Those who encountered him, saw him steal

past, caught sight of the backward glance, and so lost him in

the darkness.

This constant restlessness and flitting to and fro, gave rise

to strange stories. He was seen in such distant and remote

places, at times so nearly talking with each other, that some
doubted whether there were not two of them, or more some,

whether he had not unearthly means of travelling from spot
to spot. The footpad hiding in a ditch had marked him

passing like a ghost along its brink
;
the vagrant had met

him on the dark high-road ;
the beggar had seen him pause

upon the bridge to look down at the water, and then s\veep
on again ; they who dealt in bodies with the surgeons could

swear he slept in churchyards, and that they had beheld him

glide away among the tombs, on their approach. And as

Ihey told these stories to each other, one who had looked

about him would pull his neighbour by the sleeve, and there

he would be among them.

At last, one man ho was of those whose commerce lay

among the graves fesolved to question this strange com

panion. Next night, when he had eat his poor meal vora

ciously (he was accustomed to do that, they had observed, as

though he had no other in the day), this fellow sat down at

his elbow.

"A black night, master!"
"

It is a black night."
" Blacker than last, though that was pitchy too. Didn't 7

pass yon near the turnpike in the Oxford-road ?
"

"
It 'a like you may. I don't know."

"
Come, come, master," cried the fellow, urged on by the

looks of his comrades, ayd slapping him on the shuulder ;

" be more companionable and communicative, lie more the
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gentleman in this good company. There are taler, among us

that 3
rou have sold yourself to the devil, and I know not

what."
" We all have, have we not ?

" returned the stranger,

looking Tip.
" If we were fewer in number, perhaps he

would give better wages."
"
It goes rather hard with you, indeed," said the fellow, as

the stranger disclosed his haggard unwashed face, and torn

clothes.
" What of that '? Be merry, master. A stave of a

roaring song now "

"
Sing you, if you desire to hear one," replied the other,

shaking him roughly off;
" and don't touch me if you 're a,

prudent man
;

I carry arms which go off easily they have

done so, before now and make it dangerous for strangers
who don't know the trick of them, to lay hands upon me."

" Do you threaten ?
"

said the fellow.
"
Yes," returned the other, rising and turning upon him,

and looking fiercely round as if in apprehension of a general
attack.

His voice, and look, and bearing all expressive of the

wildest recklessness and desperation daunted while they

repelled the bystanders. Although in a very different sphere
of action now, they were not without much of the effect they
had wrought at the Maypole Inn.

"
I am what you all are, and live as you all do," said the

man sternly, after a short silence.
"

I am in hiding here

like the rest, and if we were surprised, would perhaps do my
part with the best of ye. If it 's my humour to be left to

myself, let me have it. Otherwise," and here he swore a

tremendous oath " there '11 be mischief done in this place,

though there are odds of a score against me."

A low murmur, having its origin perhaps in a dread of the

man and the mystery that surrounded him, or perhaps in a

sincere opinion on the part of some of those present, that it

would be an inconvenient precedent to meddle too curiously
with a gentleman's private affairs if he saw reason to conceal

them, warned the fellow who had occasioned this discussion

that he had best pursue it no further. After a short rime the

strange man lay down upon a bench to sleep, and when they

thought of him again, they found that he was gone.
Next night, as soon as it was dark, he was abroad again

and traversing the streets
;

he was before the locksmith's
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house more than once, but the family were out, ami it was
close shut. Tliis night he crossed London Bridge and passed
into Southwark. As he glided down a bye-street, a woman
with a little basket on her arm, turned into it at the other

end. Directly he observed her, he sought the shelter of an

archway, and stood aside until she had passed. Then he

emerged cautiously from his hiding-place, and followed.

She went into several shops to purchase various kinds of

household necessaries, and round every place at which she

stopped he hovered like her evil spirit ; following her when
she reappeared. It was nigh eleven o'clock, and the pas

sengers in the streets were thinning fast, when she turned,
doubtless to go home. The phantom still followed her.

She turned into the same bye-street in which he had seen

her first, which, being free from shops, and narrow, was

extremely dark. She quickened her pace here, as though
distrustful of being stopped, and robbed of such trifling pro

perty as she carried with her. He crept along on the other

side of the road. Had she been gifted with the speed of

wind, it seemed as if his terrible shadow would have tracked

her down.

At length the widow for she it was reached her own

door, and, panting for breath, paused to take the key from

her basket. In a flush and glow, with the haste she had

made, and the pleasure of being safe at home, she stooped to

draw it out, when, raising her head, she saw him standing

silently beside her
;
the apparition of a dream.

His hand was on her mouth, but that was needless, for her

tongue clove to its roof, and her power of utterance was gone.
"

I have been looking for you many nights. Is the house

empty ? Answer me. Is any one inside ?
"

She could only answer by a rattle in her throat.
" Make me a sign."
She seemed to indicate that there was no one there. He

took the key, unlocked the door, carriud her in, and secured

it carefully behind them.
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CHAPTER

IT was a chilly night, and the fire in the widow's parlour
had burnt low. Her strange companion placed her in a

chair, and stooping down before the half-extinguished ashes,

raked them together and fanned them with las hat. i?roiu

time to time he glanced at her over his shoulder, as though
to assure himself of her remaining quiet and making no effort

to depart ;
and that done, busied himself about the fire again.

It was not without reason that he took these pains, for his

dress was dank and drenched with wet, his jaws rattled with

cold, and he shivered from head to foot. It had rained hard

during the previous night and for some hours in the morning,
but since noon it had been fine. Wheresoever he had passed
the hours of darkness, his condition sufficiently betokened

that many of them had been spent beneath the open sky.
Besmeared with mire; his saturated clothes clinging with a

damp embrace about his limbs
;
his beard unshaven, his face

unwashed, his meagre cheeks worn into deep hollows, a

more miserable wretch could hardly be, than this man who
now cowered down upon the widow's hearth, and watched the

struggling flame with bloodshot eyes.

She had covered her face with her hands, fearing, as it

seemed, to look towards him. So they remained for some
short time in silence. Glancing round again, he asked at

length:
"Is this your house ?

"

"
It is. Why, in the name of Heaven, do you darken it ?

"

" Give me meat and drink," he answered sullenly,
" or I

dare do more than that. The very marrow in my bones is

cold, with wet and hunger. I must have warmth and food

and I will have them here."
" You were the robber on the Chigwell road."
"

I was."
" And nearly a murderer then."
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" The will was not wanting. There was one camo upon
me and raised the hue-and-cry, that it would have gone liurd

with, but for his nimbleness. I made a thrust at him."
" You thrust your sword at him !

"
cried the widow, looking

upwards.
" You hear this man ! you hear and saw !

"

He looked at. her, as, with her head thrown back, and her

hands tight clenched together, she uttered these words in an

agony of appeal. Then, starting to his feet as she had done,
he advanced towards her.

" Beware !

" she cried in a suppressed voice, whose firmness

stopped him midway.
" Do not so much as touch me with

a nger, or you are lost ; body and soul, you are lost."
" Hear me," he replied, menacing her with his hand.

"
I, that in the form of a man live the life of a hunted beast .

that in the body am a spirit, a ghost upon the earth, a thing
from which all creatures shrink, save those curst beings 01

another world, who will not leave me
;

I am, in my despera
tion of this night, past all fear but that of the hell in which
I exist from day to day. Give the alarm, cry out, refuse to

shelter me. I will not hurt you. But I will not be taken

alive
;
and so surely as you tlireaten me above your breath,

I fall a dead man on this floor. The blood with which I

sprinkle it, be on you and yours, in the name of the Evil

Spirit that tempts men to their ruin !

"

As he spoke, he took a pistol from his breast, and firmly
clutched it in his hand.

" Remove this man from me, good Heaven !

"
cried the

widow. " In thy grace and mercy, give him one minute's

penitence, and strike him dead !

"

"
It has no such purpose," he said, confronting her. "

It

is deaf. Give me to eat and drink, lest I do that, it cannot

help my doing, and will not do for you."
" Will you leave mo, if I do thus much ? Will you leave

me and return no more ?
"

"
I will promise nothing," he rejoined, seating himself at

the table,
"
nothing but this I will execute my threat if you

betray me."
She rose at length, and going to a closet or pantry in the

room, brought out some fragments of cold meat and bread

and put them on the table. He asked for brandy, and for

water. These she produced likewise
;
and he ate and drank

with the voracity of a famished hound. All the time he wa*
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so engaged, she kept at the uttermost distance of the chamber
and sat there shuddering, but with her face towards him,

She never turned her back upon him once
;
and althougL

when she passed him (as she was obliged to do in going to

and from the cupboard) she gathered the skirts of her gar
ment about her, as if even its touching Ids by chance were

horrible to think of, still, in the midst of all this dread and

terror, she kept her face directed to his own, and watched his

every movement.

His repast ended if that can be called one, which was a

mere ravenous satisfying of the calls of hunger he moved
his chair towards the fire again, and warming himself before

the blaze which had now sprung brightly up, accosted her

once more.
"

I am an outcast, to whom a roof above his head is often

an uncommon luxury, and the food a beggar would reject

is delicate fare. You live here at your ease. Do you live

alone?"
"

I do not," she made answer with an effort.

" Who dwells here besides ?
"

" One it is no matter who. You had best begone, or he

may find you here. Why do you linger ?
"

" For warmth," he replied, spreading out his hands before

the fire. "For .iiuth. You are rich, perhaps ?"
"
Very," she said faintly.

"
Very rich. No doubt I am

very rich."

"At least you are not penniless. You hare some money.
You were making purchases to-night."

"
I have a little left. It is but a few shillings."

" Give me your purse. You had it in your hand at the

door. Give it to me."
She stepped to the table and laid it down. He reached

across, took it up, and told the contents into his hand. As
lie was coxmting them, she listened for a moment, and sprung
towards him.

"Take what there is, take all, take more if more wore

there, but go before it is too late. I have heard a way
ward step without, I know full well. It will return directly.

Begone."
' What do you mean ?

"

' Do not stop to ask. I will not answer. Much as I

dread to touch you, I would drag you to the door if I possessed
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the strength, rather than you should lose an instant. Miser

able wretch ! fly from this place."
" If there are spies without, I am safer here," replied the

man, standing aghast.
"

I will remain here, and will not

fly till the danger is past."
"
It is too late !

"
cried the widow, who had listened for

the step, and not to him. " Hark to that foot upon the

ground. Do you tremble to hear it ! It is my son, my idiot

son!"
As she said this wildly, there came a heavy knocking at

the door. He looked at her, and she at him.
" Let him come in," said the man, hoarsely.

"
I fear him

less than the dark, houseless night. He knocks again. Let

him come in !

"

" The dread of this hour," returned the widow,
" has been

upon me all my life, and I will not. Evil will fall upon him,
if you stand eye to eye. My blighted boy ! Oh ! all good
augels who know the truth hear a poor mother's prayer,
and spare my boy from knowledge of this man !

"

" He rattles at the shutters !

"
cried the man. " He calls

you. That voice and cry ! It was he who grappled with me
in the road. "Was it he ?

"

She had sunk upon her knees, and so knelt down, moving
her lips, but uttering no sound. As he gazed upon her,

uncertain what to do or where to turn, the shutters flew open.
He had barely time to catch a knife from the table, sheathe it

in the loose sleeve of his coat, hide in the closet, and do all

with the lightning's speed, when Barnaby tapped at the bare

glass, and raised the sash exultingly.
"
Why, who can keep out Grip and me !

" he cried, thrust

ing in his head, and staring round the room. " Are you
there, mother ? How long you keep us from the fire and

light."

She stammered some excuse and tendered him her hand.

But Barnaby sprung lightly in without assistance, and putting
his arms about her neck, kissed her a hundred times.

" We have been afield, mother leaping ditches, scrambling

through hedges, running down steep banks, up and away,
and hurrying on. The wind has been blowing, and the

rushes and young plants bowing and bending to it, lest it

shoidd do them harm, the cowards and Grip ha ha 1m !

brav-j Grip, who cares for nothing, and when the wind rolls
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him over in the dust, turns manfully to Lite it Grip, bold

Grip, has quarrelled with every little bowing twig thinking,
he told me, that it mocked him and has worried it like a

bull-dog. Ha ha ha !

"

The raven, in his little basket at his master's back, hearing
this frequent mention of his name in a tone of exultation,

expressed his sympathy by crowing like a cock, and after

wards running over his various phrases of speech with such

rapidity, and in so many varieties of hoarseness, that they
sounded like the murmurs of a crowd of people.
"Ho takes such care of me besides!" said Barnaby.

" Such care, mother ! He watches all the time I sleep, and
when I shut my eyes and make-believe to slumber, he

practises new learning softly ;
but he keeps his eye on me

the while, and if he sees me laugh, though never so little,

stops directly. He won't surprise me till he 's perfect."
The raven crowed again in a rapturous manner which

plainly said,
" Those are certainly some of my characteristics,

and I glory in them." In the meantime, Barnaby closed the

window and secured it, and coming to the fire-place, prepared
to sit down with his face to the closet. But his mother

prevented this, by hastily taking that side herself, and

motioning him towards the other.
" How pale you are to-night !

"
said Barnaby, leaning on

his stick. " We have been cruel, Grip, and made her

anxious !

"

Anxious in good truth, and sick at heart ! The listener

held the door of his hiding-place open with his hand, and

closely watched her son. Grip alive to everything his

^naster was unconscious of had his head out of the basket,
and in return was watching him intently with his glistening

eye.
" He flaps his wings," said Barnaby, turning almost

quickly enough to catch the retreating form and closing

door,
" as if there were strangers here

;
but Grip is wiser

than to fancy that. Jump then ' "

Accepting this invitation with a dignity peculiar to himself,

the bird hopped up on his master's shoulder, from that to his

extended hand, and so to the ground. Barnaby unstrapping
the basket and pxitting it down in a corner with the lid open,

Grip's first rare was to shut it down with all possible

despatch, and then to stand upon it. Believing, no doubt,
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that he had now rendered it utterly impossible, and beyond
the power of mortal man, to shut him up in it any more, lie

drew a great many corks in triumph, and uttered a correspond

ing number of hurrahs.
" Mother !

"
said Barnaby, laying aside his hat and stick,

and returning to the chair from which he had risen,
"

I '11

tell you where we have been to day, and what we have been

doing, shall I?"
She took his hand in hers, and holding it, nodded the word

she could not speak.
" You mustn't tell," said Barnaby, holding Tip his finger,

"for it's a secret, mind, and only known to me, and Grip,
and Hugh. We had the dog with us, but he 's not like Crip,
clever as he is, and doesn't guess it yet, I '11 wager. Why
do you look behind me so ?

"

"Did I?" she answered faintly. "I didn't know I did.

Come nearer me."
" You are frightened !

"
said Barnaby, changing colour.

" Mother you don't see
"

" See what ?
"

" There 's there 's none of this about, is there ?
" he

answered in a whisper, drawing closer to her and clasping the

mark upon his wrist. "
I am afraid there is, somewhere.

You make my hair stand on end, and my llesh creep. Why
do you look like that ? Is it in the room as I have seen it in

my dreams, dashing the ceiling and the walls with red ? Tell

me. Is it ?
"

He fell into a shivering fit as ho put the question, and

shutting out the light with his hands, sat shaking in every
limb until it had passed away. After a time he raised liis

head and looked about liim.

"Is it gone?"
" There has been nothing here," rejoined his mother,

soothing him. "
Nothing indeed, dear Barnaby. Look !

You see there are but you and me."
He gazed at her vacantly, and, becoming reassured by

degrees, burst into a wild laugh.
" But let us see," he said, thoughtfully.

" Were we

talking ? Was it you and me ? Where have we been ?
"

" Nowhere b\.t here."

"Aye, but Hugh, and I," said Barnaby, "That's it.

Maypole Hugh, and I, you know, and Grip we have bon
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lying in the forest, and among
1 the trees bj the road side,

with a dark-lanthom after night came on, ai tl the dog in a

uoose ready to slip him when the man came bj,"
"Whatman?"
" The robber

;
him that the stars winked at. We have,

waited for him after dark these many nights, and we shall

have him. I 'd know him in a thousand. Mother, see here !

This is the man. Look !

"

He twisted hi? handkerchief round his head, pulled his hat

upon his brow, wrapped his coat about him, and stood up
before her : so like the original he counterfeited, that the

dark figure peering out behind him might have passed for his

own shadow.
" Ha ha ha ! We shall have him," he cried, ridding him

self of the semblance as hastily as he had assumed it.
" You

shall see him, mother, bound hand and foot, and brought to

London at a saddle-girth ;
and you shall hear of him at Tyburn

Tree if we have luck. So Hugh says. You 're pale again, and

trembling. And why do you look behind me so ?
"

"
It is nothing," she answered. "

I am not quite well.

Go you to bed, dear, and leave me here."
" To bed !

" he answered. "
I don't like bed. I like to

lie before the fire, watching the prospects in the burning coals

the rivers, hills, and dells, in the deep, red sunset, and the

wild faces. I am hungry too, and Grip has eaten nothing
since broad noon. Let us to supper. Grip ! To supper, lad !"

The raven flapped his wings, and, croaking his satisfaction,

nopped to the feet of his master, and there held his bill open,

ready for snapping up such lumps of meat as he should throw

him. Of these he received about a score in rapid succession,
M'ithout the smallest discomposure.

"That's all," said Barnaby.
" More !

"
cried Grip.

" More !

"

But it appearing for a certainty that no more was to be

had, he retreated with his store
;
and disgorging the morsels

one by one from his pouch, hid them in various corners

taking particular care, however, to avoid the closet, as being
doubtful of the hidden man's propensities and power of resist

ing temptation. When he had concluded these arrangements,
he took a turn or two across the room with an elaborate

assumption of having nothing on his mind (but with one eye
hard upon his treasure all the time), and then, and not till
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then, began to drag it out, piece by piece, and eat it with tho

utmost relish.

Baruaby, for his fart, having pressed his mother to eat, in

vain, made a hearty supper too. Once, during the progress
of his meal, he wanted more bread from the closet and rose to

get it. She hurriedly interposed to prevent him, and sum

moning her utmost fortitude, passed into the recess, and

brought it out herself.
"
Mother," said Barnaby, looking at her stedfastly as she

eat down beside him, after doing so
;
"is to-day my birth-

day?"
"To-day!" she answered. "Don't you recollect it was

but a week or so ago, and that summer, autumn, and winter

have to pass before it comes again ?
"

"
I remember that it has been so till now," said Barnahy.

" But I think to-day must be my birthday too, for all that."

She asked him why? "I'll tell you why," he said. "I
have always seen you I didn't let you know it, but I have
on the evening of that day grow very sad. I have seen you
cry when Grip and I were most glad ;

and look frightened
with no reason

;
and I have touched your hand, and felt that

it was cold as it is now. Once, mother (on a birthday that

was, also) Grip and I thought of this after we went up stairs

to bed, and when it was midnight, striking one o'clock, we
came down to your door to see if you were well. You were
on your knees. I forget what it was you said. Grip, whut
was it we heard her say that night ?

"

"
I 'm a devil !

"
rejoined the raven promptly.

"
No, no," said Barnaby.

" But you said something in a

prayer ;
and when you rose and walked about, you looked (HS

you have done ever since, mother, towards night on my birth

day) just as you do now. I have found that out, you see,

though I am silly. So I say you 're wrong ;
and this must

l>e my birthday my birthday, Grip !

"

The bird received this information with a crow of such

duration, as a cock, gifted with intelligence beyond all others

of his kind, might usher in the longest day with. Then, as

if he had well considered the sentiment, and regarded it as

apposite to birthdays, he cried,
" Never say die !

" a great

many times, and napped his wing? foi emphasis.
The widow tried to mako light of Barnaby's remark and

endeavoured to divert his attention to some new subject ; t>o
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easy a task at all times; as she knew. His supper done,

Barnaby, regardless of her entreaties, stretched himself on the

mut before the fire
; Grip pwched upon his leg, and divided

his time between dozing in the grateful warmth, and endea

vouring (as it presently appeared) to recal a new accomplish
ment he had been studying all day.
A long and profound silence ensued, broken only by some

change of position on the part of Barnaby, whose eyes were

still wide open and intently fixed upon the fire ;
or by an

effort of recollection on the part of Grip, who would cry in a

low voice from time to time,
"
Polly put the ket

" and there

stop short, forgetting the remainder, and go off in a doze

again.
After a long interval, Barnaby's breathing grew more deep

and regular, and his eyes were closed. But even then the

unquiet spirit of the raven interposed.
"
Polly put the

ket
"

cried Grip, and his master was broad awake again.
At length Barnaby slept soundly ;

and the bird with his

bill sunk upon his breast, his breast itself puffed out into a

comfortable alderman-like form, and his bright eye growing
smaller and smaller, really seemed to be subsiding into a state

of repose. Now and then he muttered in a sepulchral voice,
"
Polly put the ket

" but very drowsily, and more like a

drunken man than a reflecting raven.

The widow, scarcely venturing to breathe, rose from her

seat. The man glided from the closet, and extinguished the

candle.
"

tie on," cried Grip, suddenly struck with an idea and

very much excited. "
tie on. Hurrah! Polly put the

ket-tle on, AVO '11 all have tea
; Poll}' put the ket-tle on, we '11

all have tea. Hurrah, hurrah, hurrah ! I 'm a devil, I 'm a

devil, I 'm a ket-tle on, Keep up your spirits, Never say die,

Bow wow wow, I 'm a devil, I 'm a ket-tle, I 'm a Polly put
the ket-tle on, we'll all have tea."

They stood rooted to the ground, as though it had been a

voice from the grave.
But even this failed to awaken the sleeper. He turned

over towards the fire, his arm fell to the ground, and his head

drooped heavily upon it. The widow and her \mwelcome

visitor gazed at him and at each other for a moment, and

then she motioi ed him towards the door.
"
Stay," he whispered

" You teach your son well."
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"
I have taught him nothing that you heard to-night

Depart instantly, or I will rouse him."
" You are free to do so. Shall I rouse him ?

"

" You dare not do that."
"

I dare do anything, I have told you. lie knows me well,
it seems. At least I will know him."

"Would you kill him in hia sleep?" cried the widow,

throwing herself between them.
" Woman," he returned between his teeth, as he motioned

her aside,
"
I would see him nearer, and I will. If you want

one of us to kill the other, wake him."

With that he advanced, and bending down over tho

prostrate form, softly turned back the head and looked into the

face. The light of the fire was upon it, and its every linea

ment was revealed distinctly. He contemplated it for a brief

space, and hastily uprose.

"Observe," he whispered in the widow's ear: " In him,
of whose existence I was ignorant until to-night, I have you
in my power. Be carefid how you use me. Be careful how

you use me. I am destitute and starving, and a wanderer

upon the earth. I may take a sure and slow revenge."
" There is some dreadful meaning in your words. I do not

fathom it."

" There is a meaning in them, and I see you fathom it to

its very depth. You have anticipated it for years ; you have

told me as much. I leave you to digest it. Do not forget

my warning."
He pointed, as he left her, to the slumbering form, and

stealthily withdrawing, made his way into the street. She

fell on her knees beside the sleeper, and remained like one

atrifkon into stone, until the tears which fear hud frozen so

long, came tenderly to her relief.

"Oh Thou," she cried, "who hast taught me such deep
love for this one remnant of the promise of a happy life, out

of whose affliction, even, perhaps the comfort springs that he

is ever a refying, loving child to me never growing old or

cold at^ heart, but needing my care and duty in his manly

strength as in his cradle-time help him, in his darkened

vralk through this sad world, or lie is doomed, and my poor
iiruvt is broken !

"

TOU t.
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CHAPTER XVIII.

GLIDING along the silent streets, and holding his course

where they were darkest and most gloomy, the man who had

left tho widow's house crossed London Bridge, and arriving in

Iho City, plunged into the back ways, lanes, and courts,

between Cornhill and Smithfield
;
with no more fixedness of

purpose than to lose himself among their windings, and baffle

pursuit, if any one were dogging his steps.

It was the dead time of the night, and all was quiet. Now
find then a drowsy watchman's footsteps sounded on the pave
ment, or the lamplighter on his rounds went flashing past,

leaving behind a little track of smoke mingled with glowing
morsels of his hot red link. He hid himself even from these

partakers of his lonely walk, and, shrinking in some arch or

doorway while they passed, issued forth again when they were

gone and so pursued his solitary way.
To be shelterless and alone in the open country, hearing

the wind moan and watching for day through the whole long

weary night ;
to listen to the falling rain, and crouch for

warmth beneath the lee of some old barn or rick, or in the

hollow of a tree
;
are dismal things but not so dismal as tho

wandering up and down where shelter is, and beds and sleepers
are by thousands

;
a houseless rejected creature. To pace the

echoing stones from hour to hour, counting the dull chimes of

the clocks
;
to watch the lights twinkling in chamber windows,

to think what happy forgetfulness each house shuts in
;
that

here are children coiled together in their beds, here youth,
here age, here poverty, here wealth, all equal in their sleep,

and all at rest
;
to have nothing in common with the slumber

ing world around, not even sleep, Heaven's gift to all its

creatures, and be akin to nothing but despair ;
to feel, by

the wretched contrast with everything on every hand, more

utterly alone and cast away than in a trackless desert; this is

a kind of suffering, on which the rivers of great cities close
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full many a time, and which the solitude in crowds alone

awakens.

The miserable man paced up au.l down the streets so long-,

so wearisome, so like each other and often cast a wistful

look towards the east, hoping to see the first faint streaks of

day. But obdurate night had yet possession of the sky, and
his disturbed and restless walk found no relief.

One house in a back street was bright with the cheerful

glare of lights; there was the sound of music in it too, and
the tread of dancers, and there were cheerful voices, and many
a burst of laughter. To this place to be near something
that was awake and glad he returned again and again ;

and

more than one of those who left it when the merriment was at

its height, felt it a check upon their mirtliful mood to see him

flitting to and fro like an uneasy ghost. At last the guests

departed, one and all
;
and then the house was close shut up,

and became as dull and silent as the rest.

His wanderings brought him at one time to the city jail.

Instead of hastening from it as a place of ill omen, and one he

had cause to shun, he sat down on some steps hard by, and

resting his cliin upon his hand, gazed upon its rough and

frowning walls as though even they became a refuge in his

jaded eyes. He paced it round and round, came back to the

same spot, and sat down again. He did this often, and once,
with a hasty movement, crossed to where some men were

watching in the prison lodge, and had his foot upon the stops
as though determined to accost them. But looking round, he
saw that the day began to break, and failing in his purpose,
turned and fled.

He was soon in the quarter he had lately traversed, and

pacing to and fro again as he had done before. Ho was

passing down a mean street, when from an alley close at hand
some shouts of revelry arose, and there came straggling forth

a dozen madcaps, whooping and calling to each other, who,

parting noisily, took different ways and dispersed in smaller

groups.

Hoping that some low place of entertainment which would
afford him a safe refuge might be near at hand, he turned

into this court when the}' were all gone, and looked about for

a liulf-opened door, or lighted window, or other indication of

the place whence they had come. It was so profoundly dark,

however, al so ill-favoured, that he concluded thoy had but
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turned up there, missing tlieir way, and were pouring oui

again when he observed them. With this impression, and

finding there was no outlet but that by which he had entered,

he was about to turn, when from a grating near his feet a

sudden stream of light appeared, and the sound of talking

came. He retreated into a doorway to see who these talkers

were, and to listen to them.

The light came to the level of the pavement as he did this,

and a man ascended bearing in his hand a torch. This figure

unlocked and held open the grating as for the passage of

another, who presently appeared, in the form of a young man
of small stature and uncommon self-importance, dressed in an

obsolete and very gaudy fashion.
" Good night, noble captain," said lie with the torch.

"
Farewell, commander. Good luck, illustrious general !

"

In return to these compliments the other bade him hold his

tongue, and keep his noise to himself; and laid upon him

many similar injunctions, with great fluency of speech and

sternness of manner.
" Commend me, captain, to the stricken Miggs," returned

the torch -bearer in a lower voice. " My captain flies at

higher game than Miggses. Ha, ha, ha ! My captain is an

eagle, both as respects his eye and soaring wings. My
captain breaketh hearts as other bachelors break eggs at

vreakfast."

"What a fool you are, Stagg!" said Mr. Tappertit,

stepping on the pavement of the court, and brushing from his

legs the dust he had contracted in his passage up\vard.
"His precious limbs!" cried Stagg, clasping one of his

ancles.
" Shall a Miggs aspire to these proportions ! No,

no, my captain. We will inveigle ladies fair, and wed them

in our secret cavern. We will unite ourselves with blooming
beauties, captain."

"
I '11 tell you what, my buck," said Mr. Tappertit, releasing

liisleg; "I'll trouble you not to take liberties, and not to

broach certain questions unless certain questions are broached

to you. Speak when you 're spcke to on particular subjects,

and not otherways. Hold the torch up till I 've got to the

ond of the court, and then kennel yourself, do you hear ?
"

' I hear you, noble captain."
"
Obey then," said Mr. Tappertit haughtily.

" Gentlemen,

lead on!" With which word of command 'addressed to au
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imaginary staff or retinue) he folded his arms, and walked

with surpassing dignity down the court.

His obsequious follower stood holding the torch above hifi

head, and then the observer saw for the first time, from his

place of concealment, that ho was blind. Some involuntary
motion on his part caught the quick ear of the blind man,
before he was conscious of having moved an inch towards

him, for he turned suddenly and cried,
" Who 's there ?

"

" A man," said the other, advancing. "A fiiciid !

"

" A stranger !

"
rejoined the blind man. "

Strangers aro

not my friends. What do you do there ?
"

"
I saw your company come out, and waited here till they

were gone. I want a lodging."
" A lodging at this time !

"
returned Stagg, pointing

towards the dawn as though he saw it.
" Do you know the

day is breaking ?
"

"
I know it," rejoined the other,

" to try cost. I have been

traversing this iron-hearted town all nigh'."
" You had better traverse it again," said the blind man,

preparing to descend,
"

till you find some lodgings suitable to

your taste. I don't let any."
"
Stay !

"
cried the other, holding him by the arm.

"
I '11 beat this light about that hangdog face of yours (for

hangdog it is, if it answers to your voice), and rouse the

neighbourhood besides, if you detain me," said the blind man.
" Let me go. Do you hear ?

"

" Do you hear !

"
returned the other, chinking a few shillings

together, and hurriedly pressing them into his hand. "
I beg

nothing of you. I will pay for the shelter you give me.

Death ! Is it much to ask of such as you ! I have come
from the country, and desire to rest where there are none to

question me. I am faint, exhausted, worn out, almost dead.

Let me lie down, like a dog, before your fire. I ask no more
than that. If you would be rid of me, I will depart to

morrow."
" If a gentleman has been unfortunate on the road,"

muttered Stagg, yielding to the other, who, pressing on him,
had already gained a footing on the steps

" and can pay for

his accommodation "

"
! will pay you with all I have. I am just now past the

want of food, God knows, and wish but to purchase shelter

What companion have you below ?
"
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" None."

"Then fasten your grate there, and show me the way.
Quick !

"

The blind man complied after a moment's hesitation, and

they descended together. The dialogue had passed as hurriedly
as the words could be spoken, and they stood in his wretched

room before he had had time to recover from his first surprise.
"
May I see where that door leads to, and what is beyond ?"

said the man, glancing keen!}- round. " You will not mind
that?"

"
I will show you myself. Follow me, or go before. Take

your choice."

He bade him lead the way, and, by the light of the torch

which his conductor held up for the purpose, inspected all

three cellars narrowly. Assured that the blind man had

spoken truth, and that he lived there alone, the visitor

returned with him to the first, in which a fire was burning,
and flung himself with a deep groan upon the ground before it.

His host pursued his usual occupation without seeming to

heed him any further. But directly he fell asleep and he

noted his falling into a slumber, as readily as the keenest-

sighted man could have done he knelt down beside him, and

passed his hand lightly but carefully over his face and person.
His sleep was checkered with starts and moans, and some

times with a muttered word or two. His hands were

clenched, his brow bent, and his mouth firmly set. All this,

the blind man accurately marked ; and as if his curiosity were

strongly awakened, and he had already some inkling of hia

mystery, he sat watching him, if the expression may be used,
and listening, until it was broad de.y.
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CHAPTER XIX

DOLLY VAHDKN'S pretty little head was yet bewildered by
various recollections of the j>arty, and her bright eyes were

yet dazzled by a crowd of images, dancing before them like

motes in the sunbeams, among which the effigy of one partnei
in particular did especially figure, the same being a young
coachmaker (a master in his own right) who had given her to

understand, when he handed her into the chair at parting,
that it was his fixed resolve to neglect his business from, that

time, and die slowly for the love of her Dolly's head, and

eyes, and thoughts, and seven senses, were all in a state of

flutter and confusion for which the party was accountable,

although it was now tliree days old, when, as she was sitting

listlessly at breakfast, reading all manner of fortunes (that is

to say, of married and flourishing fortunes) in the grounds of

her teacup, a step was heard in the workshop, and Mr.

Ktl \vai-d Chester was descried through the glass door, standing

among the rusty locks and keys, like love among the roses

for which apt comparison the historian may by no means take

any credit to himself, the same being the invention, in a

sentimental mood, of the chaste and modest Miggs, who,

beholding him from the doorsteps she was then cleaning, did,

in lier maiden meditation, give utterance to the simile.

The locksmith, who happened at the moment to have his

yyi-s thrown upward and his head backward, in an intense

communing with Toby, did not see his visitor, until Mrs.

Varden, more watchful than the rest, had desired Sim Tappertit
to open the glass door and give him admission from which
untoward circumstance the good lady argued (for she could

deduce a precious moral from the most trifling event) that to

take a draught of small ale in the morning was to observe a

pernicious, irreligious, and Pagan custom, the relish whereof

should be left to swine, and Satan, or at least to Popish

jy "sons, and should be shunned by the righteous as a work of
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sin and evil. She woxild no doubt have piirsued .Ker admo
nition much further, and would have founded on it a long list

of precious precepts of inestimable value, hut that the young
gentleman standing by in a somewhat uncomfortable and
discomfited manner while she read her spouse this lecture,

occasioned her to bring it to a prematuie conclusion.
"

I 'm sui-e you '11 excuse me, sir," said Mrs. Varclcn, rising

and curtseying.
" Varden is so very thoughtless, and needs

BO much reminding Sim, bring a chair here."

Mr. Tappertit obeyed, with a flourish implying that he did

so, under protest. *
" And you can go, Sim,"- said the locksmith.

Mr. Tappertit obeyed again, still under protest ;
and

betaking himself to the workshop, began seriously to fear

that he might find it necessary to poison his master, before

his time was out.

In the meantime, Edward returned suitable replies to Mrs.

Varden's courtesies, and that lady brightened up very much ;

BO that when he accepted a dish of tea from the fair hrtr.ds of

Dolly, she was perfectly agreeable.
"

I am sure if there 's anything we can do, Varden, or I,

or Dolly either, to serve you, sir, at any time, you have only
to say it, and it shall be done," said Mrs. V.

"
I am much obliged to you, I am sure," returned Edward.

" You encourage me to say that I have come here now, to beg
your good offices.

"

Mrs. Varden was delighted beyond measure.
"

It occurred to me that probably your fair daughter might
be going to the Warren, either to-day or to-morrow," said

Edward, glancing at Dolly; "and if so, and you will allow

her to take charge of this letter, Ma'am, you will oblige me
more than I can tell you. The truth is, that while I am very
anxious it should reach its destination, I have particular reasons

for not trusting it to any other conveyance ;
so that without

your help, I am wholly at a loss."
" She was not going that way, sir, either to-day, or to

morrow, nor indeed all next week," the lady graciously

rejoined,
" but we shall be very glad to put ourselves out of

the way on your account, and if you wish it, you may depend

upon its going to-day. You might suppose," said Mrs.

Varden, frowning at her husband, "from Varden's sitting

there so glum and silent, that he objected to this arrange-
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ment; but you must not mind that, sir, if you please. It's

his way at home. Out of doors, he can be cheerful and

talkative enough."
Now, the fact was, that the unfortunate locksmith, blessing

his stars to find his helpmate in such good humour, had been

sitting with a beaming face, hearing this discourse with a joy

past all expression. Wherefore this sudden attack quite took

him by surprise.
" My dear Martha " he said.
" Oh yes, I dare say," interrupted Mrs. Varden, with a

smile of mingled scorn and pleasantry. "Very dear! We
all know that."

"No, but my good soul," said Gabriel, "you are quite
mistaken. You are indeed. I was delighted to find you so

kind and ready. I waited, my dear, anxiously, I assure you,
to hear what you would say."

" You waited anxiously," repeated Mrs. V. " Yes ! Thank

you, Varden. You waited, as you always do, that I might
bear the blame, if any came of it. But I am used to it,"

said the lady with a kind of solemn titter,
" and that 's my

comfort !

"

"
I give you my word, Martha "

said Gabriel.

"Let me give you my word, my dear," interposed his wife

with a Christian smile,
" that such discussions as these

between married people, are much better left alone. There

fore, if you please Varden, we '11 drop the subject. I have no
wish to pursue it. I could. I might say a great deal. But
I would rather not. Pray don't say any more."

"
I don't want to say any more," rejoined the goaded lock

smith.
" Well then, don't," said Mrs. Varden.

"Nor did I begin it, Martha," added the locksmith, good
humouredly,

"
I must say that."

" You did not begin it, Varden !

" exclaimed his wife,

opening her eyes very wide and looking round upon the

Company, as though she would say, You hear this man !

" You did not begin it, Varden ! But you shall not say 1

was out of temper. No, you did not begin it, oh dear no, not

you, my dear !

"

"
Well, well," said the locksmith " That 's settled then."

" Oh yes," rejoined his wile,
"

qxiite. If you lite to say

Dolly began it, my dear, I shtul not contradict you. I know
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my duty. I need know it, I am sure. I am often obliged to

bear it in mind, when my inclination perhaps wo\dd be fur

the moment to forget it. Thank you, Varden." And so,

with a mighty show of humility and forgiveness, she folded

her hands, and looked round again, with a smile which plainly

said, "If you desire to see the first and foremost among female

martyrs, here she is, on view !

"

This little incident, illustrative though it was of Mrs.

Varden's extraordinary sweetness and amiability, had so

strong a tendency to check the conversation and to disconcert

all parties but that excellent lady, that only a few mono

syllables were uttered until Edward withdrew
;

which he

presently did, thanking the lady of the house a great many
times for her condescension, and whispering in Dolly's ear

that he would call on the morrow, in case there should happen
to be an answer to the note which, indeed, she knew with

out his telling, as Barnaby and his friend Grip had dropped
in on the previous night to prepare her for the visit which
was then terminating.

Gabriel, who had attended Edward to the door, came back

with his hands in his- pockets ; and, after fidgeting about the

room in a very uneasy manner, and casting a great many
sidelong looks at Mrs. Varden (who with the calmest counte

nance in the world was five fathoms deep in the Protestant

Manual), inquired of Dolly how she meant to go. Dolly

supposed by the stage-coach, and looked at her lady mother,
who finding herself silently appealed to, dived down at least

another fathom into the Manual, and became unconscious of

all earthly tilings.
" Martha "

said the locksmith.
"

I hear you, Varden," said his wife, without rising to the

surface.
"

I am sorry, my dear, you have such an objection to tho

Maypole and old John, for otherways as it 's a very fine

morning, and Saturday 's not a busy day with us, we might
have all three gone to Chigwell in the chaise, and had quite a

happy day of it."

Mrs. Varden immediately closed the Manual, and bursting
into tears, requested to be led up-stairs. .

"What is the matter now, Martha?" inquired the lock

smith.

To which Martha rejoined,
" Oh ! don't speak to me," and
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protested in agony that if anybody had told her so, she

wouldn't have believed it.

"But, Martha," said Gabriel, putting himself in the way
as she was moving off with the aid of Dolly's shoulder,
" wouldn*t have believed what ? Tell me what 's wrong now.

Do tell me. Upon my soul I don't know. Do you know,
child ? Damme !

"
cried the locksmith, plucking at his wig

in a kind of frenzy,
"
nobody does know, I verily believe, but

Miggs !

"

"
Miggs," said Mrs. Varden faintly, and with symptoms of

approaching incoherence,
"

is attached to me, and that is

sufficient to draw down hatred upon her in this house. She

is a comfort to me whatever she may be to others."
" She 's no comfort to me," cried Gabriel, made bold by

despair.
" She 's the misery of my life. She 's all the

plagues of Egypt in one."
" She 's considered so, I have no doubt," said Mrs. Varden.

"
I was prepared for that ; it 's natural

;
it 's of a piece with

the rest. When you taunt me as you do to my face, how can

I wonder that you taunt her behind her back !

" And hero

the incoherence coming on very strong, Mrs. Varden wept,
and laughed, and sobbed, and shivered, and hiccoughed, and
choaked

;
and said she knew it was very foolish but she

couldn't help it; and that when she was dead and gone,

perhaps they would be sorry for it which really under the

circumstances did not appear quite so probable as she seemed
to think with a great deal more to the same effect. In a

word, she passed with great decency through all the cere

monies incidental to such occasions
;
and being supported up

stairs, was deposited in a higldy spasmodic state on her own

bed, where Miss Miggs shortly afterwards flung herself upon
the body.

The philosophy of all this was, that Mrs. Varden wanted to

go to Chigwell ; that she did not want to make any* con

cession or explanation ;
that she would only go on being

implored and entreated so to do
; and that she would accept

no other terms. Accordingly, after a vast amount of moan

ing and crying up-stairs, and much damping of foreheads, and

vinegaring of temples, and hartshorning of noses, and so

forth
;

and after most pathetic adjurations from Miggs,
assisted by warm brauily-nud-water not over-weak, and divers

otAer cordials, also of a stimulating quality, administered at
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first in teaspooiisful and afterwards in increasing doses, and of

which Miss Miggs herself partook as a preventive measure

(for fainting is infectious) ;
after all these remedies, and

many more too numerous to mention, but not to take, had
been applied ;

and many verbal consolations, moral, religious,

and miscellaneous, had been superadded thereto
;

the lock

smith humbled himself, and the end was gained.
" If it 's only for the sake of peace and quietness, father,"

said Dolly, urging him to go up-stairs.
"
Oh, Doll, Doll," said her good-natured father. " If you

ever have a husband of your own "

Dolly glanced at the glass.

"Well, wlien you have," said the locksmith, "never faint,

my darling. More domestic unhappiness has come of easy

fainting, Doll, than from all the greater passions put together.
Remember that, my dear, if you would be really happy,
which you never can be, if your husband isn't. And a

word in your ear, my precious. Never have a Miggs about

you !

"

With this advice he kissed his blooming daughter on the

cheek, and slowly repaired to Mrs. Varden's room
;
where

that lady, lying all pale and languid on her couch, was re

freshing herself with a sight of her last new bonnet, which

Miggs, as a means of calming her scattered spirits, displayed
to the best advantage at her bedside.

"Here's master, mim," said Miggs. "Oh, what a

happiness it is when man and wife come round again ! Oh

gracious, to think that him and her should ever have a word

together !

" In the energy of these sentiments, which were

uttered as an apostrophe to the Heavens in general, Miss

Miggs perched the bonnet on the top of her own head, and

folding her hands, turned on her tears.
"

I can't help it," cried Miggs.
"

I couldn't, if I was to

be drownded in 'em. She has such a forgiving spirit !

She '11 forget all that has passed, and go along with you, sir

Oh, if it was to the world's end, she 'd go along with

you."
Mrs. Varden with a faint smile gently reproved her at

tendant for this enthusiasm, and reminded her at the same

time that she was far too uuwell to venture out that day.
" Oh no, you 're not, mim, indeed you 're not," said Miggs ;

"I repeal to master; master knows you'ren~t, mim. The
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Aair, and notion of the shay, will do you good, mim, and

you must not give way, you must not raly. She imist keep

up mustn't she, sir, for all our sakes ? I was a telling her

that, just now. She must remember us, even if she forgets
herself. Master will persuade you, mim, I 'm sure. There 's

Miss Dolly's a going you know, and master, and you, nud all

so happy and so comfortable. Oh !

"
cried Miggs, turning on

the tears again, previous to quitting the room in great

emotion,
"

I never see such a blessed one as she is for the

forgiveness of her spirit, I never, never, never did. Nor
more did master neither

; no, nor no one never !

"

For five minutes or thereabouts, Mrs. Varden remained

mildly opposed to all her husband's prayers that she would

oblige him by taking a day's pleasure, but relenting at

length, she suffered herself to be persuaded, and granting him
her free forgiveness (the merit whereof, she meekly said,

rested with the Manual and not with her), desired that Miggs
might come and help her dress. The handmaid attended

promptly, and it is but justice to their joint exertions to record

that, when the good la<ly came down-stairs in course of time,

completely decked out for the journey, she really looked as if

nothing had happened, and appeared in the very best health

imaginable.
As to Dolly, there she was again, the very pink and pattern

of good looks, in a smart little cherry-coloured mantle, with

a hood of the same drawn over her head, and upon the top of

that hood, a little straw hat trimmed with cherry-coloured

ribbons, and worn the merest trifle on one side just enough
in short to make it the wickedest and most provoking head

dress that ever malicious milliner devised. And not to speak
of the manner in which these cherry-cokmred decorations

brightened her eyes, or vied with her lips, or shed a new
bloom on her face, she wore such a cruel little muff, and such a

heart-rending pair of shoes, and was so surrounded and

hemmed in, as it were, by aggravations of all kinds, that

when Mr. Tappertit, holding the horse's head, saw her come
out of the house alone, such impulses came over him to decoy
her into the chaise and drive off like mad, that he would

unquestionably have done it, but for certain uneasy doubts

besetting him as to the shortest way to Gretna Green ;

whether it was up the street or down, or up the right -han 1

turning or the left
,-
and whether, supposing all the tnniyihee
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to be carried by storm, the blacksmith in the end would

\narry them on credit; which by reason of his clerical offi'je

appeared, even to his excited imagination, so unlikely, that he

hesitated. And while he stood hesitating, and looking post-
chaises-and-six at Dolly, out came his master and his mistress,

and the constant Miggs, and the opportunity was gone for

ever. For now the chaise creaked upon its springs, and Mrs.

Varden was inside
;
and now it creaked again, and more than

ever, and the locksmith was inside
;
and now it bounded once,

as if its heart beat lightly, and Dolly was inside
;
and now it

was gone and its place was empty, and he and that dreary

Miggs were standing in the street together.
The hearty locksmith was in as good a humour as if

nothing had occurred for the last twelve months to put him
out of his way, Dolly was all smiles and graces, and Mrs.

Varden was agreeable beyond all precedent. As they jogged

through the streets talking of this thing and of that, who
should be descried upon the pavement but that very coach-

maker, looking so genteel that nobody would have believed ho
had ever had anything to do with a coach but riding in it, and

bowing like any nobleman. To be sure Dolly was confused

when she bowed again, and to be sure the cherry-coloured
ribbons trembled a little when she met his mournful eye,

which seemed to saj
T

,

'
I have kept my word, I have begun,

the business is going to the devil, and you 're the cause of it.'

There ho stood, rooted to the ground : as Dolly said like a

fetatue
;
and as Mrs. Varden said, like a pump ; till they

turned the corner : and when her father thought it was like

his impudence, and her mother wondered what he meant by
it, Dolly blushed again till her very hood was pale.

But on they went, not the less merrily for this, and there

was the locksmith in the incautious fulness of his heart

"pulling- up
"

at all manner of places, and evinciug a most

intimate acquaintance with all the taverns on the road, and

all (ho landlords and all the landladies, with whom, indeed,

the little horse was on equally friendly terms, for he kept on

stopping of his own accord. Never were people so glad to see

other people as these landlords and landladies were to behold

Mr. Varden and Mrs. Varden and Miss Varden
;
and wouldn't

they get out, said one
;
and they really must walk up-stairs,

said another
;
and she would take it ill and be quite certain

diey were proud if they wouldn't have a little taste of
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something, said a third
;
and so on, that it really was qtdto a

Progress rather than a ride, and one continued scone of

hospitality from beginning to end. It was pleasant enough tc

be held in such esteem, not to mention the refreshments
; sc

Mrs. Vardea said nothing at the time, and was all affability

and delight but such a body of evidence as she collected

against the unfortunate locksmith that day, to be "used

thereafter as occasion might require, never was got together
for matrimonial purposes.

In course of time and in course of a pretty long time too,

for these agreeable interruptions delayed them not a little,

they arrived upon the skirts of the Forest, and riding

pleasantly on among the trees, came at last to the Maypole,
\lhere the locksmith's cheerful " Yoho !

"
speedily brought to

the porch old John, and after him young Joe, both of whom
were so transfixed at sight of the ladies, that for a moment

they were perfectly unable to give them any welcome, and
could do nctliing but stare.

It was only for a moment, however, that Joe forgot himself,
for speedily reviving he thrust his drowsy father aside to

Mr. Willet's mighty and inexpressible indignation and dart

ing out, stood ready to help them to alight. It was necessary
for Dolly to get out first. Joe had her in his arms

; yes,

though for a space of time no longer than you could count

one in, Joe had her in his arms. Here was a glimpse of

happiness !

It would be difficult to describe what a flat and common

place affair the helping Mrs. Vardcn out afterwards was, but

Joe did it, and did it too with the best grace in the world.

Then old John, who, entertaining a dull and foggy sort of

idea that Mrs. Varden wasn't fond of him, had been in some
doubt whether she might not have come for purposes of

assault and battery, took courage, hoped she was well, and

offered to conduct her into the house. This tender being

amicably received, they marched in together ;
Joe and Dolly

followed, arm-in-arm, (happiness again ! ) and Varden brought

up the rear.

Old John would have it that they must sit in the bar, and

nobody objecting, into the bar they went. All bars are suit

places, but the Maypole's was the very snuggest, cosiest, :n. 1

completest bar, that ever tho wit of man devised. Such ainn/iu-

bottles in old oaken pigeon-holes . such gleaming t'inkar
l

.r
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dangling from pegs at about the same inclination as thirsty
men would hold them, to their lips ;

such sturdy little Dutch

kegs ranged in rows on shelves
;
so many lemons hanging in

separate nets, and forming the fragrant grove already men
tioned in this chronicle, suggestive, with goodly loaves of

snowy sugar stowed away hard by, of punch, idealised beyond
all mortal knowledge; such closets, such presses, such drawers

full of pipes, such places for putting things away in hollow

window-seats, all crammed to the throat with eatables, drink

ables, or savoury condiments
; lastly, and to crown all, as

typical of the immense resources of the establishment, and its

defiances to all visitors to cut and come again, such a

stupendous cheese !

It is a poor heart that never rejoices it must have beqn
the poorest, weakest, and most watery heart that ever beat,

which would not have warmed towards the Maypole bar.

Mrs. Varden's did directly. She onild no more have

reproached John Willet among those household gods, the kegs
and bottles, lemons, pipes, and cheese, than she could have

stabbed him with his own bright carving-knife. The order

for dinner too it might have soothed a savage.
" A bit of

fish," said John to the cook,
" and some lamb chops (breaded,

with plenty of ketchup), and a good salad, and a roast spring

chicken, with a dish of sausages and mashed potatoes, or

something of that sort." Something of that sort ! The
resources of these inns ! To talk carelessly about dishes,

which in themselves were a first-rate holiday kind of dinner,

suitable to one's wedding day, as something of that sort :

meaning, if you can't get a spring chicken, any other trifle in

the way of poultry will do such as a peacock, perhaps !

The kitchen too, with its great broad cavernous chimney ;
the

kitchen, where nothing in the way of cookery seemed impos
sible

; where you could believe in anything to eat, they chose

to tell you of. Mrs. Varden returned from the contemplation
of these wonders to the bar again, with a head quite dizzy
and bewildered. Her housekeeping capacity was not large

enough to comprehend them. j$he was obliged to go to sleep

Waking was pain in the midst of such immensity.

Dolly in the meanwhile, whose gay heart and head ran

upon other matters, passed out at the garden door, and

glancing back now and then (but of course not wondering
whether Joe saw her), tripped .away by a path across the fields'
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with which, she was well acquainted, to discharge her mi-sicm

at the Warren ;
and this deponent hath been informed and

verily believes, that you might have seen many less pleasant

objects tl*an the cherry-coloured mantle and ribbons as they
went fluttering along the green meadows in the bright light

of the day, like giddy things as they wore.

VOL. I.
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CHAPTER XX.

THE proud consciousness of her trust, and the great im

portance she derived from it, might have advertised it

to all- the house if she had had to run the gauntlet of its

inhabitants
;

but as Dolly had played in every dull room and

passage many and many a time, when a child, and had ever

since been the humble friend of Miss Haredale, whose foster

sister she Avas, she was as free of the building as the young
lady herself. So, using no greater precaution than holding
her breath and walking on tiptoe as she passed the library

door, she went straight to Emma's room as a privileged
visitor.

It was the liveliest room in the building. The chamber
was sombre like the rest for the matter of that, but the

presence of youth and beauty would make a prison cheerful

(saving alas ! that confinement withers them), and lend some
charms of their own to the gloomiest scene. Birds, flowers,

books, drawing, music, and a hundred such graceful tokens of

fe7mu'me loves and cares, filled it with more of life and human

hympathy than the whole house besides seemed made to hold.

There was heart in the room
;
and who that has a heart, ever

fails to recognise the silent presence of another !

Dolly had one undoubtedly, and it was not a tough one

either, though there was a little mist of coquettishness about

it, such as sometimes surrounds that sun of life in its morning,
find slightly dims its lustre. Thus, when Emma rose to greet

her, and kissing her affectionately on the cheek, told her, in

her quiet way, that she had been very unhappy, the tears

stood in Dolly's eyes, and she felt more sorry than she could

tell
;

but next moment she happened to raise them to the

glass, and really there was something there so exceedingly

agreeable, that as she sighed, she smiled, and felt surprisingly
consoled.

"
I have heard about it, Miss," said Dolly,

" and it's very
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sad indeed, but when things are at the worst they are sure

to mend."
" But are you sure they are at the worst?" asked Emma

with a smile.
"
Why, I don't see how they can very well be more unpro

mising than they are
;

I really don't," said Dolly. "And I

bring: something- to begin with."

"Not from Edward?"

Dolly nodded and smiled, and feeling in her pockets (there
wore pockets in those days) with an affectation of not being
able to find what she wanted, which greatly enhanced her

importance, at length produced the letter. As Emma hastily
broke the seal and became absorbed in its contents, Dolly's

eyes, by one of those strange accidents for which there is no

accounting, wandered to the glass again. She could not help

wondering whether the coachmaker suffered very much, and

quite pitied the poor man.
It was a long letter a very long letter, written close on all

four sides of the sheet of paper, and crossed afterwards
;
but

it was not a consolatory letter, for as Emma read it she

stopped from time to time to put her handkerchief to her eyes.
To be sure Dolly marvelled greatly to see her in so much
distress, for to her thinking a love affair ought to be one of

the best jokes, and the slyest, merriest kind of thing in life.

But she set it down in her own mind that all this came from
Miss Haredale's being so constant, and that if she would only
take on with some other young gentleman just in the most
innocent way possible, to keep her first lover up to the mark

she would find herself inexpressibly comforted.
"

I am sure that 's what I bhould do if it was me," thought
Dolly.

" To make one's sweethearts miserable is well enough
and quite right, but to be made miserable one's self is a little

too much !

"

However it wouldn't do to say so, and therefore she sat

looking on in silence. She needed a pretty considerable

stretch of patience, for when the long letter had been read

once all through it was read again, and when it had been read

twice all through it was read again. During this tedious

process, Dolly beguiled the time in the most improving
manner that occurred to her, by curling her hair on her

fingers, with the aid of the looking-glass before tnentiorod,

and giving it some killing t\vi-ts.
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Everything has an end. Even young ladies in love cannot

read their letters for ever. In course of time the packet was
folded up, and it only remained to write the answer.

But as this promised to be a work of time likewise, Emma
said she would put it off until after dinner, and that Dolly
must dine with her. As Dolly had made up her mind to do

so before-hand, she required very little pressing ; and when

they had settled this point, they went to walk in the garden.

They strolled up and down the terrace walks, talking inces

santly at least, Dolly never left off once and making that

quarter of the sad and mournful house quite gay. Not that

they talked loudly or laughed much, but they were both so

very handsome, and it was such a breezy day, and their light
dresses and dark curls appeared so free and joyous in their

abandonment, and Emma was so fair, and Dolly so rosy, and

Emma so delicately shaped, and Dolly so plump, and in

short, there are no flowers for any garden like such flowers,

let horticulturists say what they may, and both house and

garden seemed to know it, and to brighten up sensibly.

After this, came the dinner and the letter-writing, and

some more talking, in the course of which Miss Haredale took

occasion to charge upon Dolly certain flirtish and inconstant

propensities, which accusations Dolly seemed to think very

complimentary indeed, and to be mightily amused with.

Finding her quite incorrigible in this respect, Emma suffered

her to depart ;
but not before she had confided to her that

important and never-sufficiently-to-be-taken-care-of answer,
and endowed her moreover with a pretty little bracelet as a

keepsake. Having clasped it on her arm, and again advised

her half in jest and half in earnest to amend her roguish

ways, for she knew she was fond of Joe at heart (which Dolly

stoutly denied, with a great many haughty protestations that

she hoped she could do better than that indeed ! and so forth),

she bade her farewell
;
and after calling her back to give her

more supplementary messages for Edward, than anybody -with

tenfold the gravity of Dolly Varden could be reasonably

expected to remember, at length dismissed her.

Dolly bade her good bye, and tripping lightly down the

stairs arrived at the dreaded library door, and was about

to pass it again on tiptoe, when it opened, and behold ! there

stood Mr. Haredale. Now, Dolly had from her childhood

associated with this gentleman the idoa of something grim
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and ghostly, and being at the moment conscience-stricken

besides, the sight of him threw her into such a flurry that she

could neither acknowledge Ms presence nor run away, so she

gave a great start, and then with downcast eyes stood still

and trembled.
" Come here, girl," said Mr. Haredale, taking her by the

hand. "
I want to speak to you."

" If you please, sir, I 'm in a hurry," faltered Dolly,
'

and
and you have frightened me by coming so suddenly upon

me, sir, I would rather go, sir, if you '11 be so good as to

let me."
"
Immediately," said Mr. Haredale, who had by this time

led her into the room and closed the door. " You shall go
directly. You have just left Emma? "

"
Yes, sir, just this minute. Father 's waiting for me, sir,

if you '11 please to have the goodness
"

"
I know. I know," said Mr. llaredale. " Answer me a

question. What did you bring here to-day ?
"

"
Bring here, sir?

"
faltered DoUy.

" You will tell me the truth, I am sure. Yes."

Dolly hesitated for a little while, and somewhat emboldened

by his manner, said at last,
" Well then, sir. It was a

letter."
" From Mr. Edward Chester, of course. And you are the

bearer of the answer ?
"

Dolly hesitated again, and not being able to decide upon
any other course of action, burst into tears.

" You alarm yourself without cause," said Mr. Haredale.
" Why are you so foolish ? Surely you can answer me. You
know that I have but to put the question to Emma and learn

the truth directly. Have you the answer with you ?
"

Dolly had what is popularly called a spirit of her own, and

being now fairly at bay, made the best of it.

"
Yes, sir," she rejoined, trembling and frightened as she

was. "
Yes, sir, I have. You may kill me if you please,

sir, but I won't give it up. I 'm very sorry, but I won't.

There, sir."
"

I commend your firmness and your plain-speaking," said

Mr. Haredale. " Rest assured that I have as little desire to

take your letter as your life. You are a very discreet mes

senger and a good girl."

Not feeling quite certain, as she afterwards said, whether
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he might not be "
coming- over her

" with theso compliments,

Dolly kept as for from him as she could, cried again, and

resolved to defend her pocket (for the letter was there) to the

last extremity.
"

I have some design," said Mr. Hareclale after a short

silence, during which a smile, as he regarded her, had

struggled through the gloom and melancholy that was natural

to his face,
" of providing a companion for my niece

;
for her

life is a very lonely one. Would you like the office ? You
are the oldest friend she has, and the best entitled to it."

"
I don't know, sir," answered Dolly, not sure but he was

bantering her
;

"
I can't sa}'. I don't know what they might

wish at home. I couldn't give an opinion, sir."
" If your friends had no objection, would you have any ?

"

said Mr. Haredale. " Come. There 's a plain question ;
and

easy to answer."

"None at all that I know of, sir," replied DoUy. "I
should be very glad to be near Miss Emma of course, and

always am."
" That 's well," said Mr. Haredale. " That is all I had to

Bay. You are anxious to go. Don't let me detain you."

Dolly didn't let him, nor did she wait for him to try, for

the words had no sooner passed his lips than she was out of

the room, out of the house, and in the fields again.
The first thing to be done, of course, when she came to

herself, and considered what a flurry she had been in, was to

cry afresh
;
and the next thing, when she reflected how well

she had got over it, was to laugh heartily. The tears once

banished gave place to the smiles, and at last Dolly laughed
so much that she was fain to lean against a tree, and give
vent to her exultation. When she could laugh no longer
and was quite tired, she put her head-di'ess to rights, dried

her eyes, looked back very merrily and triumphantly at the

Warren chimneys, which were just visible, and resumed

her walk.

The twilight had come on, and it was qiiickly growing
dusk, but tho path was so familiar to her from frequent tra

versing that she hardly thought of this, and certainly felt no

uneasiness at being alone. Moreover, there was the bracelet

to admire
;
and when she had given it a good rub, and held

it out at arm's length, it sparkled and glittered so beautifully
on her \vrit. that to look at it in every point of view and
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with every possible turn of the arm, was quite an absorbing
business. There was the letter too, and it looked so mys
terious and knowing, when she took it out of her pocket, and
it held, as she knew, so"much inside, that to turn it over and

over, and think about it, and wonder how it began, and how
it ended, and what it said all through, was another matter of

constant occupation. Between the bracelet and the letter,

there was quite enough to do without thinking of anything
else

;
and admiring each by turns, Dolly went on gaily.

As she passed through a wicket gate to where the 'path
was narrow, and lay between two hedges garnished here and

there with trees, she heard a rustling close at hand, which

brought her to a sudden stop. She listened. All was very

quiet, and she went on again not absolutely frightened, but

a little quicker than before perhaps, and possibly not quite so

much at her ease, for a check of that kind is startling.
She had no sooner moved on again, than she was conscious

of the same sound, which was like that of a person tramping
stealthily among bushes and brushwood. Looking towards

the spot whence it appeared to come, she almost fancied she

could make out a crouching figure. She stopped again. All

was quiet as before. On she went once more decidedly
faster now and tried to sing softly to herself. It must bo
the wind.

Hut how came the wind to blow only when she walked, and
when she stood still? She stopped involuntarily as she

u.ade the reflection, and the rustling noise stopped likewise.

Slu> was really frightened now, and was yet hesitating what
to do, when the bushes crackled and snapped, and a man
came pionging through them, close before her.
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CHAPTER XXL

I was for the moment an inexpressible relief to Dolly, to

reoognise in the person who forced himself into the path so

abruptly, and now stood directly in her way, Hugh of the

Maypole, whose name she uttered in a tone of delighted

surprise that came from her heart.
" Was it you ?" she said,

" how glad I am to see you ! and

how could you terrify me so !

"

In answer to which, he said nothing at all, but stood quite

still, looking at her.
" Did you come to meet me ?" asked Dolly.

Hugh nodded, and muttered something to the effect that he

had been waiting for her, and had expected her sooner.
"

1 thought it likely they Avould send," said Dolly, greatly
re-assured by this.

"
Nobody sent me," was his sullen answer. "

I came of

my own accord."

The rough bearing of this fellow, and his wild, uncouth

appearance, had often filled the girl with a vague apprehension
even when other people were by, and had occasioned her to

shrink from him involuntarily. The having him for an

unbidden companion in s.o solitary a place, with the darkness

fast gathering about them, renewed and even increased the

alarm she had felt at first.

If his manner had been merely dogged and passively fierce,

as usual, she would have had no greater dislike to his

company than she always felt perhaps, indeed, would have

been rather glad to have had him at hand. But there was

something of coarse bold admiration in his look, which
terrified her very much. She glanced timidly towards him,
uncertain whether to go forward or retreat, and he stood

gazing it her like a handsome satyr ;
and so they remained

for some short time without stirring or breaking silence. At

length Dolly took courage, shot past him, and hurried on.
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''Why do you spend so much breath in avoiding me?"
said Hugh, accommodating his pace to hers, and keeping
close at her side.

"
I wish to get back as quickly as I can, and you walk too

near me," answered Dolly.
"Too near!" said Hugh, stooping over her so that she

could feel his breath upon her forehead. "Why too near?

You 're always proud to me, mistress."

"I am proud to no one. You mistake me," answered

Dolly.
" Fall back, if you please, or go on."

"Nay, mistress," he rejpined, endeavouring to draw her

arm through his.
"

I '11 walk with you."
She released herself, and clenching her little hand, struck

him with right good will. At this, Maypole Hugh burst

into a roar of laughter, and passing his arm about her waist,

held her in his strong grasp as easily as if she had been a

bird.
" Ha ha ha ! Well done, mistress ! Strike again. You

shall beat my face, and tear my hair, and pluck my beard up
by the roots, and welcome, for the sake of your bright eyes.

Strike again, mistress. Do. Ha ha ha ! I like it."

" Let me go," she cried, endeavouring with both her hands

to push him off.
" Let me go this moment."

" You had as good be kinder to me, Sweetlips," said Hugh.
" You had, indeed. Come. Tell me now. Why are you
always so proud ? I don't quarrel with you for it. I love

you when you 're proud. Ha ha ha ! You can't hide your

beauty from a poor fellow
;
that 's a comfort !

"

She gave him no answer, but as he had not yet checked

her progress, continued to press forward as rapidly as she

could. At length, between the hurry she had made, her

terror, and the tightness of his embrace, her strength failed

her. and she could go no further.
"
Hugh," cried the panting girl,

"
good Hugh ; if you will

leave me I will give you anything everything I have and

never tell one word of this to any living creature."
" You had best not," he answered. "

Harkye, little dove,

you had best not. All about here know me, and what I dare

do if I have a mind. If ever you are going to tell, stop when
the words are on your lips, and think of the mischief you '11

bring, if you do, upon some innocent heads that you wouldn't

wish to hurt a hair of. Bring trouble on me, and I '11 bring
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trouble and something more on them in return. I care no

more for them than for so many dogs ;
not so much why

should I ? I 'd sooner kill a man than a dog any day. I 've

never been sorry for a man s death in all my life, and I have
for a dog's."

There was something so thoroughly savage in the manner
of these expressions, and the looks and gestures by which they
were accompanied, that her great fear of him gave her new

strength, and enabled her by a sudden effort to extricate

herself and run fleetly from him. But Hugh was as nimble,

strong, and swift of foot, as any man in broad England, and
it was but a fruitless expenditure of energy, for he had her in

his encircling arms again before she had gone a hundred

yards.
"

Softly, darling gently would you fly from rough Hugh,
that loves you as well as any drawing-room gallant?"

"
I would," she answered, struggling to free herself again,

"twill. Help!"
" A fine for crying out," said Hugh.

" Ha ha ha ! A fine,

pretty one, from your lips. I pay myself! Ha ha ha !"

"Help! Help! Help!" As she shrieked with the utmost

violence she could exert, a shout was heard in answer, and

another, and another.

"Thank Heaven!" cried the girl in an ecstacy. "Joe,
dear Joe, this way. Help !

"

Her assailant paused, and stood irresolute for a moment,
but the shouts drawing nearer and coming quick upon them,
forced him to a speedy decision. He released her, whispered
with a menacing look, "Tell him: and see what follows!"

and leaping the hedge, was gone in an instant. Dolly darted

off, and fairly ran into Joe Willet's open arms.

"What is the matter! are you hurt! what was it! who
was it ? where is he ? what was he like ?" with a great many
encouraging expressions and assurances of safety, were the

lirst words Joe poured forth. But poor little Dolly was so

breathless and terrified that for some time she was quite
unable to answer him, and hung upon liis shoulder, sobbing
and crying as if her heart would break.

Joe had not the smallest objection to have her hanging on

his shoulder ; no, not the lea.st, though it crushed the clicrry-

coloured ribbons sadly, and put the smart little hat out of all

shape. But he couldu't bear to see her cry; it went to his
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very heart. He tried to console her, bent over her, whispered
to her some say kissed her, but that 's a fable. At any rate

he said all the kind and tender things he could think of, and

Dolly let him go on and didn't interrupt him once, and it was

a good ten minutes before she was able to raise her head and

thank him.
" What was it that frightened you?" said Joe.

A man whose person was unknown to her had followed

her, she answered
;
he began by begging, and went on to

threats of robbery, which he was on the point of carrying
into execution, and would have executed, but for Joe's timely
aid. The hesitation and confusion with which she said this,

Joe attributed to the fright she had sustained, and no suspicion

of the truth occurred to him for a moment.
"
Stop when the words are on your lips." A hundred

times that night, and very often afterwards, when the dis

closure was rising to her tongue, Dolly thought of that, and

repressed it. A deeply rooted dread of the man
;
the con

viction that his ferocious nature, once roused, would stop at

nothing ;
and the strong assurance that if she impeached him,

the full measure of his wrath and vengeance would be wreaked

on Joe, who had preserved her
;
these were considerations she

had not the courage to overcome, and inducements to secrecy
too powerful for her to surmount.

Joe, for his part, was a great deal too happy to inquire

very curiously into the matter; and Dolly being yet too

tremulous to walk without assistance, they went forward very

slowly, and in his mind very pleasantly, until the Maypole lights

\vere near at hand, twinkling their cheerful welcome, when

Dolly stopped suddenly, niid with a half scream exclaimed,
"The letter!"
" What letter?

"
cried Joe.

"That I was currying-! had it in my hand. My bracelet

too," she said, clasping her wrist.
"

I have lost them both !"
" Do you mean just now ?

"
said Joe.

"Either I dropped them then, or they were taken from

me," answered Dolly, vainly searching her pocket and rustling
her dress. "

They are gone, both gone. What an unhappy
girl I am !

" With these words poor Dolly, who to do her

justice was quite as sorry for the loss of the letter as for her

bracelet, ft'l a crying again, aud bemoaned her fate most

movingly.
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Joe tried to comfort her with the assurance that directly ho

had housed her safely in the Maypole, he would return to the

spot with a lantern (for it was now quite dark) and make
strict search for the missing articles, which there was great

probability of his finding, as it was not likoly that anybody
had passed that way since, and she was not conscious of their

having been forcibly taken from her. Dolly thanked him very

heartily for this offer, though with no great hope of his quest

being successful
;
and so, with many lamentations on her

side, and many hopeful words on his, and much weakness on

the part of Dolly and much tender supporting on the part of

Joe, they reached the Maypole bar at last, where the lock

smith and his wife and old John were yet keeping high
festival.

Mr. Willet received the intelligence of Dolly's trouble with

that surprising presence of mind and readiness of speech for

which he was so eminently distinguished above all other men.

Mrs. Varden expressed her sympathy for her daughter's
distress by scolding her roundly for being so late

;
and the

honest locksmith divided himself between condoling with and

kissing Dolly, and shaking hands heartily with Joe, whom he

could not sufficiently praise or thank.

In reference to this latter point, old John was far from

agreeing with his friend
;
for besides that he by no means

approved of an adventurous spirit in the abstract, it occurred

to him that if his son and heir had been seriously damaged in

a scuffle, the consequences would assuredly have been expensive
and inconvenient, and might perhaps have proved detrimental

to the Maypole business. Wherefore, and because he looked

with no favourable eye upon young girls, but rather con

sidered that they and the whole female sex were a kind of

nonsensical mistake on the part of Nature, he took occasion to

retire and shake his head in private at the boiler
; inspired

by which silent oracle, he was moved to give Joe various

stealthy nudges with his elbow, as a parental reproof and

gentle admonition to mind his own business and not make a

fool of himself.

Joe, however, took down the lantern and lighted it; and

arming himself with a stout stick, asked whether Hugh was
in the stable.

" He 's lying asleep before the kitchen fire, sir," said Mr.

Willet. ' What do you want him for ?
"
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" I want him to come with mo to look after this bracelet

and letter," answered Joe. " Halloa there ! Hugh !

"

Dolly turned pale as death, and felt as if she must faint

forthwith. After a few moments, Hugh came staggering in,

stretching himself and yawning according to custom, and

presenting every appearance of having been roused from a

sound nap.
"Here sleepy-head," said Joe, giving him the lantern.

"Carry this, and bring the dog, and that small cudgel of

yours. And woe betide the fellow if we come upon him."

"What fellow?" growled Hugh, rubbing his eyes and

shaking himself.
" What fellow?

"
returned Joe, who was in a state of great

valour and bustle; "a fellow you ought to know of, and be

more alive about. It 's well for the like of you, lazy giant
that you are, to be snoring your time away in chimney-

corners, when honest men's daughters can't cross even our

quiet meadows at nightfall without being set upon by footpads,
and frightened out of their precious lives."

"
They never rob me "

cried Hugh with a laugh.
'

I have

got nothing to lose. But I 'd as lief knock them at head as

any other men. How many are there ?
"

"
Only one," said Dolly faintly, for everybody looked at her.

"And what was he like, mistress?" said Hugh with a

glance at young Willet, so slight and momentary that the

scowl it conveyed was lost on all but her. " About my
height ?

"

" Not not so tall," Dolly replied, scarce knowing what
she said.

" His dress," said Hugh, looking at her keenly,
" like

like any of ours now ? I know all the people hereabouts, and

maybe could give a guess at the man, if I had anything to

guide me."

Dolly faltered and turned paler yet ;
then answered that he

was wrapped in a 1x56 coat and had his face hidden by a

nandkerchief, and that she could give no other description
of him.

" You wouldn't know him if you saw him then, belike?"

said Hugh with a malicious grin.
"

I should not," answered Dolly, bursting into tears again.
"

I don't wish to see him. I can't bear to think of him. I

can't talk about him any more. Don't go to look for these
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thing?, Mr. Joo, pray don't. I entreat you not to go with

that man."
" Not to go with me !

"
cried Hugh.

"
I 'm too rough for

them all. They 're all afraid of me. Why, bless you
mistress, I 've the tenderest heart alive. I love all the ladies

ma'am," said Hugh, turning to the locksmith's wife.

Mrs. Varden opined that if he did, he ought to be ashamed
of himself, such sentiments being more consistent (so she

argued) with a benighted Mussulman or wild Islander than

with a stanch Protestant. Arguing from this imperfect state

of his morals, Mrs. Varden further opined that he had never

studied the Manual. Hugh admitting that he never had, and

moreover that he couldn't read, Mrs. Varden declared with

much severity, that he ought to be even more ashamed of

himself than before, and strongly recommended him to save

up his pocket-money for the purchase of one, and further to

teach himself the contents with all convenient diligence. She

was still pursuing this train of discourse, when Hugh, some
what unceremoniously and irreverently, followed his young
master out, and left her to edify the rest of the company.
This she proceeded to do, and finding that Mr. Willet's eyes
were fixed upon her with an appearance of deep attention,

gradually addressed the whole of her discourse to him, whom
she entertained with a moral and theological lecture of con

siderable length, in the conviction that great workings were

taking place in his spirit. The simple truth was, however,
that Mr. Willet, although has eyes were wide open and he saw
a woman before him whose head by long and steady looking
at seemed to grow bigger and bigger until it filled the whole

bar, was to all other intents and purposes fast asleep ;
and so

sat leaning back in his chair with his hands in his pockets
until his son's return caused him to wake up with a deep

sigh, and a faint impression that he had been dreaming
about pickled pork and greens a vision of his slumbers

which was no doubt referable to the circumstance of Mrs.

Varden's having frequently pronounced the word "Grace"
with much emphasis ;

which word, entering the portals of

Mr. Willet's brain as they stood ajar, and coupling itself with

the words " before meat," which were there ranging about,

did in time suggest a particular kind of meat together with

that description of vegetable which is usually its companion.
The search was wholly unsuccessful. Joe had groped along
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the path a dozen times, as.d among the grass, and in the dry

ditch, and in the hedge, but all in vain. Dolly, who was

quite inconsolable for her loss, -wrote a note to Miss Haredalo

giving her the same account of it that she had given at the

Maypole, which Joe undertook to deliver as soon as the family
were stirring next day. That done, they sat down to tea in

the bar, where there was an uncommon display of buttered

toast, and in order that they might not grow faint for want

of sustenance, and might have a decent halting-place or half

way house between dinner and supper a few savoury* trifles

in the shape of great rashers of broiled ham, which being well

cured, done to a turn, and smoking hot, sent forth a tempting
and delicious fragrance.

Mrs. Varden was seldom very Protestant at meals, unless it

happened that they were under-done, or over-done, or indeed

that anything occurred to put her out of humour. Her

spirits rose considerably on beholding these goodly prepara

tions, and from the nothingness of good works, she passed to

the somethingness of ham and toast with great cheerfulness.

Nay, under the influence of these wholesome stimulants, she

sharply reproved her daughter for being low and despondent

(which she considered an unacceptable frame of mind), and

remarked, as she held her own plate for a fresh supply, that

it would be well for Dolly who pined over the loss of a toy
and a sheet of paper, if she would reflect upon the voluntary
sacrifices of the missionaries in foreign parts who lived chiefly

on salads.

The proceedings of such a day occasioned various fluctuations

in the human thermometer, and especially in instruments so

sensitively and delicately constructed as Mrs. Varden. Thus,
at dinner Mrs. V. stood at summer heat

; genial, smiling, and

delightful. After dinner, in the sunshine of the wine, she

went up at least half-a-dozen degrees, and was perfectly

enchanting. As its effect subsided, she fell rapidly, wont to

sleep for an hour or so at temperate, and woke at something
below freezing. Now she was at summer heat again, in the

shade
;
and when tea was over, and old John, producing a

bottle of cordial from one of the oaken cases, insisted on her

sipping two glasses thereof in slow succession, she st<x;d

steadily at ninety for one hour and a quarter. Profiting by
experience, the locksmith took advantage of this genial weather

to smoko his pipe in the porch, and in consequence of this
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prudent management, lie was fulty prepared, when the glass
went down again, to start homewards directly.

The horse was accordingly ptit in, and the chaise brought
round to the door. Joe, who would on no account be dissuaded

from escorting them until they had passed the most dreary
and solitary part of the road, led out the grey mare at the

same time
;
and having helped Dolly into her seat (more

happiness !) sprung gaily into the saddle. Then, after many
good nights, and admonitions to wrap up, and glancing of

lights, and handing in of cloaks and shawls, the chaise rolled

away, and Joe trotted beside it on Dolly's side no doubt,
and pretty close to the wheel too.
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CHAPTER XXH.

IT was a fine bright night, and for all her lowness of spirits

Dolly kept looking up at the stars in a manner so bewitching

(and sAj knew it
!) that Joe was clean out of his senses, and

plainly showed that if ever a man were not to say over head

and ears, but over the Monument and the top of Saint Paul's

in love, that man was himself. The road was a very good
one; not at all a jolting road, or an uneven one; and yet

Dolly held the side of the chaise with one little hand, all the

w;iy. If there hud been an executioner behind him with an

uplifted axe ready to chop off his head if he touched that

hand, Joe couldn't have helped doing it. From putting his

own hand upon it as if by chance, and taking it away again
after :i minute or so, he got to riding along without taking it

off at all
;
as if he, the escort, were bound to do that as an

important part of his duty, and had come out for the purpose.
The most curious circumstance about this little incident was,
that Dolly didn't seem to know of it. She looked so innocent

and unconscious when she turned her eyes on Joe, that it was

quite provoking.
She talked though; talked about her fright, and about

Joe's coming up to rescue her, and about her gratitude, and

about her fear that she might not have thanked him enough,
ami about their always being friends from that time forth

aud about all that Bort of thing. And when Joe said, not

fri'-nds he hoped, Dolly was quite surprised, and said not

enemies she hoped ;
and when Joe said, couldn't they bo

something much better than either, Dolly all of a sudden

found out a star which was brighter than all the other stars,

and begged to call his attention to the same, and was ten

thousand times more innocent and unconscious than ever.

In this manner thev travelled along, talking very little

above a whisper, and wishing the road could be stretched out

to some dozen .limns its natural length at least that wan
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Joe's desire when, as they were getting clear of the forest

and emerging on the more frequented road, they heard behind

them the sound of a horse's feet at a round trot, which

growing rapidly louder as it drew
'

nearer, elicited a scream

from Mrs. Varden, and the cry
" a friend !" from the rider,

who now came panting up, and checked his horse beside

Miem.

"This man again!" cried Dolly, shuddering.
"
Hugh !" said Joe. " What errand are you upon ?"

"
I come to ride back with you," he answered, glancing

covertly at the locksmith's daughter.
" He sent me."

"My father!" said poor Joe; adding under his breath,

with a very unfilial apostrophe.
'' Will lie never think me man

enough to take* care of myself!"

"Aye!" returned Hugh to the first part of the inquiry.
" The roads are not safe just now," he says,

" and you 'd

better have a companion."
" Ride on then," said Joe. "

I 'm not going to turn yet."

Hugh complied, and they went on again. It was his whim
or humour to ride immediately before the chaise, and from

this position he constantly turned his head, and looked back.

Dolly felt that he looked at her, but she averted her eyes and

feared to raise them once, so great was the dread with which
he had inspired her.

This interruption, and the consequent wakefulness of

Mrs. Varden, who had been nodding in her sleep up to this

point, except for a minute or two at a time, when she roused

herself to scold the locksmith for audaciously taking hold of

her to prevent her nodding herself out of the chaise, put a

restraint upon the whispered conversation, and made it difficult

of resumption. Indeed, before they had gone another mile,

Gabriel stopped at his wife's desire, and that good lady

protested she would not hear of Joo's going a step further on

any account whatever. It was in vain for Joe to protest on

the other hand that he was by no means tired, and would

turn back presently, and would see them safely past such and

such a point, and so forth. Mrs. Varden was obdurate, and

being so was not to be overcome by mortal agency.
" Good night if I must say it," said Joe, sorrowfully.

"Good night," said Dolly. She would have added,
" Take

care of that man, and pray don't trust him," but he had

turned his horse's head, and was standing close to them. Shi'
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had therefore nothing for it but to suffer Joe to give her huml

a gentle squeeze, and when the chaise had gone on for some

distance, to look back and wave it, as he still lingered on tho

spot where they had parted, with the tall dark figure of Hugh
beside him.

What she thought about, going home
;
and whether tho

coachmaker held as favourable a place in her meditations

as he had occupied in the morning, is unknown. They
reached home at last at last, for it was a long way, made
none the shorter by Mrs. Varden's grumbling. Miggs hearing
the sound of wheels was at the door immediately.

" Here they are, Simmun ! Here they are !

"
cried

Miggs, clapping her hands, and issuing forth to help her

mistress to alight.
"
Bring a chair, Simmun. Now, an't

you the better for it, minx ? Don't you feel more yourself
than you would have done if you 'd have stopped at home ?

Oh, gracious ! how cold you are ! Goodness me, sir, she 's a

perfect heap of ice.'
'

"
I can't help it, my good girl. You had better take her

in to the fire," said the locksmith.
" Master sounds unfeeling, mim," said Miggs, in a tone of

commiseration, "but such is not his intentions, I'm sure.

After what he has seen of you this day, I never will believe

but that he has a deal more affection in his heart than to

speak unkind. Come in and sit yourself down by the fire ;

there 's a good dear do."

Mrs. Varden complied. The locksmith followed with his

hands in his pockets, and Mr. Tappertit trundled off with the

chaise to a neighbouring stable.
"
Martha, my dear," said the locksmith, when they reached

the parlour,
"

if you '11 look to Dolly yourself, or let somebody
else do it, perhaps it will be only kind and reasonable. She
has been frightened you know, and is not at all well to

night."
In fact, Dolly had thrown herself upon the sofa, quite

regardless of all the little finery of which she had been so

proud in the morning, and with her face buried in her hands
was crying very much.

At first sight of this phenomenon (for Dolly was by no
means accustomed to displays of this sort, rather learning
from her mother's example to avoid them as much as possible)
Mrs. Varden expressed her belief that ccvor was any woman

2
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BO beset as she : that her life was a continued scene of trial
;

that whenever she was disposed to be well and cheerful, so

sure were the people around her to throw, by some means or

other, a damp upon her spirits ;
and that, as she had enjoyed

herself that day, and Heaven knew it was very seldom she did

enjoy herself, so she was now to pay the penalty. To all such

propositions Miggs assented freely. Poor Dolly, however,

grew none the better for these restoratives, but rather worse,
indeed

;
and seeing that she was really ill, both Mrs. Varden

and Miggs were moved to compassion, and tended her in

earnest.

But even then, their very kindness shaped itself into their

usual course of policy, and though Dolly was in a swoon, it

was rendered clear to the meanest capacity, that Mrs. Varden
was the sufferer. Thus when Dolly began to get a little

better, and passed into that stage in which matrons hold that

remonstrance and argument may be successfully applied, her

mother represented to her, with tears in her eyes, that if she

had been flurried and worried that day, she must remember it

was the common lot of humanity, and in especial of woman
kind, who through the whole of their existence must expect
no less, and were bound to make up their minds to meek
endurance and patient resignation. Mrs. Varden entreated

her to remember that one of these days she would, in all

probability, have to do violence to her feelings so far as to bo

married
;
and thft marriage, as she might see every day oi

her life (and truly she did) was a state requiring great forti

tude and forbearance. She represented to her in lively

colours, that if she (Mrs. V.) had not, in steering her course

through this vale of tears, been supported by a strong

principle of duty which alone upheld and prevented her from

drooping, she must have been in her grave many years ago ;

in which case she desired to know what would have become of

that errant spirit (meaning the locksmith), of whose eyes she

was the very apple, and in whose path she was, as it were, a

shining light and guiding star?

Miss Miggs also put in her word to the same effect. She

said that indeed and indeed Miss Dolly might take pattern by
her blessed mother, who, she always had said, and always
would say, though she were to be hanged, drawn, and

quartered for it next minute, was the mildest, amiaLlost,

fbrgivmgest-spirited, lougest-sufforiugest .female, as over she
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oould have believed
;
the mere narration of whose excellencies

had worked such a wholesome change in the mind of her own

sister-in-law, that, whereas, before, she and her husband livnl

like cat and dog, and were in the habit of exchanging brass

candlesticks, pot-lids, flat-irons, and other such strong resent

ments, they were now the happiest and aifectionatest couple

upon eartli
;
as could be proved any day on application at

Golden Lion Court, number tweuty-sivin, second bell-handle

on the right-hand door-post. After glancing at herself as a

comparatively worthless vessel, but still as one of some desert,

she besought her to bear in mind that her aforesaid dear and

only mother was of a weakly constitution and excitable

temperament, who had constantly to sustain afflictions in

domestic life, compared with which, thieves and robbers wero
as nothing, and yet never sunk down or gave way to despair
or wrath, but, in prize-fighting phraseology, always came up
to time with a cheerful countenance, and went in to win as if

nothing had happened. When Miggs had finished her solo,

her mistress struck in again, and the two together performed
a duet to the same purpose ;

the burden being, that

Mrs. Varden was persecuted perfection, and Mr. Varden, as

the representative of mankind in that apartment, a creature of

vicious and brutal habits, utterly insensible to the blessings
he enjoyed. Of so refined a character, indeed, was their

talent of assault under the mask of sympathy, that when

Dolly, recovering, embraced her father tenderly, as in vindica

tion of his goodness, Mrs. Varden expressed her solemn hopo
that this would be a lesson to him for the remainder of his

life, and that he would do some little justice to a woman's
nature ever afterwards in wliich aspiration Miss Miggs, by
divers sniffs and coughs, more significant than the longest

oration, expressed her entire concurrence.

But the great joy of Miggs's heart was, that she not only

picked up a full account of what had happened, but had the

exquisite delight of conveying it to Mr. Tappertit for his

jealousy and torture. For that gentleman, on account of

Dolly's indisposition, had been requested to take his supper in

the workshop, and it was conveyed thither by Miss Miggs's
own fair hands.

"
Oh, Simmun !

"
said the young lady,

" such goings on

to-day ! Oh, gracious mo, Simmun !

"

Mr Tappertit, who was not in the best of humours, and
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who disliked Miss Miggs more wlien slie laid her hand on her

heart and panted for breath than at any other time, as her

deficiency of outline was most apparent under such circum

stances, eyed her over in his loftiest style, and deigned to

express no curiosity whatever.
"

I never heard the like, nor nobody else," pursued Miggs.
" The idea of interfering with her. What people can see in

her to make it worth their while to do so, that 's the joke

he, he, he !

"

Finding there was a lady in the case, Mr. Tappertit

haughtily requested his fair friend to be more explicit, and

demanded to know what she meant by
" her."

"
Why, that Dolly," said Miggs, with an extremely sharp

emphasis on the name. "
But, oh upon my word and honour,

young Joseph Willet is a brave one
;
and he do deserve her,

that he do."
" Woman !

"
said Mr. Tappertit, jumping off the counter

on which he was seated
;

" beware !

"

" My stars, Simmun !

"
cried Miggs, in affected astonish

ment. " You frighten me to death ! What 's the matter ?"
" There are strings," said Mr. Tappertit, flourishing his

bread-and-cheese knife in the air,
" in the human heart

that had better not be wibrated. That 's what 's the

matter."
"
Oh, very well if you 're in a huff," cried Miggs, turn

ing away,
" Huff or no huff," said Mr. Tappertit, detaining her by

the wrist. " What do you mean, Jezebel ? What were you
going to say ? Answer me !

"

Notwithstanding this uncivil exhortation, Miggs gladly did

as she was required; and told him how that their young
mistress, being alone in the meadows after dark, had been

attacked by tliree or four tall men, who would have certainly
borne her away and perhaps murdered her, but for the timely
arrival of Joseph Willet, who with his own single hand put
them all to flight, and rescued her

;
to the lasting admiration

of his fellow-creatures generally, and to the eternal love and

gratitude of Dolly Varden.
"
Very good," said Mr. Tappertit, fetching a long breath

when the tale was told, and rubbing his hair up till it stood

stiff and straight on end all over his head. " His days are

numbered.
1 '
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'

Oh, Simmun !

"

"
I tell you," said the 'prentice,

" his days are numbered.
Leave me. Get along with you."

Miggs departed at his bidding, but less because of his

bidding than because she desired to chuckle in secret. When
she had given vent to her satisfaction, she returned to the

parlour ;
where the locksmith, stimulated by quietness and

Toby, had become talkative, and was disposed to take a

cheerful review of the occurrences of the day. But Mrs.

Varden, whose practical religion (as is not uncommon) was

usually of the retrospective order, cut him short by declaim

ing on the sinfulness of such junkettings, and holding that it

was high time to go to bed. To bed therefore she withdrew,
with an aspect as grim and gloomy as that of the Maypole'8
own state couch; and to bed the rest of tke establishment

soon afterwaidfl repaired.
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CHAPTER XXIII.

TWILIGHT had given place to night some hours, and it

was high noon in those quarters of the town in which " the

world "
condescended to dwell the world being then, as

now, of very limited dimensions and easily lodged when
Mr. Chester reclined upon a sofa in his dressing-room in the

Temple, entertaining himself with a book.

He was dressing, as it seemed, by easy stages, and having

performed half the journey was taking a long rest. Com
pletely attired as to his legs and feet in the trimmest fashion

of the day, he had yet the remainder of his toilet to perform.
The coat was stretched, like a refined scarecrow, on its

separate horse; the waistcoat was displayed to the best

advantage ;
the various ornamental articles of dress were

severally set out in most alluring order
;
and yet ho lay

dangling his legs between the sofa and the ground, as intent

upon his book as if there were nothing but bed before him.
"
Upon my honoiir," he said, at length raising his eyes

to the ceiling with the air of a man who was reflecting

seriously on what he had read
;

"
upon my honour, the most

masterly composition, the most delicate thoughts, the finest

code of morality, and the most gentlemanly sentiments in tho

universe ! Ah Ned, Ned, if you would but form your mind

by such precepts, we should have but one common feeling on

every subject that could possibly arise between us !

"

This apostrophe was addressed, like the rest of his remarks,

to empty air : for Edward was not present, and the father

was quite alone.
" My Lord Chesterfield," he said, pressing his hand

tenderly upon the book as he laid it down,
"

if I could but

have profited by your genius soon enough to have formed my
son on the model you have left to all wise fathers, both ho

and I would have been rich men. Shakspeare was un

doubtedly very fine in his way; Milton good, though prosy;
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Lord Bacon deep and decidedly knowing; but the writer

who should be his country's pride, is my Lord Chesterfield."

He became thoughtful again, and the toothpick was in

requisition.
"

I thought I was tolerably accomplished as a man of the

world," he continued,
"

I flattered myself that I was pretty
well versed in all those little arts and graces whicli distinguish
men of the world from boors and peasants, and separate their

character from those intensely vulgar sentiments which aro

called the national character. Apart from any natund pre

possession in my own favour, I believed I was. Still, in every

page of this enlightened writer, I find some captivating

hypocrisy which has never occurred to me before, or somo

superlative piece of selfishness to which I was utterly a

stranger. I should quite blush for myself before this stupen
dous creature, if, remembering his precepts, one might blush

at anything. An amazing man ! a nobleman indeed ! any
King or Queen may make a Lord, but only the Devil himself

and the Graces can make a Chesterfield."

Men who are thoroughly false and hollow, seldom try to

hide those vices from themselves
;
and yet in the very act of

avowing them, they lay claim to the virtues they feign most

to despise.
"
For," say they,

"
this is honesty, this is truth.

All mankind are like us, but they have not the candour to

avow it." The more they affect to deny the existence of any
sincerity in the world, the more they would be thought to

possess it in its boldest shape ;
and this is an unconscious

compliment to Truth on the part of these philosophers, which

will turn the laugh against them to the Day of Judgment.
Mr. Chester, having extolled his favourite author as above

recited, took up the book again in the excess of his admiration

and was composing himself for a further perusal of its sublime

morality, when he was disturbed by a noise at the outer door;
occasioned as it seemed by the endeavours of his servant to

obstruct the entrance of some unwelcome visitor.
" A late hour for an importunate creditor," he said, raising

his eyebrows with as indolent an expression of wonder as if

the noise were in the street, and one with which he had not

the smallest personal concern. " Much after their accustomed

time. The usual pretence I suppose. No doubt a heavy

payment to make up to-morrow. Poor fellow, he loses timo,

and tina3 is money, as the good proverb says I never fouuf
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it out though. Well. "What now ? You know 1 am not

at homo."
" A man, sir," replied the servant, who was to the full as

cool and negligent in his way as his master,
" has brought

home the riding-whip you lost the other day. I told him you
were out, but he said he was to wait while I brought it in,

and wouldn't go till I did."
" He was quite right," returned his master,

" and you 're a

blockhead, possessing no judgment or discretion whatever.

Tell him to come in, and see that he rubs his shoes for exactly
five minutes first."

The man laid the whip on a chair, and withdrew. The

master, who had only heard his foot upon the ground and had

not taken the trouble to turn round and look at him, shut

his book, and pursued the train of ideas his entrance had
disturbed.

" If time were money," he said, handling his snuff-box,
" I would compound with my creditors, and give them let

me see how much a day ? There 's my nap after dinner

an hour they 're extremely welcome to that, and to make the

most of it. In the morning, between my breakfast and the

paper, I could spare them another hour
;
in the evening, before

dinner, say another. Three hours a day. They might pay
themselves in calls, with interest, in twelve months. I- think I

shall propose it to them. Ah, my centaur, are you there ?
"

" Here I am," replied Hugh, striding in, followed by a dog
as rough and sullen as himself; "and trouble enough I've

had to get here. What do you ask me to come for, and keep
me out when I do come? "

" My good fellow," returned the other, raising his head

a little from the cushion and carelessly surveying him from

top to toe,
"

I am delighted to see you, and to have, in your

being here, the very best proof that you are not kept out.

How are you?"
"

I 'm well enough," said Hugh impatiently.
" You look a perfect marvel of health. Sit down."
"

I 'd rather stand," said Hugh.
" Please yourself, my good fellow," returned Mr. Chester

rising, slowly pulling off the loose robe he wore, and sitting

down before the dressing-glass.
" Please yourself by all

means."

Having said this in the politest and blandest tone possible,
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he went on dressing, and took no further notice of his guest,
who stood in the same spot as uncertain what to do next,

eyeing liiin sulkily from time to time.
" Are you going to speuk to me, master ?

" he said, after a

long silence.
" My worthy creature," returned Mr. Chester,

"
you are a

little ruffled and out of humour. I '11 wait till you 're quite

yourself again. I am in no hurry."
This behaviour had its intended effect. It humbled and

abashed the man, and made him still more irresolute and
uncertain. Hard words he could have returned, violence he

would have repaid with interest
;
but this cool, complacent,

contemptuous, self-possessed reception, caused him to feel his

inferiority more completely than the most elaborate arguments.

Everything contributed to this effect. His own rough speech,
contrasted with the soft persuasive accents of the other

;
his

rude bearing, and Mr. Chester's polished manner
;
the dis

order and negligence of his ragged dress, and the elegant
attire he saw before him : with all the unaccustomed luxuries

and comforts of the room, and the silence that gave him
leisure to observe these things, and feel how ill at ease they
made him

; all these influences, which have too often some
effect on tutored minds and become of almost resistless power
when brought to bear on such a mind as his, quelled Hugh
completely. He moved by little and little nearer to Mr.

Chester's chair, and glancing over his shoulder at the reflec

tion of his face in the glass, as if seeking for some encourage
ment in its expression, said at length, with a rough attempt
at conciliation.

" Art you going to speak to me, master, or am I to go
away ?

"

"
Speak you," said Mr. Chester,

"
speak you, good fellow.

1 have spoken, have I not ? I am waiting for you."
"
Why, look'ec sir," returned Hugh with increased em

barrassment,
" am I the man that you privately left your

whip with before you rode away from the Maypole, and told

to bring
1

it back whenever he might want to see you on u

certain subject ?
"

" No doubt the same, or you have a twin brother," said

Mr. Chester, glancing ut the reflection of his anxious face
;

1 which is not probable, I should say."
" Thru I have come sir," said Hugh, "and I have brought
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it bade, and something else along witli it. A letter sir, it is,

that I took from the person -who had charge of it." As he

spoke, he laid upon the dressing-table Dolly's last epistle.

The very letter that had cost her so much trouble.
" Did yon obtain this by force, my good fellow?

"
said Mr

Chester, casting his eye upon it without the least perceptiblo

surprise or pleasure.
" Not quite," said Hugh.

"
Partly."

" Who was the messenger from whom you took it?
"

" A woman. One Varden's daughter."
" Oh indeed !

"
said Mr. Chester, gaily.

" What else did

you take from her ?
"

" What else ?
"

"Yes," said the other, in a drawling manner, for he was

fixing a very small patch of sticking-plaster on a very small

pimple near the corner of his mouth. " What else ?
''

"Well a kiss," replied Hugh, after some hesitation.
" And what else ?

"

"Nothing."
"

I think," said Mr. Chester, in the same easy tone, and

smiling twice or thrice to try if the patch adhered "
I think

there was something else. I have heard a trifle of jewellery

spoken of a mere trifle a thing of such little value, indeed,

that you may have forgotten it. Do you remember anything
of the kind such as a bracelet now, for instance ?

"

Hugh with a muttered oath thrust his hand into his breast,

and drawing the bracelet forth, wrapped in a scrap of hay,
was about to lay it on the table likewise, when his patron

stopped his hand and bade him put it up again.
" You took that for yourself, my excellent friend," he said,

" and may keep it. I am neither a thief, nor a receiver.

Don't show it to me. You had better hide it again, and lose

no time. Don't let me see where you put it either," ho added,

turning away his head.
" You 're not a receiver !

"
said Hugh bluntly, despite the

increasing awe in which he held him. " What do you call

that, master ?
"

striking the letter with his heavy hand.
"

I call that quite another thing," said Mr. Chester coolly.
"

I shall prove it presently, as you. will see. You are thirsty,

I suppose ?
"

Hugh drew his sleeve across his lips, and gruffly answered
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"
Step to that closet, and bring me a bottle you will soo

there, and a glass."

Ho obeyed. His patron followed him with his eyes, and

when his back was turned, smiled as he had never done when

he stood beside the mirror. On his return, lie filled the gloss

and bade him drink. That dram despatched, he poured him

out another, and another.
" How many can you bear ?

" he said, filling the glass

again.
" As many as you like to give me. Pour on. Fill high.

*A bumper with a bead in the middle ! Give me enough of

this," he added, as he tossed it down his hairy throat,
" and

I '11 do murder if you ask me !

"

" As I don't mean to ask you, and you might possibly do it

without being invited if you went on much further," said Mr.

Chester with great composure,
" we will stop, if agreeable to

you my good friend, at the next glass. You were drinking
before you came here."

"
I always am when I can get it," cried Hugh boisterously,

waving the empty glass above his head, and throwing himself

into a rude dancing attitude. "
I always am. "Why not ?

Ha ha ha ! What 's so good to me as this ? What ever has

been ? What else has kept away the cold on bitter nights,
and driven hunger off in starving times ? What else has

given me the strength and courage of a man, when men
would have left me to die, a puny child ? I should never

have had a man's heart but for this. I should have died in

a ditch. Where 's ho who when I was a weak and sickly

wretch, with trembling legs and fading sight, bade me cheor

tip, as this did ? I never knew him
;
not I. I drink to tho

drink, master. Ha ha ha !

"

" You are an exceedingly cheerful young man," said Mr
Chester, putting on his cravat with great deliberation, and

slightly moving his head from side to side to settle his chin

in its proper place.
"
Quite a boon companion."

"I>o you see this hand, master," said Hugh,
<; and this

arm?" bearing the brawny limb to the ell>ow. "
It was once

mere skin and bone, and would have been dust in some poor

churchyard by this time, but for tho drink."

"You may cover it," said Mr. Chester, "it's sufficiently

roal in your sleeve."
"

1 should never have been spirited up to take a kiss from
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tho proud little beauty, master, but for tho drink," criod

Hugh.
" Ha lia ha ! It was a good ono. A.S sweet as

honeysuckle I warrant you. I thank the drink for it. I 'U

drink to the drink again, master. Fill me one more. Come.
Ono mire !

"

" You are such a promising fellow," said his patron,

putting on his waistcoat with great nicety, and taking no heed

of this request,
" that I must caution you against having too

many impulses from the drink, and getting hung before your
time. What 's your age ?

"

"
I don't know."

" At any rate," said Mr. Chester,
"
you are young enough

to escape what I may call a natural death for some years to

come. How can you trust yourself in my hands on so short

au. acquaintance, with a halter round your neck. What a

confiding nature yours must be !

"

Hugh fell back a pace or two and surveyed him with a look

of mingled terror, indignation, and surprise. Regarding
himself in the glass with the same complacency as before, and

speaking as smoothly as if he were discussing some pleasant
chit-chat of the town, his patron went on :

"
Robbery on the king's highway, my young friend, is a

very dangerous and ticklish occupation. It is pleasant, I havo

no doubt, while it lasts
;
but like many other pleasures in this

transitory world, it seldom lasts long. And really if, in the

ingenuousness of youth, you open your heart so readily on

the subject, I am afraid your career will be an extremely
short one."

"How's this?" said Hugh. "What do you. talk of,

master ? Who was it set me on ?
"

"Who?" said Mr. Chester, wheeling sharply round, and

looking full at him for the first time. "
I didn't hear you.

Who was it?"

Hugh faltered, and muttered something which was not

audible.
" Who was it? I am curious to know," said Mr. Chester,

with surpassing affability. "Some rustic beauty perhaps?
But bo cautious, my good friend. They are not always to bo

trusted. Do take my advice now, and be careful of yourself."

With these words he turned to the glass again, and went on

with his toilet.

Hugh would havo answered him that he, the questioner
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himself, liad set him on, but the words stuck m his throat.

Tlio consummate art with which his patron had led him to

this point, and managed the whole conversation, perfectly
baffled him. He did not doubt that if he had made the retort

which was on his lips when Mr. Chester turned round and

questioned him so keenly, he would straightway have given
him into custody and had him dragged before a justice with

the stolen property upon him ; in which case it was as certain

he would have been hung as it was that he had been born.

The ascendancy which it was the purpose of the man of tho

world to establish over this savage instrument, was gained
from that time. Hugh's submission was complete. Ho
dreaded him beyond description ;

and felt that accident and

artifice had spun a web about him, which at a touch from

such a master hand as his, would bind him to the gallows.
With these thoughts passing through his mind, and yet

wondering at the very same time how he who came there*

rioting in the confidence of this man (as he thought), should

bo so soon and so thoroughly subdued, Hugh stood cowering
before him, regarding him uneasily from time to time, whiln

he finished dressing. When he had done so, he took up tho

letter, broke the seal, and throwing himself back in his chair,

read it leisurely through.
"
Very neatly worded upon my life ! Quite a woman's

letter, full of what people call tenderness, and disinterested

ness, and heart, and all that sort of thing !

"

As he spoke, he twisted it up, and glancing lazily round at

Hugh as though he would say
" You see this ?

"
held it in

the flame of the candle. When it was in a full blaze, he

tossed it into the grate, and there it smouldered away.
"

It was directed to my son
;

" he said, turning to Hugh,
" and you did quite right to bring it here. I opened it on

my own responsibility, and you see what I have done witli it

Take this, for your trouble."

Hugh stepped forward to receive the piece of money he held

out to him. As lie put it in his hand, he added :

"
If you should happen to find anything else of this sort, or

to pick up any kind of information you may think I would

like to have, bring it hero, wiJJ you, my good fellow ?
"

This was said with u smilo which implied or Hugh thought
it did "

ftdl to do so at your peril !

" Ho answered that lr-

ouid.
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'' And don't," said his patron, -with an air of the very
kindest patronage,

" don't be at all downcast or uneasy

respecting that little rashness we have been speaking of.

Your neck is as safe in my hands, my good fellow, as

though a baby's fingers clasped it, I assure you. Take
another glass. You are quieter now."

Hugh accepted it from his hand, and looking stealthily

at his smiling face, drank the contents in silence.
" Don't you ha, ha ! don't you drink to the drink any

more ?
"

said Mr. Chester, in his most winning manner.
" To you, sir," was the sullen answer, with something

approaching to a bow. "
I drink to you."

" Thank you. God bless you. By the bye, what is your

name, my good soul ? You are called Hugh, I know, of

course your other name. ?
"

"
I have no other name."

" A very strange fellow ! Do you mean that you never

knew one, or that you don't choose to tell it? Which ?"
"I'd tell it if I could," said Hugh, quickly. "I can't

I have been always called Hugh; nothing more. I never

knew, nor saw, nor thought about a father
;
and I was a boy

of six that 's not very old when they hung my mother up
at Tyburn for a couple of thousand men to stare at. Thej*

might have let her live. She was poor enough."
"How veiy sad!" exclaimed his patron, with a con

descending smile. "
I have no doubt she was an exceedingly

fine woman."
" You see that dog of mine ?

"
said Hugh, abruptly.

"
Faithful, I dare say ?

"
rejoined his patron, looking at

him through his glass; "and immensely clever? Virtuous

and gifted animals, whether man or beast, always are so very
hideous."

" Such a dog as that, and one of the same breed, was the

only living thing except me that howled that day," said

Hugh.
" Out of the two thousand odd there was a larger

crowd for its being a woman the dog and I alone had any

pity. If he 'd have been a man, he 'd have been glad to bo

quit of her, for she had been forced to keep him lean and

half-starved
;

but being a dog, and not having a man's

sense, he was sorry."
"

It was dull of the bnito, certainly/' said Mr. Chester,
" and very like a bruto."
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Hugh made no rejoinder, hut whistling to his dog, who

sprung up at the sound and came jumping and sporting about

him, bade his sympathising friend good night.
"Good night," he returned. "Remember; you're safe

with me quite safe. So long
7 as you deserve it, my good

fellow, as I hope you always will, you have a friend in me, on

whose silence 3'ou may rely. Now do be careful of yourself,

pray do, and consider what jeopardy you might have stood in.

Good night ! bless you."

Hugh truckled before the hidden meaning of these words

ns much as such a being could, and crept out of the door so

submissively and subserviently with an air, in short, so

different from that with which he had entered that hia

patron on being left alone, smiled more than ever.
" And yet," he said, as he took a pinch of snuff,

"
I do not

like their having hanged his mother. The fellow has a fine

eye, and I am sure she was handsome. But very probably
she was coarse red-nosed perhaps, and had clumsy feet.

Aye, it was all for the best, no doubt."

With this comforting reflection, he put on his coat, took a

farewell glance at the glass, and summoned his man, who

promptly attended, followed by a chair and its two bearers.
" Foh !

"
said Mr. Chester. " The very atmosphere that

centaur has breathed, seems tainted with the cart and ladder.

Here, Peak. Bring some scent and sprinkle the floor; and

take away the chair he sat upon, and air it
;
and dash a little

of that mixture upon me. I am stifled !

"

The man obeyed ;
and the room and its master being both

purified, nothing remained for Mr. Chester but to demand his

hat, to fold it jauntily under his arm, to take his seat in the

chair and be carried off; humming a fashionable tuno.

vot. t
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" And don't," said his patron, with an air of the very
kindest patronage,

" don't be at all downcast or uneasy

respecting that little rashness we have been speaking of.

Your neck is as safe in my hands, ray good fellow, as

though a baby's fingers clasped it, I assure you. Take

another glass. You are quieter now."

Hugh accepted it from his hand, and looking stealthily

at his smiling face, drank the contents in silence.
" Don't you ha, ha ! don't you drink to the drink any

more ?
"

said Mr. Chester, in his most winning manner.
" To you, sir," was the sullen answer, with something

approaching to a bow. "
I drink to you."

" Thank you. God bless you. By the bye, what is your

name, my good soul ? You are called Hugh, I know, of

course your other name. ?
"

"
I have no other name."

" A very strange fellow ! Do you mean that you never

knew one, or thai you don't choose to tell it? Which?"
"

I 'd tell it if I could," said Hugh, quickly.
"

I ain't

I have been always called Hugh ; nothing more. I never

knew, nor saw, nor thought about a father; and I was a boy
of six that 's not very old when they hung my mother up
at Tyburn for a couple of thousand men to stare at. They

might have let her live. She was poor enough."
"How veiy sad!" exclaimed his patron, with a con

descending smile.
"

I have no doubt she was an exceedingly
fine woman."

" You see that dog of mine ?
"

said Hugh, abruptly.

"Faithful, I dare say?" rejoined his patron, looking at

him through his glass; "and immensely clever? Virtuous

and gifted animals, whether man or beast, always are so very
hideous."

" Such a dog as that, and one of the same breed, was the

only living tiling except me that howled that day," said

Hugh.
" Out of the two thousand odd there was a larger

crowd for its being a woman the dog and I alone had any

pity. If he 'd have been a man, he 'd have been glad to bo

quit of her, for she had been forced to keep him lean and

half-starved
;

but being a dog, and not having a man's

sense, he was sorry."
"

It was dull of the bruto, certainly," said Mr. Chester,
" and verv like a brute."
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Hugh made no rejoinder, hut whistling to his dog, who

sprung up at the sound and came jumping and sporting about

him, bade his sympathising friend good night.
"Good night/' he returned. "Remember; you're safe

with me quite safe. So long
7 as you deserve it, my good

fellow, as I hope you always will, you have a friend in me, on

whose silence you may rely. Now do be careful of yourself,

pray do, and consider what jeopardy you might have stood in.

Good night ! bless you."

Hugh truckled before the hidden meaning of these words

ns much as such a being could, and crept out of the door so

submissively and subserviently with an air, in short, so

different from that with which he had entered that hia

patron on being left alone, smiled more than ever.
" And yet," he said,- as he took a pinch of snuff,

"
I do not

like their having hanged his mother. The fellow has a fine

eye, and I am sure she was handsome. But very probably
she was coarse red-nosed perhaps, and had clumsy feet.

Aye, it was all for the best, no doubt."

With tins comforting reflection, he put on his coat, took a

farewell glance at the glass, and summoned his man, who

promptly attended, followed by a chair and its two bearers.
" Foh !

"
said Mr. Chester. " The very atmosphere that

centaur has breathed, seems tainted with the cart and ladder.

Here, Peak. Bring some scent and sprinkle the floor; and

take away the chair he sat upon, and air it
;
and dash a little

of that mixture upon me. I am stifled !

"

The man obeyed ;
and the room and its master being both

purified, nothing remained for Mr. Chester but to demand his

hat, to fold it jauntily under his arm, to take his seat in the

chair and be carried off; humming a fashionable tuno.

VOL. l



194 BARXABY RUDGB.

CHAPTER XXIV.

How the accomplished gentleman spent the evening in the

midst of a dazzling and brilliant circle
;
how he enchanted all

those with whom he mingled by the grace of his deportment,
the politeness of his manner, the vivacity of his conversation,
and the sweetness of his voice

;
how it was observed in every

corner, that Chester was a man of -that happy disposition
that nothing ruffled him, that he was one on whom the

world's cares and errors sat lightly as his dress, and in whose

emiling face a calm and tranquil mind was constantly re

flected
;
how honest men, who by instinct knew him better,

bowed down before him nevertheless, deferred to his every

word, and courted his favourable notice
;
how people, who

really had good in them, went with the stream, and fawned
and flattered, and approved, and despised themselves while

they did so, and yet had not the courage to resist; how, in

short, he was one of those who are received and cherished

iu society (as the phrase is) by scores who individually would
shrink from and be repelled by the object of their lavish

regard ;
are things of course, which will suggest themselves.

Matter so commonplace needs but a passing glance, and there

an end.

The despisers of mankind apart from the mere foola and

mimics, of that creed are of two sorts. They who believe

their merit neglected and unappreciated, make up one class
;

they who receive adulation and flattery, knowing their own
vorthlessness, compose the other. Be sure that the coldest-

hearted misanthropes are ever of this last order.

Mr. Chester sat up in bed next morning, sipping his coffee,

and remembering with a kind of contemptuous satisfaction

how he had shone last night, and how he had been caressed

and courtol. when his servant brought in a very small scrap
of dirty paper, tightly sealed in two places, on the inside

whereof was inscribed in pretty large text these words " A
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friend. Desiring of a conference. Immediate. 1'rivato

Hum it when you 've read it."

" Where in the name of the Gunpowder Plot did you pick

up this ?
"

said his master.

It was given him by a person then waiting at the door, the

man replied.
" With a cloak and dagger ?

"
said Mr. Chester.

With nothing more threatening about him, it appeared,
than a leather apron and a dirty face.

" Let him come in."

In he came Mr. Tappertit; with his hair still on end, and a

great lock in his hand, which he put down on the floor in the

middle of the chamber as if he were about to go through some

performances in which it was a necessary agent.
"
Sir," said Mr. Tappertit with a low bow,

"
I thank you

for tliis condescension, and am glad to see you. Pardon the

menial office in which I am engaged sir, and extend your

sympathies to one, who, humble as his appearance is, has

inn'ard workings far above his station."

Mr. Chester held the bed-curtain farther back, and looked

at him with a vague impression that he was some maniac,
who had not only broken open the door of his place of con

finement, but had brought away the lock. Mr. Tappertit
bowed again, and displayed his legs to the best advantage.

" You have heard sir," said Mr. Tappertit, laying his hand

upon his breast, "of G. Varden Locksmith and bell-hanger
and repairs neatly executed in town and country, Clerkenwell,

London ?
"

" What then?" asked Mr. Chester.
"

I am his 'prentice, sir."
" What then ?

"

" Ahem !

"
said Mr. Tappertit.

" Would you permit me
to shut the door sir, and will you further, sir, give me your
honour bright, that what passes between us is in the strictest

confidence ?
"

Mr. Chester laid himself calmly down in bed again, and

turning a perfectly undisturbed face towards the strange

apparition, which had by this time closed the door, begged
him to speak out, and to be as rational as he could, without

putting himself to any very great personal inconvenience.
" In the first place, sir," said Mr. Tappertit, producing a

small porkct-hamlkerchief, and shaking it out of the folds.

''as 1 have not a -aid about me (for the envy of mastora
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debases iis below that level) allow me to offer the bost sub

stitute that circumstances will admit of. If you will take

that in your own hand, sir, and cast your eye on the right-

hand corner," said Mr. Tappertit, offering it with a graceM
air,

"
you will meet with my credentials."

" Thank you," answered Mr. Chester, politely accepting,
and turning to some blood-red characters at one end. " ' Four.

Simon Tappertit. One.' Is that the
"

" Without the numbers, sir, that is my name," replied the

'prentice.
"
They are merely intended as directions to the

washerwoman, and have no connexion with myself or family.

Your name, sir," said Mr. Tappertit, looking very hard at his

nightcap, "is Chester, I suppose? You needn't pull it off,

sir, thank you. I observe E. C. from here. We will take

the rest for granted."

"Pray, Mr. Tappertit," said Mr. Chester, "has that com

plicated piece of ironmongery which you have done me the

favour to bring with you, any immediate connexion, with the

business we are to discuss?"

"It has not, sir," rejoined the 'prentice. "It's going to

be fitted on a ware'us door in Thames Street."
"
Perhaps, as that is the case," said Mr. Chester,

" and as

it has a stronger flavour of oil than I usually refresh my bed

room with, you will oblige me so far as to put it outside the

door ?
"

"
By all means, sir," said Mr. Tappertit, suiting the action

to the word.
" You '11 excuse my mentioning it, I hope ?

"

" Don't apologise, sir, I beg. And now, if you please, to

business."

During the whole of this dialogue, Mr. Chester had suffered

nothing but his smile of unvarying serenity and politeness to

appear upon his face. Sim Tappertit, who had far too good
an opinion of himself to suspect that anybody could be play

ing upon him, thought within himself that tliis was some

thing like the respect to which he was entitled, and drew a

comparison from this courteous demeanour of a stranger, by
no means favourable to the worthy locksmith.

" From what passes in our house," said Mr. Tappertit,
"

I

am aware, sir, that your son keeps company with a young

lady against your inclinations. Sir, your son has not used

me -well."
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"Mr. Tappertit," said the other, "you grieve me beyond

description."
" Thank you, sir," replied the 'prentice.

"
I 'm glad to

hoar you say so. He's very proud, sir, is your son; very

haughty."
"

I am afraid he it haughty," said Mr. Chester. " Do you
know I was really afraid of that before; and you confirm

me?"
" To recount the menial offices I 've had to" do for your

son, sir," said Mr. Tappertit; "the chairs I've had to hand

him, the coaches I 've had to call for him, the numerous de

grading duties, wholly unconnected with my indenters, that

I 've had to do for him, would fill a family Bible. Besides

which, sir, he is but a young man himself, and I do not

consider ' thank'ee Sim,' a proper form of address on those

occasions."
" Mr. Tappertit, your wisdom is beyond your years. Pray

go on."
"

I thank yon for your good opinion, sir," said Sim. much

gratified,
" and will endeavour so to do. Now, sir, on thia

account (and perhaps for another reason or two which I

needn't go into) 1 am on your side. And what I tell you is

this that as long as our people go backwards and forwards,
to and fro, up and down, to that there jolly old Maypole,

lettering, and messaging, and fetching and carrying, you
couldn't help your son keeping company with that young lady

by deputy, not if he was minded night and day by all the

Horse Guards, and every man of 'em, in the very fullest

uniform."

Mr. Tappertit stopped to take breath after this, and then

started fresh again.
"
Now, sir, I am a coming to the point. You will inquire

of :ne,
' how is this to be prevented ?

'

I '11 tell you how. If

an honest, civil, smiling gentleman like you
"

'Mr. Tappertit really
"

"
No, no, I 'm serious," rejoined the 'prentice,

"
I am, upon

my souL If an honest, civil, smiling gentleman like you, was
to talk but ten minutes to our old woman that 's Mrs.

Vurdon and flatter her up a bit, you 'd gain her over for

ever. Then there's tliis point got that her daughter Dolly,"
here a flush came over Mr. Tappertit's face "wouldn't be

allowed to bo a go- between from that time forward
;
and till
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that poiut 's got, there 's nothing ever will prevent her,

Mind that."

"Mr. Tappertit, your knowledge of human nature "

"Wait a minute," said Sim, folding his arms with a

dreadful calmness. "
Now, I come to THE point. Sir, there

is a villain at that Maypole, a monster in human shape, a

vagabond of the deepest dye, that unless you get rid of,

and have kidnapped and carried off at the very least

notliing less will do will marry your son to that j'oung

woman, as certainly arid surely as if he was the Archbishop
of Canterbury himself. He will, sir, for the hatred and

malice that he bears to you ;
let alone the pleasure of doing

a bad action, which to him is its own reward. If you knew
how this chap, this Joseph Willet that 's his name comes

backwards and forwards to our house, libelling, and de

nouncing, and threatening you, and how I shudder when I

hear him, you 'd hate him worse than I do, worse than I do,

sir," said Mr. Tappertit wildly, putting his hair up straighter,
and making a crunching noise with his teeth

;

"
if sich a

thing is possible."
" A little private vengeance in this, Mr. Tappertit ?

"

" Private vengeance, sir, or public sentiment, or both

combined destroy him," said Mr. Tappertit.
"
Miggs says

so too. Miggs and me both say so. We can't bear the

plotting and undermining that takes place. Our souls recoil

from it. Barnaby Rudge and Mrs. Iludge are in it like

wise
;

but the villain, Joseph Willet, is the ringleader.
Their plottings and schemes are known to me and Miggs.
If you want information of 'em, apply to us. Put Joseph
Willet down, sir. Destroy him. Crush him. And be

happy."
With these words, Mr. Tappertit, who seemed to expect no

reply, and to hold it as a necessary consequence of his

eloquence that his hearer should be utterly stunned, dumb-

foundered, and overwhelmed, folded his arms so that the palm
of each hand rested on the opposite shoulder, and disappeared
after the manner of those mysterious warners of whom he had
read in cheap story-books.

" That fellow," said Mr. Chester, relaxing his face when he

was fairly gone, "is good practice. I have some command of

my features, beyond all doubt. He fully confirms what I

suspected, though ;
and blunt tools are sometimes found of
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nso, where sharper instruments would fail. I foar I may be

obliged to make great havoc among these worthy people. A
troublesome necessity ! I quite feel for them."

With that he fell into a quiet slumber: subsided into such

a gentle, pleasant sleep, that it was quite infantiDO.
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CHAPTER XXV.

LEAVING the favoured, and well-received, and flattered o!

the world
;
him of the world most worldly, who never com

promised himself by an uugentlemanly action, and never was

guilty of a manly one
;

to lie smilingly asleep for even sleep,

working but little change in his dissembling face, became
with him a piece of cold, conventional hypocrisy we follow

in the steps of two slow travellers on foot, making towards

Chigwell.

Barnaby and his mother. Grip in their company of course.

The widow, to whom each painful mile seemed longer than

the last, toiled wearily along; while Barnaby, yielding to

every inconstant impulse, fluttered here and there, now leaving
her far behind, now lingering far behind himself, now dart

ing into some by-lane or path and leaving her to pursue her

way alone, until he stealthily emerged again and came upon
her with a wild shout of merriment, as his wayward and

capricious nature prompted. Now he would call to her from

the topmost branch of some high tree by the roadside
; now,

using his tall staff as a leaping-pole, come flying over ditch or

hedge or five-barred gate ;
now run with surprising swiftness

for a mile or more on the straight road, and halting, sport

upon a patch of grass with Grip till she came up. These

were his delights; and when his patient mother heard his

merry voice, or looked into his flushed and healthy face, she

would not have abated them by one sad word or murmur,

though each had been to her a source of suffering in the same

degree as it Avas to him of pleasure.
It is something to look upon enjoyment, so that it be free

and wild and in the face of nature, though it is but the enjoy
ment of an idiot. It is something to know that Heaven has

left the capacity of gladness in such a creature's breast
;

it is

something to be assured that, however lightly men may crush

that faculty in their fellows the Great Creator of mankind



HE WOULD CALL TO HER FROM THE TOPMOST BRANCH OF SOME HIGH
TREE BY THE ROADSIDE."
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imparts it even to hip despised and slighted work. Who
would not rather see a poor idiot happy in the sunlight, than

a wise man pining in a darkened jail !

Ye men of gloom and austerity, who paint the face of

Infinite Benevolence with nn eternal frown; read in the

Everlasting Book, wide open to your view, the lesson it would

teach. Its pictures are tot in black and sombre hues, but

bright and glowing tints
,

its music save when ye drown it

is not in sighs and grjmns, but songs and cheerful sounds.

Listen to the million voices in the summer air, and find one

dismal as your own. Remember, if ye can, the sense of hope
and pleasure wliich every glad return of day awakens in the

breast of all your kind who have not changed their nature
;

and le'arn some wisdom even from the witless, when their

hearts are lifted up they know not why, by all the mirth and

happiness it brings.
The widow's breast was full of care, was laden heavily with

secret dread and sorrow
;

but her boy's gaiety of heart

gladdened her, and beguiled the long journey. Sometimes he

would bid her lean upon his arm, and would keep beside her

steadily for a short distance; but it was more his nature to

be rambling to and fro, and she better liked to see him free

and happy, even than to have him near her, because she loved

him better than herself.

She had quitted the place to which they were travelling,

directly after the event which had changed her whole existence
;

and for two and twenty years had never had courage to revisit

it. It was her native village. How many recollections

crowded on her mind when it appeared in sight !

Two-and-twenty-years. Her boy's whole life and history.
The last time she looked back upon those roofs among the

trees, she carried him in her arms, an infant. How often

since that time had she sat beside him night and day,

watching for the dawn of mind that never came
;
how had

she feared, and doubted, and yet hoped, long after conviction

forced itself upon her ! The little stratagems she had devised

to try him, the little tokens he had given in his childish way
not of dullness but of something infinitely worse, so ghastly

and unchild-like in its cunning came back as vividly as if

but yesterday had intervened. The room in which they used

to be
;
the tyot 'n which, his cradle stood

;
he old and elfin-

like in face, but wer dear to her, gazing* at her with a wild
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and vacant eye, and crooning some uncouth song as she sat

by and rocked him
; every circumstance of his infancy came

thronging back, and the most trivial, perhaps, the most

distinctly.

His older childhood, too; the strange imaginings he had;
his terror of certain senseless things familiar objects he

endowed with life
;
the slow and gradual breaking out of that

one horror, in which, before his birth, his darkened intellect

began; how, in the midst of all, she had found some hope
and comfort in his being unlike another child, and had gone
on almost believing in the slow development of his mind until

he grew a man, and then his childhood was complete and

lasting ;
one after another, all these old thoughts sprung up

within her, strong after their long slumber and bitterer than

ever.

She took his arm and they hurried through the village
street. It was the same as it was wont to be in old times,

yet different too, and wore another air. The change was in

herself, not it
;
but she never thought of that, and wondered

at its alteration, and where it lay, and what it was.

The people all knew Barnaby, and the children of the place
came flocking round him as she remembered to have done

with their fathers and mothers, round some silly beggarman,
when a child herself. None of them knew her

; they passed
each well-remembered house, and yard, and homestead

; and

striking into the fields, were soon alone again.
The Warren was the end of their journey. Mr. Haredale

was walking in the garden, and seeing them as they passed
the iron-gate, unlocked it, and bade them enter that way.

" At length you have mustered heart to visit the old place."
he said to the widow. "

I am glad you have."
" For the first time, and the last, sir," she replied.
" The first for many years, but not the last ?

"

" The very last."
" You mean," said Mr. Haredale, regarding her with some

surprise,
" that having made this effort, you are resolved not

to persevere and are determined to relapse? This is un

worthy of you. I have often told you, you should return

here. You woidd be happier here than elsewhere, I know.
As to Earnaby, it 's quite his home."

"And Grip's," said Bamaby, holding the basket open.
The raven hopped gravely out, and perching on his shoulder
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and addressing himself to Mr. Haredale, cried as a bint,

perhaps, that some temperate refreshment would be acceptable
"
Polly put the ket-tle on, we '11 all have tea !

"

" Hear me, Mary," said Mr. Haredale kindly, as he

motioned her to walk with him towards the house. " Your
life has been an example of patience and fortitude, except in

this one particular which has often given me great pain. It

is enough to know that you were cruelly involved in the

calamity which deprived me of an only brother, and Emma of

her father, without being obliged to suppose (as I sometimes

am) that you associate us with the author of our joint

misfortunes."
" Associate you with him, sir !

"
she cried.

"
Indeed," said Mr. Haredale,

"
I think you do. I almost

l>elieve that because your husband was bound by so many
ties to our relation, and died in his service and defence, you
have come in some sort to connect us with liis murder."

44 Alas !

"
she answered. " You little know my heart, sir.

You little know the truth !

"

"
It is natural you should do so ; it is very probable you

may, without being conscious of it," said Mr. Harodale,

speaking more to himself than her. " We are a fallen house.

Money, dispensed with the most Lavish hand, would be a poor

recompense for sufferings like yours ;
and thinly scattered by

hands so pinched and tied as ours, it becomes a miserable

mockery. I feel it so, God knows," he added, hastily.
41 Why should I wonder if she does !

"

" You do me wrong, dear sir, indeed," she rejoined with

great earnestness;
" and yet when you come to hear what I

desire your leave to say
"

"I shall find my doubts confirmed?" he said, observing
that she faltered and became confused. " Well !

"

He quickened his pace for a few steps, but fell back again
to her side, and said :

" And have you come all this way at last, solely to speak
to me ?

"

She answered,
" Yes."

" A curse," he muttered,
"
upon the wretched state of us

proud beggars, from whom tbe poor and rich are equally at a

distance
;
the one being forced to treat us with a show of cohl

ri--|-ct; the other condescending to us in their every deed
uuri word, and keeping more aloof the nearer they approach
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us. "Why, if it were pain to you (as it must have been) to

break for this slight purpose fhe chain of habit forged through

t\vo-and-twonty years, could you not let me know your wish,
and beg me to come to you ?

"

'There was not time, sir," she rejoined. "I took my
resolution but last night, and taking it, felt that I must not

lose a day a day ! an hour in having speech with you."

They had by this time reached the house. Mr. Ilaredalo

paused for a moment, and looked at her as if surprised by the

energy of her manner. Observing, however, that she took no

heed of him, but glanced up, shuddering, at the old walls

with which such horrors were connected in her mind, he led

her by a private stair into his library, where Emina was
seated in a window, reading.
The young lady, seeing who approached, hastily rose and

laid aside her book, and with many kind words, and not

without tears, gave her a warm and earnest welcome. But
the widow shrunk from her embrace as though she feared her,

and sunk down trembling on a chair.

"It is the return to this place after so long an absence,"
said Emma gently.

"
Pray ring, dear uncle or stay

Barnaby will run himself and ask for wine "

" Not for the wovld," she cried.
"

It would have another

taste I could not touch it. I want but a minute's rest.

Nothing but that."

Miss Haredale stood beside her chair, regarding her with

silent pity. She remained for a little time quite still
;
then

rose and turned to Mr. Haredale, who had sat down in his

easy chair, and was contemplating her with fixed attention.

The tale connected with the mansion borne in mind, it

seemed, as has been already said, the chosen theatre for such

a deed as it had known. The room in which this group were

now assembled hard by the very chamber where the act was
done dull, dark, and sombre

; heavy with worm-eaten books;

deadened and shut in by faded hangings, muffling every
sound

;
shadowed mournfully by trees whose rustling boughs

gave ever and anon a spectral knocking at the glass ; wore,

bej'ond all others in the house, a ghostly, gloomy air. Nor
were the group assembled there, unfitting tenants- of the

spot. The widow, with her marked and startling face and

downcast eyes ;
Mr. Haredale stern and despondent ever

;
his

oieco beside Vim, like, yet most unlike, the picture oi lior
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,
which gazud reproachfully down upon them from tho

blackened wall; Barnaby, with his vacant look and restless

eye; were all in keeping with the place, and actors in the

legend. Nay, the very raven, who had hopped upon the table

and with the air of some old necromancer appeared to be

profoundly studying a great folio volume that lay open on a

desk, was strictly in unison with the rest, and looked like the

embodied spirit of evil biding his time of mischief.
"

I scarcely know," said the widow, breaking silence,
" how

to begin. You will think my mind disordered."
" The whole tenor of your quiet and reproachless life since

you were last here," returned Mr. Haredale, mildly,
" shall

bear witness for you. Why do you fear to awaken such a

suspicion? You do not speak to strangers. You have not

to claim our interest or consideration for the first time. Be
more yourself. Take heart. Any advice or assistance that

I can give you, you know is yours of right, and freely

yours."
" What if I came, sir," she rejoined,

" I who have but

one other friend on earth, to reject your aid from this moment,
and to say that henceforth I launch myself upon the world,

alone and unassisted, to sink or swim as Heaven ma\

decree !

"

" You would have, if you came to me for such a purpose,"
said Mr. Haredale calmly,

" some reason to assign for conduct

so extraordinary, wliich if one may entertain the possibility

of anything so wild and strange would have its weight, n|

course."
"
That, sir," she answered,

"
is the misery of my distress

1 can give no reason whatever. My own bare word is all

that I can offer. It is my duty, my imperative and boundeu

duty. If I did not discharge it, I should be a base and guilty
wretch. Having said that, my lips are sealed, and I can say
no more."

As though she felt relieved at having said so much, and

had nerved herself to the remainder of her task, she spoke
from this time with a firmer voice and heightened courage.

" Heaven is my witness, as my own heart is and yours,
dear young lady, will speak for me, I know that I hav<;

livid, since that time we all have bitter reason to remember,
in unchanging devotion, and gratitude to this family.

Heaven is my witness that go where I may, I shall
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those feelings unimpaired. And it is ray witness, too, thai

they alone impel me to the course I must take, and from

which nothing now shall turn me, as I hope for mercy."
" These are strange riddles," said Mr. Ilaredalo.
" In this world, sir," she replied,

"
they may, perhaps,

never be explained. In another, the Truth will be discovered

in its own good time. And may that time," she added in a

low voice,
" be far distant !

"

" Let me be sure," said Mr. Haredale,
" that I understand

you, for I am doubtful of my own senses. Do you mean
that you are resolved voluntarily to deprive yourself of those

means of support you have received from us so long that

you are determined to resign the annuity we settled on you
twenty years ago to leave house, and home, and goods, and

begin life anew and this, for some secret reason or monstrous

fancy which is incapable of explanation, which only now

exists, and has been dormant all this time ? In the name 01

God, under what delusion are you labouring ?
"

" As I am deeply thankful," she made answer,
" for the

kindness of those, alive and dead, who have owned this house
;

and as I would not have its roof fall down and crush me or

its very walls drip blood, my name being spoken in their

hearing ;
I never will again subsist upon their bounty, or let

it help me to subsistence. You do not know," she added

suddenly, "to what uses it may be applied; into what hands

it may pass. I do, and I renounce it."
"
Surely," said Mr. Haredale,

"
its uses rest with you."

"
They did. They rest with me no longer. It may be

it is devoted to purposes that mock the dead in their graves.
It never can prosper with me. It will bring some other

heavy judgment on the head of my dear son, whose innocence

will suffer for his mother's guilt."
" What words are these !

"
cried Mr. Haredale, regarding

her with wonder. "
Among what associates have you fallen?

Into what guilt have you ever been betrayed ?
"

' '

I am guilty, and yet innocent
; wrong, yet right ; good

in intention, though constrained to shield arid aid the bad.

Ask me no more questions, sir
;
but believe that I am rather

to bo pitied than condemned. I must leave my house to

morrow, for while I stay there, it is haunted. My future

dwelling, if I am to live in peace, must be a secret. If my
poor boy should ever stray this woy, do not tempt him tc
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disclose it or liave him watched when he returns; lor if wo

are hunted wo must fly again. And now this load is off my
mind, I beseech yon and you, d-ar Mi*s Hnrednle, too to

trust me if you can, and think of me kindly as you have been

'used to do. If I die and cannot tell my secret even then (for

that may come to pass), it will sit the lighter on my breast in

that hour for this day's work
;
and on that day, and every

day until it comes, I will pray for and thank you both, and

trouble you no more."

With that, she would have left them, but they detained

her, and with many soothing words and kind entreaties be

sought her to consider what she did, and above all to repose
more freely upon them, and say what weighed so sorely on

her mind. Finding her deaf to their persuasions, Mr.

Haredale suggested, as a last resource, that she should

confide in Emma, of whom, as a young person and one of her

own sex, she might stand in less dread than of himself. From
tlu's proposal, however, she recoiled with the same indescri

bable repugnance she had manifested when they met. The
utmost that could be wrung from her was, a promise that she

would receive Mr. Harodalo at her own house next evening,
and in the mean time reconsider her determination and their

dissuasions though any change on her part, as she told

them, was quite hopeless. This condition made at last, they

reluctantly suffered her to depart, since she would neither eat

nor drink within the house
;
and she, and Barnaby, and Grip,

accordingly went out as they had come, by the private stair

and garden gate ; seeing and being seen of no one by the

way.
It was remarkable in the raven that during the whole

interview he had kept his eye on his book with exactly the

air of a very sly human rascal, who, under the mask of pre

tending to read hard, was listening to everything. He still

appeared to have the conversation very strongly in his mind,
for although when they were alone again, he issued orders

for the instant preparation of innumerable kettles for purposes
of tea, he was thoughtful, and rather seemed to do so from

an abstract sense of duty, than with any regard to making
himself agreeable, or being what is commonly called good

company.

They wore to return by the coach. As there was au

interval of full two hours before it started, and thev ncci]
:
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rest and some refreshment, Barnaby begged hard for a visit

to the Maypole. But his mother, who had no wish to bo

recognised by any of those who had known her long ago, and
who feared besides that Mr. Haredale might, on second

thoughts, despatch some messenger to that place of entertain

ment in quest of her, proposed to wait in the churchyard
instead. As it was easy for Barnaby to buy and carry thither

such humble viands as they required, he cheerfully assented,
and in the churchyard they eat down to take their frugal
dinner.

Here again, the raven was in a highly reflective state
;

walking up and down when he had dined, with an air of

elderly complacency which was strongly suggestive of his

having his hands under his coat-tails
;
and appearing to read

the tombstones with a very critical taste. Sometimes, after a

long inspection of an epitaph, he would strop his beak upon
the grave to which it referred, and cry in hia hoarse tones,
"

I 'm a devil, I 'm a devil, I 'm a devil !

" but whether he
addressed his observations to any supposed person below, or

merely threw them off as a general remark, is matter of

uncertainty.
It was a quiet pretty spot, but a sad one for Barnaby's

mother; for Mr. Reuben Haredale lay there, and near the

vault in which his ashes rested, was a stone to the memory of

her own husband, with a brief inscription recording how and
when- he had lost his life. She sat here, thougthful and

apart, until their time was out, and the distant horn told that

the coach was coming.

Barnaby, who had been sleeping on the grass, sprung up
quickly at the sound

;
and Grip, who appeared to understand

it equally well, walked into his basket straightway, entreating

society in general (as though he intended a kind of satire

upon them in connexion with churchyards) never to say die

on any terms. They were soon on the coach-top and rolling

along the road.

It went round by the Maypole, and stopped at the door.

Joe was from home, and Hugh came sluggislily out to hand

up the parcel that it called for. There was no fear of old

John coming out. They could see him from the coach-roof

fast asleep in his cosey bar. It was a part of John's character.

He made a point of going to sleep at the coach's time. He

despised gadding- about- : he looked upon coaches as things
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that ought to be indicted
;
as disturbers of the peace of man

kind; as restless, bustling, busy, horn-blowing contrivances,

quito beneath the dignity of men, and only suited to giddy

girls that did nothing but chatter and go a-shopping.
"

"NVe

know nothing about coaches here, sir," John would say, if any
unlucky stranger made inquiry toucliing theoffensivo vehicles;
" we don't book for 'em

;
we 'd rather not

; they 're more
trouble than they 're worth, with their noise and rattle. If

you like to wait for 'em you can
;
but we don't know anything

about 'em
; they may call and they may not there '& a

carrier he was looked upon as quite good enough for us,

when I was a boy."
She dropped her veil as Hugh climbed up, and while he

hung behind and talked to Barnaby in whispers. But neither

he nor any othef person spoke to her, or noticed her, or had

any curiosity about her
;
and so, an alien, she visited and left

the village where she had been born, and had lived a merry
child, a comely girl, a happy wife where she had known
all her enjoyment of life, and had entered on its hardest

sorrows.

VOL. 7.
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CHAPTER XXVL

"Ann you're not surprised to hear this, Varden?" said

Mr. Haredale. " Well ! You and she have always been tho

best friends, and you should understand her if anybody does."

"I ask your pardon, sir," rejoined the locksmith. "I
didn't say I understood her. I wouldn't have the presumption
to say that of auy woman. It 's not so easily done. But I

am not so much surprised, sir, as you expected mo to be,

certainly."
"
May I ask why not, my good friend ?

"

"
I have seen, sir," returned the locksmith with evident

reluctance,
"

I have seen in connection with her, something
that has filled me with distrust and uneasiness. She has

made bad friends, how, or when, I don't know
;
but that her

house is a refuge for one robber and cut-throat at least, I am
certain. There, sir ! Now it 's out."

" Varden !

"

" My own eyes, sir, are my witnesses, and for her sake I

would be willingly half-blind, if I could but have the pleasure
of mistrusting 'em. I have kept the secret till now, and it

will go no further than yourself, I know
;
but I tell you that

with my own eyes broad aAvake I saw, in the passage of

her house one evening after dark, the highwayman who
robbed and wounded Mr. Edward Chester, and on the same

night threatened me."

"And you made no effort to detain him?" said Mr.
Haredale quickly.

"
Sir," returned the locksmith,

" she herself prevented me
held me, with all her strength, and hung about me until he

had got clear off." And having gone so far, he related

circumstantially all that had passed upon tho night in

question.
This dialogue was held in a low tone in the locksmith's

little parlour into which honest Gabriel had shown his visitor
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on his arrival. Mr. Haredale hud called upon him to entreat

his company to the widow's, that lie might have the assistance

of his persuasion and influence ; and out of this circumstance

the conversation had arisen.
"

I forbore," said Gabriel,
" from repeating one word of

tliis to anybody, as it could do her no good and mig'.it do her

great harm. I thought and hoped, to say the truth, that she

would come to me, and talk to me about it, and tell me how
it was; but though I have purposely put myself in her way
more than once or twice, she has never touched upon tho

subject except by a look. And indeed," said the good-
natured locksmith,

" there was a good deal in the look, more

than could have been put into a great many words. It said

among other matters 'Don't ask me anything
'

so imploringly,
that I didn't ask her anything.

'

You '11 think me an old fool

I know, sir. If it 's any relief to call me one, pray do."
"

I am greatly disturbed by what you tell me," said Mr.

Haredale, after a silence.
" What meaning do you attach

to it?"

The locksmith shook his head, and looked doubtfully out of

window at the failing light.
" She cannot have married again," said Mr. Haredale.

"Not without our knowledge surely, sir."
" She may have done so, in the fear that it would lead, if

known, to some objection or estrangement. Suppose she

married incautiously it is not improbable, for her existence

has been a lonely and monotonous one for many years and the

man turned out a ruffian, she would be anxious to screen him,

and yet would revolt from his crimes. This might be. It

bears strongly on the whole drift of her discourse yesterday,
and would quite explain her conduct. Do you suppose

Barnaby is privy to these circumstances ?
"

"
Quite impossible to say, sir," returned tho locksmith,

shaking his head again :
" and next to impossible to find out

from him. If what you suppose is really the case, I tremble

for the lad a notable person, sir, to put to bad uses
"

"
It is not possible, Varden," said Mr. Haredale, in a still

lower tone of voice than he had spoken yet,
" that we have

been blinded and deceived by this woman from the beginning ?

It is not possible that this connection was formed in her hus

band's lifetime, and led to his nnd my brother's
"

" Good God, sir," cried Gabriel, interrupting him, "don't

P2



J12 BAKNAIJY RUDGB.

entertain such dark thoughts for a moment. Five-and-twonty
vears ago, whore was there a girl like her ? A gay, hand

some, laughing, bright-eyed damsel ! Think what she was,

sir. It makes my heart ache now, even now, though I 'm an

old man, with a woman for a daughter, to think what she

was and what she is. We all change, but that 's with Time
;

Time does his work honestly, and I don't mind him. A fig

for Time, sir. Use him well, and he 's a hearty fellow, and

scorns to have you at a disadvantage. But care and suffering

(and those have changed her) are devils, sir secret, stealthy,

undermining devils who tread down the brightest flowers in

Eden, and do more havoc in a month than Time does in a

year. Picture to yourself for one minute what Mary was

before they went to work with her fresh heart and face do

her that justice and say whether such a thing is possible."
" You 're a good fellow, Varden," said Mr. Haredale,

" and

are quite right. I have brooded on that subject so long, that

every breath of suspicion carries me back to it. You are

quite right."
"

It isn't, sir," cried the locksmith with brightened eyes,

and sturdy, honest voice
;
"it isn't because I courted hoi

before Rudge, and failed, that I say she was too good for him.

She would have been as much too good for me. But she was

too good for him
;

lie wasn't free and frank enough for her.

I don't reproach his memory with it, poor fellow
;

I only want

to put her before you as she really was. For myself, I'll keep
her old picture in my mind

;
and thinking of that, and what

has altered her, I '11 stand her friend, and try to win her back

to peace. And damme, sir," cried Gabriel,
" with your

pardon for the word, I 'd do the same if she had married fifty

highwaymen in a twelvemonth; and think it in the Protestant

Manual too, though Martha said it wasn't, tooth and nail, till

doomsday !

"

If the dark little parlour had been filled with a dense fog,

which, clearing away in an instant, left it all radiance and

brightness, it could not have been more suddenly cheered than

by this outbreak on the part of the hearty locksmith. In a

voice near])' as full and round as his own, Mr. Haredale

cried " Well said !

" and bade him come away without moro

parley. The locksmith complied right Avilliugly; and both

getting into a hackney-coach which was waiting at the door,

drove olT straightway.
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They alighted at the street-corner, and dismissing their

conveyance, walked to the house. To their first knock at the

door there was no response. A second met with the like

result. But in answer to the third, which was of a more

vigorous kind, the parlour window-sash was gently raised,

and a musical voice cried :

"
Haredale, my dear fellow, I am extremely glad to see

you. How very much you have improved in your appearance
since our last meeting ! I never saw you looking better.

How do you do ?
"

Mr. Haredale turned his eyes towards the casement whence

the voice proceeded, though there was no need to do so, to

recognise the speaker, and Mr. Chester waved his hand, and

smiled a courteous welcome.
" The door will be opened immediately," he said.

" There

is nobody but a very dilapidated female to perform such

offices. You will excuse her infirmities ? If she were in a

more elevated station of society, she would be gouty. Being
but a hewer of wood and drawer of water, she is rheumatic.

My dear Haredale, these are natural class distinctions, depend

upon it."

Mr. Haredale, whose face resumed its lowering and dis

trustful look the moment he heard the voice, inclined his head

stiffly, and turned his back upon the speaker.
" Not opened yet !

"
said Mr. Chester. " Dear me ! I hope

the aged soul has not caught her foot in some unlucky cobweb

by the way. She is there at last ! Come in, I beg !

"

Mr. Haredale entered, followed by the locksmith. Turning
with a look of great astonishment to the old woman who had

opened the door, he inquired for Mrs. Rudge for Barnaby.

They were both gone, she replied, wagging her ancient head,
for good. There was a gentleman in the parlour, who perhaps
could tell them more. That was all the knew.

"
Pray, sir," said Mr. Haredale, presenting himself before

this new tenant,
" where is the person whom I came hero

to nee ?
"

" My dear friend," he returned,
"

I have not the least idea."
" Your trifling is ill-timed," retorted the other in a sup

pressed tone and voice, "and its subject ill-chosen. Reserve

it for those who are your friends, and do not expend it on mo.

I lay no claim to the distinction, and have the self-denial to

reject it."
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"My dear, good sir," said Mr. Cheater, "you are heatod
with walking. Sit down, I beg. Our friend is

"

"
la but a plain honest man," returned Mr. llaredale,

"and quite umvorthy of your notice."
" Gabriel Vardeh by name, sir," said the locksmith bluntly.
"A worthy English yeoman!" said Mr. Chester. "A

most worthy yeoman, of whom I have frequently heard my
son Ned darling fellow speak, and have often wished to

see. Vardeu, my good friend, I am glad to know you. You
wonder now," he said, turning languidly to Mr. Haredulo,
" to see me here. Now, I am sure you do."

Mr. Haredale glanced at him not fondly or admiringly
smiled, and held his peace.

"The mystery is solved in a moment," said Mr. Chester;
"in a moment. Will you step aside with me one instant.

You remember our little compact in reference to Ned, and

your dear niece, Haredale ? You remember the list of

assistants in their innocent intrigue ? You remember these

two people being among them ? My dear fellow, congratulate

yourself, and me. I have bought them off.'-'

" You have done what ?
"

said Mr. Haredale.
"
Bought them off," returned his smiling friend. "

I have

found it necessary to take some active steps towards setting
this boy and girl attachment quite at rest, and have begun by
removing these two agents. You are surprised ? Who can

withstand the influence of a little money ! They wanted it,

and have been bought off. We have nothing more to fear

from them. They are gone."
" Gone !

" echoed Mr. Haredale. " Where ?
"

" My dear fellow and you must permit me to say again,
that you never looked so young ;

so positively boyish as yon
do to-night the Lord knows where

;
I believe Columbus

himself Avouldn't find them. Between you and me they havo

their hidden reasons, but upon that point I have pledged

myself to secrecy. She appointed to see you here to-night I

know, but found it inconvenient, and couldn't wait. Here is

the key of tho door. I am afraid you '11 find it inconveniently

largo ;
but as tho tenement is yours, your good-nature will

excuse tha/, llaredale, I am certain !

"
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CHAPTER XXVH.

MB. HAEEDALE stood in the widow's parlour with the door-

key in his hand, gazing by turns at Mr. Chester and at

Gabriel Varden, and occasionally glancing downward at the

key as in the hope that of its own accord it would unlock tho

mystery; until Mr. Chester, putting on his hat and gloves,

and sweetly inquiring whether they were walking in the

same direction, recalled him to himself.

"No," he said. "Our roads diverge widely, as you
know. For the present, I shall remain here."

"You will be hipped, Haredale; you will be miserable,

melancholy, utterly wretched," returned the other. " It 's a

place of the very last description for a man of your temper.
I know it will make you very miserable."

" Let it," said Mr. Haredale, sitting down
;

" and thrive

upon the thought. Good night !

"

Feigning to be wholly unconscious of the abrupt wave of

the hand which rendered this farewell tantamount to a dis

missal, Mr. Chester retorted with a bland and heartfelt

benediction, and inquired of Gabriel in what direction he wat

going.
"
Yours, sir, would be too much honour for the like of me,''

replied the locksmith, hesitating.
"

I wish you to remain here a little while, Varden," Bait!

Mr. Haredale, without looking towards them. " I have n

word or two to say to you."
"

I will not intrude upon your conference another moment,"
said Mr. Chester with inconceivable politeness.

"
May it br

-factory to you both ! God bless you !

" So sa3'ing, and

wing upon the locksmith a most refulgent smile, he lef'

tin-in.

"A deplorably constituted creature, that rugged person,'
In- Miid, as lie walked along the street

;

" he is an atrocity 11 at

its cvui juiiishmont along with it a bear that
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himself. And here is one of the inestimable advantages of

fmving a perfect command over one's inclinations. I liavo

been tempted in these two short interviews, to draw upon that

fellow fifty times. Five men in six would have }-ielded to thn

impulse. By suppressing mine, I wound him deeper and

more keenly than if I were the best swordsman in all Europe,
and he the worst. You are the wise man's very last resource,"
he said, tapping the hilt of his weapon ;

"we can but appeal
to 3

rou when all else is said and done. To come to you
before, and thereby spare our adversaries so much, is a

barbarian mode of warfare, quite unworthy any man with the

remotest pretensions to delicacy of feeling, or refinement."

He smiled so very pleasantly as he communed with him
self after this manner, that a beggar was emboldened to

follow him for alms, and to dog his footsteps for somo

distance. He was gratified by the circumstance, feeling it

complimentary to his power of feature, and as a reward

suffered the man to follow him until he called a chair, when
he graciously dismissed him with a fervent blessing.

" Which is as easy as cursing," he wisely added, as he took

his seat,
" and more becoming to the face. To Clerkenwell.

my good creatures, if you please !

" The chairmen were

rendered quite vivacious by having such a courteous burden,
and to Clerkenwell they went at a fair round trot.

Alighting at a certain point he had indicated to them upon
the road, and paying them something less than they had

expected from a fare of such gentle speech, he turned into

the street in which the locksmith dwelt, and presently stood

beneath the shadow of the Golden Key. Mr. Tappertit, who
was hard at work by lamp-light, in a corner of the workshop,
remained unconscious of his presence until a hand upon liis

shoulder made him start and turn his head.
"
Industry," said Mr. Chester,

"
is the soul of business, and

the key-stone of prosperity. Mr. Tappertit, I shall expect you
to invite me to dinner when you are Lord Mayor of London."

"
Sir," returned the 'prentice, laying down his hammer,

and rubbing his nose on the back of a very sooty hand,
"

I

scrrn the Lord Mayor and everything that belongs to him
\t e must have another state of society, sir, before you catch

mo being Lord Mayor. How de do, sir ?
"

" The better, Mr. Tappertit, for looking into your ingenuou*
face once more. 1 hope you arc well."
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"
I nm a8 well, sir," said Sim, standing up to got nearer to

his ear, and whispering hoarsely,
" as any man can be under

(he aggrawations to which I am exposed. My life 's a burden

to mo. If it wasn't for wengeance, I 'd play at pitch and toss

with it on the losing hazard."
"

IK Mrs. Vardeu at home ?
"

said Mr. Chester.
"

Sir," returned Sim, eyeing him orer with a look of

concentrated expression,
" she is. Did you wish to see

her?"
Mr. Chester nodded.
" Then come this way, sir," said Sim, wiping his face upor.

his apron.
" Follow me, sir. "Would you permit me to

whisper in your ear, one half a second?"
"
By all means."

Mr. Tappertit raised himself on tiptoe, applied his lips to

Mr. Chester's ear, drew back his head without saying any

thing, looked hard at him, applied them to his ear again,

again drew back, and finally whispered
" The name is

Joseph Willet. Hush ! I say no more."

Having said that much, he beckoned the visitor with a

mysterious aspect to follow him to the parlour door, where he

announced him in the voice of a gentleman-usher. "Mr
Chester."

" And not Mr. Ed'dard, mind," said Sim, looking into the

door again, and adding this by way of postscript in his own

person ;

"
it 'a his father."

" But do not let his father," said Mr. Chester, advancing
hat in hand, as he observed the effect of this host explanatory

announcement,
" do not let liis father be any check or restraint

on 3*our domestic occupations, Miss Varden."

"Oh! Now! There! An't I ahvays a saying it!"

exclaimed Miggs, clapping her hands. " If he an't been and
took Misiss for her own daughter. Well, she do look like it,

that she do. Ony think of that, mim !

"

"Is it possible," said Mr. Chester in his softest tones,
" that this is Mrs. Varden ! I am amazed. That is not your

daughter, Mrs. Varden ? No, no. Your sister."
" My daughter, indeed, sir," returned Mrs. V. blushing

with great juvenility.
"
Ah, Mrs. Varden !

"
cried the visitor.

"
Ah, ma'am

humanity is indeed a happy lot, when' we can repeat ourselves

in other*, anl still be young as they. You must allow me to
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salute you the custom of the couu ,ry, my dear madam your

daughter too."

Dolly showed some reluctance to perform this ceremony,
but was sharply reproved by Mrs. Varden, who insisted on

her undergoing it that minute. For pride, sho said with

great severity, was one of the seven deadly sins, and humility
and lowliness of heart were virtues. Wherefore she desired

that Dolly would bo kissed immediately, on pain of her just

displeasure ;
at the same time giving her to understand that

whatever she saw her mother do, she might safely do herself,

without being at the trouble of any reasoning or reflection on

the subject which, indeed, was offensive and undutiful, and

in direct contravention of the church catechism.

Thus admonished, Dolly complied, though by no means

willingly ;
for there was a broad, bold look of admiration in

Mr. Chester's face, refined and polished though it sought to

be, which distressed her very much. As she stood with down
cast eyes, not liking to look up and meet his, he gazed upon
her with an approving air, and then turned to her mother.

" My friend Gabriel (whose acquaintance I only made this

very evening) should be a happy man, Mrs. Varden."
" Ah !

"
sighed Mrs. V., shaking her head.

" Ah !

"
echoed Miggs.

"Is that the case?" said Mr. Chester, compassionately.
" Dear me !

"

" Master has no intentions, sir," murmured Miggs as she

sidled up to him,
" but to be as grateful as his natur will let

him, for everythink he owns which it is in his powers to appre
ciate. But we never, sir

"
said Miggs, looking sideways at

Mrs. Varden, and interlarding her discourse with a sigh
" wo never know the full value of gome wines and fig-trees till

wo lose 'em. So much the worse, sir, for them as has the

slighting of 'em on their consciences when they 're gone to b
in full blow elsewhere." And Miss Miggs cast up her eyes tc

signify where that might be.

As Mrs. Varden distinctly heard, and was intended to hear,
all that Miggs said, and as these words appeared to convey in

metaphorical terms a presage or foreboding that she would at

some early period droop beneath her trials and take an easy

flight towards tho stars, she immediately began to languish,
and taking a volume of the Manual from a neighbouring
table, loant her arm upon it as though she were Hope and
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that her Anclior. Mr. Chester perceiving this, and seeing
liow the voluino was lettered on the back, took it gently from

her hand, and turned the fluttering leaves.
" My favourite book, dear madtiin. How often, how very

often in his early life before he can remember "
(this

clause was strictly true) "have I deduced little easy moral

lessons from its pages, for my dear son Ned ! You kn.>w

Ned?"
Mrs. Varden had that honour, and a fine affable young

gentleman he was.
" You 're a mother, Mrs. Varden," said Mr. Chester, taking

a pinch of snuff,
" and you know what I, as a father, feel,

when he is praised. He gives me some uneasiness much
uneasiness he 's of a roving nature, ma'am from flower to

flower from sweet to sweet but his is the butterfly time of

life, and we must not be hard upon such trifling."

He glanced at Dolly. She was attending evidently to what

he said. Just what he desired !

" The only thing I object to in this little trait of Ned's,

is," said Mr. Chester,
" and the mention of his name

reminds me, by the way, that I am about to beg the favour of

a minute's talk with you alone the only thing J object to in

it, is, that it does partake of insincerity. Now, however I

may attempt to disguise the fact from myself in my affection

for Ned, still I always revert to this that if we are not

sincere, we are nothing. Nothing upon earth. Let us be

sincere, my dear madam "

" and Protestant," murmured Mrs. Varden.
" and Protestant above all things. Let us be sincere

and Protestant, strictly moral, strictly just (though always
with a leaning towards mere}'), strictly honest, and strictly

true, and we gain it is a slight point, certainly, but still it is

something tangible ;
we throw up a groundwork and founda

tion, so to speak, of goodness, on which we may afterwards

erect some worthy superstructure."

Now, to be sure, Mrs. Varden thought, here is a perfect
character. Here is a meek, righteous, thoroughgoing Chris

tian, who, having mastered all these qualities, so difficult of

attainment ; who, having dropped a pinch of salt on the taila

of all the cardinal virtues, and caught them every one
;
makes

light of their possession, and pants for more morality. For
the good woman never doubted (as many good men and
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never do), that this slighting kind of profession, thin

Betting so little store by great matters, this seeming to say
"

1

am not proud, I am what you hear, but I consider myself no
better than other people ;

let us change the subject, pray
"

was perfectly genuine and true. He so contrived it, and said it

in that way that it appeared to have been forced from him,
and its effect was marvellous.

Aware of the impression he had made few men were

quicker than he at such discoveries Mr. Chester followed up
the blow by propounding certain virtuous maxims, somewhat

vague and general in their nature, doubtless, and occasionally

partaking of the character of truisms, worn a little out at

elbow, but delivered in so charming a voice and with such

uncommon serenity and peace of mind, that they answered as

well as the best. Nor is this to be wondered at; for as

hollow vessels produce a far more musical sound in falling
than those which are substantial, so it will oftentimes be found

that sentiments which have nothing in them make the loudest

ringing in the world, and are the most relished.

Mr. Chester, with the volume gently extended in one hand,
and with the other planted lightly on his breast, talked to

them in the most delicious manner possible ;
and quite

enchanted all his hearers, notwithstanding their conflicting
interests and thoughts. Even Dolly, who, between his keen

regards and her eyeing over by Mr. Tappertit, was put quite
out of countenance, could not help owning within herself that

he was the sweetest-spoken gentleman she had ever seen.

Even Miss Miggs, who was divided between admiration of

Mr. Chester and a mortal jealousy of her young mistress, had
sufficient leisure to be propitiated. Even Mr. Tappertit,

though occupied as wo have seen in gazing at his heart's

delight, could not wholly divert his thoughts from the voice of

the other charmer. Mrs. Varden, to her own private think

ing, had never been so improved in all her life : and when
Mr. Chester, rising and craving permission to speak with her

apart, took her by the hand and led her at arm's length up
stairs to the best sitting-room, she almost deemed him some

thing more than human.
" Dear madam," he said, pressing her hand delicately to

his lips; "be seated."

Mrs. Varden called up quito a courtly air, and became
seated.
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"You guess my object?" said Mr. Chester, drawing a

chair towards her. " You divine my purpose ? I am an

alibi tionate parent, my dear Mrs. Varden."
" That I am sure you are, sir," said Mrs. V.
" Thank you," returned Mr. Chester, tapping his snuff-box

lid.
"
Heavy moral responsibilities rest with parents, Mrs.

Yarden."

Mrs. Yarden slightly raised her hands, shook her head, and

looked at the ground as though she saw straight through the

globe, out at the other end, and into the immensity of space

beyond.
"

I may confide in you," said Mr. Chester,
" without

reserve. I love my son, ma'am, dearly ;
and loving him as I

do, I would save him from working certain misery. You
know of his attachment to Miss Haredale. You have abetted

him in it, and very kind of you it was to do so. I am deeply

obliged to you most deeply obliged to you for your interest

in his behalf; but, my dear ma'am, it is a mistaken one, I do

assure you."
Mrs. Yarden stammered that she jvas sorry
"
Sorry, my dear ma'am," he interposed. "Never be sorry

for what is so very amiable, so very good in intention, so

perfectly like yourself. But there are grave and weighty
reasons, pressing family considerations, and apart even from

these, points of religious difference, which interpose them-

selves, and render their uniou impossible ; utterly im-possible.
I should havo mentioned these circumstances to your husband :

but he has you will excuse my saying this so freely he has

not your quickness of apprehension or depth of moral sense.

What an extremely airy house this is, and how beautifully

kept ! For one like myself a widower so long these tokens

of female care and superintendence have inexpressible
charms."

Mrs. Yarden began to think (she scarcely knew wh}*) that

the young Mr. Chester must bo in the wrong, and the old

Mr. Chester must bo in the right.
' My son Ned," resumed her tempter with his most winning

air,
"

lias had. I am toll, your lovely daughter's aid, and your

open-hearted husband's."
" Much more than mine, sir," said Mrs. Yarden; "a

great deal more. I have often had my doubts. It 's a
"

" A bud example," suggested Mr. Chester. "
It is. No
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doubt it is. Your daughter is at that age when to sot before

ner an encouragement for young persons to rebel against
their parents on this most important point, is particularly

injudicious. You are quite right. I ought to have thought
of that myself, but it escaped me, I confess so far superior
are your sex to ours, dear madam, in point of penetration and

sagacity."
Mrs. Varden looked as wise as if she had really said some

thing to deserve this compliment firmly believed she had.

in short and her faith in her own shrewdness increased

considerably.

"My dear ma'am," said Mr. Chester, "you embolden me
to be plain with you. My son and I are at variance on this

'

point. The young lad}' and her natural guardian differ upon
it, also. And the closing point is, that my son is bound, by
his duty to me, by his honour, by every solemn tie and

obligation, to marry some one else."
"
Engaged to marry another lady !

"
quoth Mrs. Varden,

holding up her hands.
" My dear madam, brought up, educated, and trained,

expressly for that purpose. Expressly for that purpose.
Miss Haredale, I am told, is a very charming creature."

"
I am her foster-mother, and should know the best young

lady in the world," said Mrs. Varden.
"

I have not the smallest doubt of it. I am sure she is.

And you, who have stood in that tender relation towards her,

are bound to consult her happiness. Now, can I as I have

said to Haredale, who quite agrees can I possibly stand by,

and suffer her to throw herself away (although she is of a

catholic family), upon a young fellow who, as yet, has no

heart at all ? It is no imputation upon him to say he has

not, because young men who have plunged deeply into the

frivolities and conventionalities of society, very seldom have.

Their hearts never grow, my dear ma'am, till after thirty. I

don't believe, no, I do not believe, that I had any heart myself
when I was Ned's age."
"
Oh, sir," said Mrs. Varden,

" I think you must have had.

It's impossible that you, who have so much now, can over

have been without any."
"

I hope," he answered, shrugging his shoulders meekly,
"

I have a little
;

I hope, a very little Heaven knows ! But

to return to Ned ; I have no doubt you thought, and therefore
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interfered benevolently in his behalf, that I objected to Miss

llMvdalo. How very natural ! My dear madam, I object to

him to him emphatically to Ned himself."

Mrs. Varden was perfectly aghast at the disclosure.
" He has, if he honourably fulfils this solemn obligation of

which I have told you and he must be honourable, dear

Mrs. Varden, or he is no son of mine ^-a fortune within his

reach. Ho is of most expensive, ruimmsly expensive habits
;

and if, in a moment of caprice and wilfulness, ho were to

marry this young lady, and so deprive himself of the means

of gratifying the tastes to which he has been so long accus

tomed, he would my dear madam, he would break the gentle
creature's heart. Mrs. Varden, my good lady, my dear soul,

I put it to you is such a sacrifice to be endured ? Is the

female heart a tiling to be trifled with in this way ? Ask

your own, my dear madam. Ask your own, I beseech you."
"
Truly," thought Mrs. Varden, "this gentleman is a saint.

But," she added aloud, and not unnaturally,
"

if you take

Miss Emma's lover away, sir, what becomes of the poor

thing's heart, then?"

"The very point," said Mr. Chester, not at all abashed,
" to which I wished to lead you. A marriage with my son,

whom I should be compelled to disown, would be followed by
years of misery ; they would be separated, my dear madam,
in a twelvemonth. To break off this attachment, which is

more fancied than real, as you and I know very well, will cost

the dear girl but a few tears, and she is happy again. Take
thrs case of your own daughter, the young lady down-stairs,
who is your breathing image

" Mrs. Varden coughed and

Bimjwred
" there is a young man, (I am sorry to say, a

dissolute follow, of very indifferent character,) of whom I

have heard Ned speak Bullet was it Pullet Mullet "

" There is a young man of the name of Joseph Willet, sir,"

said Mrs. Varden, folding her hands loftily.

"That's ho," cried Mr. Chester. "Suppose this Joseph
Willot mw, were to aspire to the affections of your charming
daughter, and were to engage them."

"
It would bo like his impudence," interposed Mrs. Varden,

bridling,
"
to dare to think of such a thing !

"

" My dear madam, that 'B the whole caso. I know it would
bo like his impudence. It is like Ned 's impudence to do ;:8

he has douo; but you would not on that account, or because
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of a few tears from your beautiful daughter, refrain from

checking their inclinations in their birth. I meant to have

reasoned thus with your husband when I saw him at Mrs.

Rudge's this evening
"

" My husband," said Mrs. Varden, interposing with emotion,
" would bo a great deal better at home than going to Mrs.

Rudge's so often. I don't know what he does there. I don't

see what occasion he has to busy himself in her affairs at

nil, sir."
" If I don't appear to express my concurrence in those last

sentiments of yours," returned Mr. Chester, "quite so strongly
as you might desire, it is because his being there, my dear

madam, and not proving conversational, led me hither, and

procured me the happiness of this interview with one, in

whom tho whole management, conduct, and prosperity of her

family are centred, I perceive."
With that he took Mrs. Varden' s hand again, and having

pressed it to his lips with the high-flown gallantry of the day
a little burlesqued to render it the more striking in the

good lady's unaccustomed eyes proceeded in the same strain

of mingled sophistry, cajolery, and flattery, to entreat that

her utmost influence might be exerted to restrain her husband

and daughter from any further promotion of Edward's suit to

Miss Haredale, and from aiding or abetting either party in

any way. Mrs. Varden was but a woman, and had her share

of vanity, obstinacy, and love of power. She entered into a

secret treaty of alliance, offensive and defensive, with her

insinuating visitor ; and really did believe, as many others

would have done who saw and heard him, that in so doing
she furthered the ends of truth, justice, and morality, in a

yery uncommon degree.

Overjoyed by the success of his negotiation, and mightily
amused within himself, Mr. Chester conducted her down-stairs

in the same state as before; and having repeated the previous

ceremony of salutation, which also as before comprehended

Dolly, took his leave
;

first completing the conquest of Miss

Miggs's heart, by inquiring if
" this young lady" would light

him to the door.
"
Oh, mim," said Miggs, returning with the candle. " Oh

gracious me, mim, there 's a gentleman ! Was there ever

Hiicli an nngel to talk as he is and such a sweet-looking
mini. So upright and noble, that he seems to despise tho
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very ground he walks on
;
and yet so mild and condescending,

that he seems to say
' but I will take notice on it too.' And

to think of his taking you for Miss Dolly, and Miss Dolly for

your sister Oh, my goodness me, if I was master wouldn't I

be jealous of him !

"

Mrs. Varden reproved her handmaid for this vain-speaking;
but very gently and mildly quite smilingly indeed remark

ing that she was a foolish, giddy, light-headed girl, whoso

spirits carried her beyond all bounds, an\l who didn't mean
half she said, or she would be quite angry with her.

"For my part," said Dolly, in a thoughtful manner, "I
half believe Mr. Chester is something like Miggs in that

respect. For all his politeness and pleasant speaking, I am
pretty sure he was making game of us, more than once."

" If you venture to say such a thing again, and to speak ill

of people behind their backs in my presence, Miss," said Mrs.

Varden,
"

I shall insist upon your taking a candle and going
to l>ed directly. How dare you, Dolly? I'm astonished at

you. The rudeness of your whole behaviour this evening has

IHM-II disgraceful. Did anybody ever hear," cried the enraged
mntron, bursting into tears,

" of a daughter telling her own
mother she has been made game of !

"

a very uncertain temper Mrs. Yardon's waa t

ror. 1.
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CHAPTER XX7III.

to a noted coffee-house in Covent Garden when
ho left the locksmith's. Mr. Chester sat long over a late

dinner, entertaining himself exceedingly with the whimsical

recollection of his recent proceedings, and congratulating him
self very much on his great cleverness. Influenced by these

thoughts, his face wore an expression so benign and tranquil,
that the waiter in immediate attendance upon him felt lie

could almost have died in his defence, and settled in his own
mind (until the receipt of the bill, and a very small fee for

very great trouble, disabused it of the idea) that such an

apostolic customer was worth half-a-dozen of the ordinary run

of visitors, at least.

A visit to the gaming-table not as a heated, anxious

venturer, but one whom it was quite a treat to see staking his

two or three pieces in deference to the follies of society, and

smiling with equal benevolence on Avinners and losers made
it lato before he Beached home. It was his custom to bid his

servant go to bed at his own time unless he had orders to the

contrary, and to leave a candle on the common stair. There

was a lamp on the landing by which he could always light it

when ho came home late, and having a key of the door about

him he could enter and go to bed at his pleasure.
He opened the glass of the dull lamp, whose wick, burnt

up and swollen like a drunkard's nose, came flying off in

little carbuncles at the candle's tcuch, and scattering hot

sparks about rendered it matter of some difficulty to kindle

the lazy taper; when a noise, as of a man snoring deeply
6ome steps higher up, caused him to pause and listen. It

was the heavy breathing of a sleeper, close at hand. Some
fellow had lain down on the open staircase, and was slumber

ing soundly. Having lighted the candle at length and opened
his own door, he softly ascended, holding the taper high above

his heaf., and peering cautiously about; curious to sec what
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kind of man had chosen so comfortless a shelter for his

lodging.
With his head upon the landing and his groat limbs flung

over half a dozen stairs, as carelessly as though he were a

dead man whom drunken bearers had tlirown down by chance,

there lay Hugh, face uppermost, his long hair drooping like

some wild weed upon his wooden pillow, and his huge chest

heaving with the sounds which so unwontedly disturbed the

place and hour. He who came upon him so unexpectedly
was about to break his rest by thrusting him with his foot,

when, glancing at his upturned face, ho arrested himself in

the very action, and stooping down and shading the candle

with his hand, examined his features closely. Close as his

first inspection was, it did not suffice, for he passed the light,

still carefully shaded as before, across and across his face, and

yet observed him with a searching eye.
While he was thus engaged, the sleeper, without any start

ing or turning round, awoke. There was a kind of fascination

in meeting his steady gaze so suddenly, which took from the

other the presence of mind to withdraw his eyes, and forced

him, as it were, to meet his look. So they remained staring
at each other, until Mr. Chester at last broke silence, and
asked him in a low voice, why he lay sleeping there.

"
I thought," said Hugh, struggling into a sitting posture

and gazing at him intently, still,
" that you were a part of

my dream. It was a curious one. I hope it may never

come true, master."
" What makes you shiver ?

"

" The the cold, I suppose," he growled, as he shook him
self, and rose. "

I hardly know where I am yet."
" Do you know me ?

"
said Mr. Chester.

"
Ay. I know you," he answered. "

I was dreaming of

you we're not where I thought wo were. That 'a a

comfort."

He looked round him as ho spoke, and in particular looked

above liis head, as though he half expected to be standing
under some object which had had existence in his dream.
Then he rubbed his eyes and shook himself again, and
followed his conductor into his own rooms.

Mr. Chester lighted the candles which stood upon his dress

ing-table, and wheeling an easy chair towards the fire, which
was yet burning, stirred up a cheerful blaze, sat down bofore

a '2
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it, and bado his uncouth visitor
" Come here," and draw hia

boots off.

" You have been drinking again, my fine fellow," he said,

as Hugh went down on one knee, and did as he was told.
" As I 'in alive, master, I 'vo walked the twelve long miles,

and waited here I don't know how long, and had no drink

between my lips since dinner-time at noon."
" And can you do nothing better, my pleasant friend, than

fall asleep, and shake the very building with your snores ?
"

said Mr. Chester. " Can't you dream in your straw at home,
dull dog as you are, that you need come here to do it?

Reach mo those slippers, and tread softly."

Hugh obeyed in silence.
" And harkee, my dear young gentleman," said Mr.

Chester, as he put them on,
" the next time you dream, don't

let it be of me, but of some dog or horse with whom you are

better acquainted. Fill the glass once you '11 find it and
the bottle in the same place and empty it to keep yourself
awake."

Hugh obeyed again eften more zealously and having
done so, presented himself before his patron.

"
Now," said Mr. Chester,

" what do you want with

me?"
" There was news to-day," returned Hugh.

" Your son

was at our house came down on horseback. He tried to see

the young woman, but couldn't get sight of her. He left

some letter or some message which our Joe'had charge of,

but he and the old one quarrelled about it when your son had

gone, and the old one wouldn't let it be delivered. He says

(that's the old one does) that none of his people shajl interfere

and get him into trouble. He 's a landlord he says, and lives

on everybody's custom."
" He is a jewel," smiled Mr. Chester,

" and the better for

being a dull one. Well ?
"

" Varden's daughter that 's the girl I kissed
"

" and stole the bracelet from upon the king's highway,"
said Mr. Chester, composedly. 'Yes

;
what of her ?

"

" She wrote a note at our house to the young woman, say

ing sho lost the letter I brought to you, and you burnt. Our
Joe was to carry it, but the old one kept him at home all

next day, on purpose that ho shouldn't. Next morning he

gave it to ine to take
;
and here it is."
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" You didn't deliver it then, my good friend t
"

said Mr.

Chester, twirling Dolly's note between his finger and thumb,
and feigning to be surprised.

"
I supposed you 'd want to have it," retorted Hugh .

" Uurn one, burn all, I thought."
" My devil-may-care acquaintance," said Mr. Chester

"
really if you do not draw some nicer distinctions, your

career will be cut short with most surprising suddenness.

Don't you know that the letter you brought to me, was

directed to my son who resides in this very place ? And can

you descry no difference between his letters and those addressed

to other peopl;?
"

" If you don't want it," said Hugh, disconcerted by this

reproof, for he had expected high praise,
"
give it me back,

and I '11 deliver it. I dont know how to please you,
master."

"
I shall deliver it," returned his patron, putting it away

after a moment's consideration,
"
myself. Does the young

lady walk out, on fine mornings ?
"

"
Mostly about noon is her usual time."

" Alone ?
"

"
Yes, alone."

"Where?"
" In the grounds before the house. Them that the foot

path crosses."

"If the weather should be fine, I may throw myself in her

way to-morrow, perhaps," said Mr. Chester, as coolly as if she

were one of his ordinary acquittance.
" Mr. Hugh, if I

should ride up to the Maypole door, you will do me the favour

only to have seen me once. You must suppress your grati

tude, and endeavour to forget my forbearance in the matter of

the bracelet. It is natural it should break out, and it does

you honour
;
but when other folks are by, you must, for your

own sake and safety, be as like your usual self as though you
owed me no obligation whatever, and had never stood within

these walls. You comprehend me ?
"

Hugh understood him perfectly. After a pause he muttered

that he hoped his patron would involve him in no trouble

about, this last letter ; for he liad kept it back solely with the

view of pleasing him. He was continuing in this strain,

when Mr. Chester with a most beneficent and patronising air

cut him sho* 1
. by saying :
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" My good fellow, you have my promise, my word, my
sealed bond (for a verbal pledge with me is quite as good;,
that I will always protect you so long as you deserve it.

Now, do set youi' mind at rest. Keep it at ease, I beg of you.
When a man puts himself in my power so thoroughly as you
have done, I really feel as though he had a kind of claim

upon me. I am more disposed to mercy and forbearance

under such circumstances than I can tell you, Hugh. Do
look upon me as your protector, and rest assured, I entreat

you, that on the subject of that indiscretion, you may preserve,
as long as you and I are friends, the lightest heart that ever

beat within a human breast. Fill that glass once more to

cheer you on your road homewards I am really quite ashamed
to think how far you have to go and then God bless you for

the night."

"They think," said Hugh, when he had tossed the liquor

down,
" that I am sleeping soundly in the stable. Ha ha ha !

The stable door is shut, but the steed 's gone, master."
" You are a most convivial fellow," returned his friend,

" and I love your humour of all things. Good night ! Take
the greatest possible care of yourself, for my sake !

"

It was remarkable that during the whole interview, each

had endeavoured to catch stolen glances of the other's face,

and had never looked full at it. They interchanged one brief

and hasty glance as Hugh went out, averted their eyes

directly, and so separated. Hugh closed the double doors

behind him, carefully and without noise; and Mr. Chester

remained in his easy chair, with his gaze intently fixed upon
the fire.

" Well !

" he said, after meditating for a long time and

said with a deep sigh and an uneasy shifting of his attitude,

as though he dismissed some other subject from his thoughts,
and returned to that which had held possession of them all

the day
" the plot thickens; I have thrown the shell; it will

explode, I think, in eight-and-forty-hours, and should scatter

these good folks amazingly. We shall see !

"

He went to bed and fell asleep, but had not slept long when
ho started up and thought that Hugh was at the outer door,

calling in a strange voice, very different from his own, to bu

admitted. The delusion was so strong upon him, and was so

fidl of that vaguu terror of the night in which such vision*

have their boing. that lie rose, and taking his sheathod sword
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in his hand, opened the door, and looked out upon the stair

case, and towards the spot where Hugh had lain asleep ; and
even spoke to him by name. But nil wns dark and quiet,

and creeping
1 back to bed again, he fell, after an hour's

uneasy watching, in*o a second sleep, and woke no more till

morning.
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CHAPTER XXIX.

THE thoughts of worldly men are for ever regulated by a

moral law of gravitation, which, like the physical one, holds

them down to earth. The bright glory of day, and the silent

wonders of a starlit night, appeal to their minds in vain.

There are no signs in the sun, or in the moon, or in the stars,

for their reading. They are like some wise men, who, learning
to know each planet by its Latin name, have quite forgotten
such small heavenly constellations as Charity, Forbearance,
Universal Love, and Mercy, although they shine by night and

day so brightly that the blind may see them
;

and who,

looking upward at the spangled sky, see nothing there but

the reflection of their own great wisdom and book-learning.
It is curious to imagine these people of the world, busy in

thought, turning their eyes toward the countless spheres that

shine above us, and making them reflect the only images their

minds contain. The man who lives but in the breath of

princes, has nothing in his sight but stars for courtiers'

breasts. The envious man beholds his neighbours' honours

even in the sky ;
to the money-hoarder, and the mass of worldly

folk, the whole great universe above glitters with sterling

coin fresh from the mint stamped with the sovereign's head

coming always between them and heaven, turn where they

may. So do the shadows of our own desires stand between iw

and our better angels, and thus their brightness is eclipsed.

Everything was fresh and gay, as though the world were

but that morning made, when Mr. Chester rode at a tranquil

pace along the Forest road. Though early in the season, it

was warm and genial weather
;
the trees were budding into

leaf, the hedges and the grass were green, the air was musical

with songs of birds, and high above them all the lark poured
out her richest melody. In shady spots, the morning dow

sparkled on each young leaf and blade of grass ;
and where

the sun was shining, some diamond drops yet glistened
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Driglitly, as in unwillingness to leave so fair a world, and

havo such brief existence. Even the light wind, whoso

rustling was as gentle to the ear as softly falling water, had
its hope and promise ; and, leaving a pleasant fragrance in

its track as it went fluttering by, whispered of its intercourse

with Summer, and of his happy coming.
The solitary rider went glancing on among the trees, fronr,

sunlight into shade and back again, at the same even pace

looking about him, certainly, from time to time, but with no

greater thought of the day or the scene through which he

moved, than that he was fortunate (being choicely dressed) to

have such favourable weather. He smiled very complacently
at such times, but rather as if he were satisfied with himself

than with anything else : and so went riding on, upon his

chestnut cob, as pleasant to look upon as his own horse, and

probably far less sensitive to the many cheerful influences by
which he was surrounded.

In course of time, the Maypole's massive chimneys rose

upon his view : but he quickened not his pace one jot, and
with the same cool gravity rode up to the tavern porch.
John Willet, who was toasting his red face before a great
fire in the bar, and who, with surpassing foresight and quick
ness of apprehension, had been thinking, as he looked at the

blue sky, that if that state of things lasted much longer, it

might ultimately become necessary to leave off fires and throw
the windows open, issued forth to hold his stirrup ; calling

lustily for Hugh.
"Oh, you're here, are you, sir?" said John rather

surprised by the quickness with which he appeared.
" Take

this here valuable animal into the stable, and have more
than particular care of him if you want to keep your place.
A mortal lazy fellow, sir

;
he needs a deal of looking after."

" But you have a son," returned Mr. Chester, giving hin

bridle to Hugh as he dismounted, and acknowledging his

salute by a careless motion of his hand towards his hat.
" Why don't you make him useful ?

"

"
Why, the truth is, sir," replied John with great impor

tance, "that my son what, you're a listening are you,
villain?"

" Who 's listening ?
"

returned Hugh angrily.
" A treat,

indeed, to hear you speak ! Would you have me take liim in

till he '

fool ?
"
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" Walk him up and down further off then, sir," cried old

John,
" and when you see me and a noble gentleman enter

taining ourselves with talk, keep your distance. If you don't

know your distance, sir," added Mr. Willet, after an

enormously long pause, during which he fixed his great dull

eyes on Hugh, and waited with exemplary patience for any
little property in the way of ideas that might be coming to

him,
" we '11 find a way to teach you, pretty soon."

Hugh shrugged his shoulders scornfully, and in his reckless

swaggering way, crossed to the other side of the little green,
and there, with the bridle slung loosely over his shoulder,

led the horse to and fro, glancing at his master every now
and then from under his bushy eyebrows, with as sinister an

aspect as one would desire to see.

Mr. Chester, who, without appearing to do so, had eyed
him attentively during this brief dispute, stepped into the

porch, and turning abruptly to Mr. Willet, said,
" You keep strange servants, John."
"
Strange enough to look at, sir, certainly," answered the

host; "but out of doors; for horses, dogs, and the like oi

that
;
there an't a better man in England than is that Maypole

Hugh yonder. He an't fit for indoors," added Mr. Willet,
with the confidential air of a man who felt his own superioi

nature, "I do that
;
but if that chap had only a little imagin

ation, sir
"

" Ho *s an active fellow now, I dare swear," said Mr.

Chester, in a musing tone, which seemed to suggest that

he would have said the same had there been nobody to heai

him.

"'Active, sir !

"
retorted John, with quite an expression

in his face
;

" that chap ! Hallo there ! You, sir ! Bring
that horse here, and go and hang my wig on the weather

cock, to show this gentleman whether you 'ro one of the lively

Bort or not."

Hugh made no answer, but throwing the bridle to his

master, and snatching his wig from his head, in a manner so

unceremonious and hasty that the action discomposed Mr.

Willet not a little, though performed at his own special desire,

climbed nimbly to the very summit of the maypole before the

house, and hanging the wig upon the weathercock, sent it

txrirling round like a roasting jack. Having achieved this

performance, he cast it on tho ground, and sliding down tlie
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pole with inconceivable rapidity, alighted on his feet almost

as soon as it had touched tho earth.
"
There, sir," said John, relapsing into his usual stolid

state,
"
you won't see that at many houses, besides the

Maypole, where there's good accommodation for man and

beast nor that neither, though that with him is notliing."

This last remark bore reference to his vaulting on horse

back, as upon Mr. Chester's first visit, and quickly disappearing

by the stable gate?
" That with him is nothing," repeated Mr. Willet, brushing

his wig with his wrist, and iuwardly resolving to distribute a

small charge for dust and damage to that article of dress,

through the various items of his guest's bill
;

" he'll get out

of a'most any winder in the house. There never was such a

chap for flinging himself about and never hurting his bones.

It 's my opinion, sir, that it 's pretty nearly all owing to his

not having any imagination ;
and that if imagination could

be (which it can't) knocked into hin,, he 'd never be able to

do it any more. But we was a talkmg. sir, about my son."
"
True, Willet, true," said his visitor, turning again

towards the landlord with his accustomed serenity of face.
"
My good friend, what about him ?

"

It has been reported that Mr. Willet, previously to making
answer, winked. But as he never was known to be guilty of

such lightness of conduct either before or afterwards, this

may be looked upon as a malicious invention of his enemies

founded, perhaps, upon the undisputed circumstance of his

taking his guest by the third breast button of his coat, count

ing downwards from the chin, and pouring his reply into

bis ear:
"

Sir," whispered John, with dignity,
"

I know my duty.
We want no love-making here, sir, unbeknown to parents.
I respect a certain young gentleman, taking him in the light
of a young gentleman ;

I respect a certain young lady, taking
her in the light of a young lady ; but of the two as a couple,
I have no knowledge, sir, none whatever. My sou, sir, la

upon his patrole."
"

I thought I saw him looking through the corner window
but this moment," said Mr. Chester, who naturally thought
that boing on patrole, implied walking about somewhere.

" No doubt you did, sir," returned John.
* " He is upon hia

putrolo of honour, sir not to leave the promises. Mo and



23 BARNABY RUDGE.

some friends of mine that use the Maypolo of an evening,

sir, considered what "was best to be done with him. to prevent
his doing anything unpleasant in opposing your desires

;
and

we 've put him on his patrole. And what 's more, sir, he

won't be off his patrole for a pretty long time to come, I can

tell you that."

When he had communicated this bright idea, which had
had its origin in the perusal by the village cronies of a news

paper, containing among other matters, an account of how
some officer pending the sentence of some court-martial had
been enlarged on parole, Mr. Willet drew back from liis

guest's ear, and without any visible alteration of feature,

chuckled thrice audibly. This nearest approach to a laugh
in Avhich he ever indulged (and that but seldom and only on

extreme occasions), never even curled his lip or effected the

smallest change in no, not so much as a slight wagging of

his great, fat, double chin, which at these times, as at all

others, remained a perfect desert in the broad map of his face
;

one changeless, dull, tremendous blank.

Lest it should be matter of surprise to any, that Mr. Willet

adopted this bold course in opposition to one whom he had
often entertained, and who had always paid his way at the

Maypole gallantly, it may be remarked that it was his very

penetration and sagacity in this respect, which occasioned him to

indulge in those unusual demonstrations of jocularity, just now
recorded. For Mr. Willet, after carefully balancing father and
son in his mental scales, had arrived at the distinct conclusion

that the old gentleman was a better sort of customer than the

young one. Throwing his landlord into the same scale, which
was already turned by this consideration, and heaping upon
him, again, his strong desires to run counter to the unfortu

nate Joe, and his opposition as a general principle to all matters

of love and matrimony, it went down to the very ground

straightway, and sent the light cause of the younger gentleman

flying upwards to the ceiling. Mr. Chester was not the kind

of man to be by any means dim-sighted to Mr. Willet's

motives, but he thanked him as graciously as if he had been

one of the most disinterested martyrs that ever shone on

earth; and leaving him with many com pi i inentary reliances

on his great ta^te and judgment* to prepare Avhutever diunor

ho might, deem most fitting the occasion, bent his st<:p

towards the Warren.
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I.Vessed with more than his usual ologance; assuming a

gracefulness of manner, which, though it was the result ol

long study, sat easily upon him and became him well
;
com

posing his features into their most serene and prepossessing

expression ;
and setting in short that guard upon himself, al

every point, which denoted that he attached no slight im

portance to the impression he was about to make
;
he entered

the bounds of Miss Haredale's usual walk. Ho had not gone
far, or looked about him long, when he descried coining
towards him, a female figure. A glimpse of the form and

dress as she crossed a, little wooden bridge which lay between

them, satisfied him that he had found her whom he desired to

see. He threw himself in her way, and a very few paces

brought them close together.
He raised his hat from his head, and yielding the path,

suffered her to pass him. Then, as if the idea had but that

moment occurred to him, he turned hastily back and said in

an agitated voice :

"
I beg pardon do I address Miss Haredale ?

"

She stopped in some confusion at being so unexpectedly
accosted by a stranger ;

and answered " Yes."
"
Something told me," he said, looking a compliment to her

beauty,
" that it could be no other. Miss Haredale, I bear a

name which is not unknown to you which it is a pride, and

yet a pain to me to know, sounds pleasantly in your ears. I

am a man advanced in life, as you see. I am the father oi

him whom you honour and distinguish above all other men.

May I for weighty reasons which fill me with distress, beg
but a minute's conversation with you here ?

"

Wlio tliat was inexperienced in deceit, and had a frank and

youthful heart, could doubt the speaker's truth could doubt

it 'too, when the voice that spoke, was like the faint echo of

one she knew so well, and so much loved to hear? She

inclined her head, and stopping, cast her eyes upon the

ground.
"A little more apart among these trees. It is an old

man's hand, Miss Haredale
;
an honest one, believe me."

She put hers in it as he said these words, and suffered him
to load her to a neighbouring, seat.

" You alarm me, sir," she said in a low voice.
" You are

not the bearer of any ill news, I hope ?
"

" Of none that vou anticipate," he answered, sitting down
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beside her. " Edward is well quite well. It is of him I

wish to speak, certainly ;
but I have no misfortune to com

municate."

She bowed her head again, and made as though sho would
have begged him to proceed ;

but said nothing.
"

I am sensible that I speak to you at a disadvantage, dear

Miss Haredale. Believe me that I am not so forgetful of the

feelings of my younger days as not to know that you are little

disposed to view me with favour. You have heard me
described as cold-hearted, calculating, selfish

"

" I have never, sir," she interposed with an altered manner
and a firmer voice

;
"I have never heard you spoken of in

harsh or disrespectful terms. You do a great wrong to

Edward's nature if you believe him capable of any mean or

base proceeding."
" Pardon me, my sweet young lady, but your uncle

"

" Nor is it my uncle's nature either," she replied, with a

heightened colour in her cheek. "It is not his nature to stah

in the dark, nor is it mine to love such deeds."

She rose as she spoke, and would have left him
;
but he

detained her with a gentle hand, and besought her in such

persuasive accents to hear him but another minute, that she

was easily prevailed upon to comply, and so sat down again.
"And it is," said Mr. Chester, looking upward, and

apostrophising the air
;

"
it is this frank, ingenuous, noble

nature, Ned, that you can wound so lightly. Shame shame

upon you, boy !

"

She turned towards him quickly, and with a scornful look

and flashing eyes, There were tears in Mr. Chester's, but he

dashed them hurriedly away, as though unwilling that his

weakness should be known, and regarded her with mingled
admiration and compassion.

"
I never until now," he said,

"
believed, that the frivolous

actions of a young man could move me like these of my own
son. I never knew till now, the worth of a woman's heart,

which boys so lightly win, and lightly fling away. Trust me,
dear young lady, that I never until now did know your
worth

;
and though an abhorrence of deceit and falsehood has

'mpelled me to seek you out, and would have done so had you
been the poorest and least' gifted of your sex, I should have

lacked the fortitude to sustain this interview could I have

pictured you to my imagination as you really are
"
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Oh ! If Mrs. Varden could have seen the virtuous gentle
man as he said these words, with indignation sparkling from

his eyes if she could have heard his broken, quavering voice

if she could have beheld him as he stood bareheaded in

the sunlight, and with unwonted energy poured forth his

eloquence !

With a haughty face, but pale and trembling too, Emma
regarded him in silence. She neither spoke nor moved, but

gazed upon him as though she would look into his heart.
"

I throw off," said Mr. Chester,
" the restraint which

natural affection would impose on some men, and reject all

bonds but those of truth and duty. Miss Haredale, you are

deceived ; you are deceived by your unworthy lover, and my
unworthy son."

Still she looked at him steadily, and still said not one

word.
"
I have ever opposed his professions of love for you ; you

will do me the justice, dear Miss Haredale, to remember that.

Your uncle and myself were enemies in early life, and if I had

sought retaliation, I might have found it here. But as we

grow older, we grow wiser better, I would fain hope and
from the first, I have opposed him in this attempt. I foresaw

the end, and would have spared you, if I could."
"
Speak plainly, sir," she faltered. " You deceive me, or

are deceived yourself. I do not believe you I cannot I

should not."
"
First," said Mr. Chester, soothingly,

"
for there may Tie

in your mind some latent angry feeling to which I would not

appeal, pray take this letter. It reached my hands by chance,

and by mistake, and should have accounted to you (as I am

told) for my son's not answering some other note of yours.
God forbid, Miss Haredale," said the good gentleman, with

great emotion,
" that there should be in j-our gentle breast

one causeless ground of quarrel with liim. You should know,
and you will see, that he was in no fault here."

There appeared something so very candid, so scrupulously

honourable, so very trutlifid and just in this course some-

tiling which rendered tho upright person who resorted to it, so

worthy of belief that Emma'* heart, for tho first time, sunk

within her. She turned away, and burst into tears.
"

I would," said Mr. Chester, loaning over her, and spenlanp
iu mild and quite venerable accents

;

"
I would, deal- girl, it
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were my task to banish, not increase, those tokens of youi

grief. My son, my erriiig sou, I will not call him delibe

rately criminal in this, for men so young, who have been

inconstant twice or thrice before, act without reflection, almost

without a knowledge of the wrong they do, will break his

plighted faith to you ;
has broken it even now. Shall I stop

here, and having given you this warning, leave it to be

fulfilled
;
or shall I go on ?

"

" You Avill go on, sir," she answered,
" and speak more

plainly jet, in justice both to him and me."
" My dear girl," said Mr. Chester, bending over her moro

xffectionately still; "whom I woidd call my daughter, but

the Fates forbid, Edward seeks to break with you upon a

false and most unwarrant able pretence. I have it on his own

showing ;
in his own hand. Forgive me, if I have had a

watch upon his conduct
;

I am his father
;

I had a regard for

your peace and his honour, and no better resource was left

me. There lies on his desk at this moment, ready for trans

mission to you, a letter, in which he tells you that our poverty
our poverty; his and mine, Miss Haredale forbids him to

pursue his claim upon your hand
;
in which he offers, volun

tarily proposes, to free you from your pledge ;
and talks

magnanimously (men do so, very commonly, in such cases)

of being in time more worthy your regard and so forth.

A letter, to be plain, in which he not only jilts you pardon
the word; I would summon to your aid your pride and dignity

not only jilts you, I fear, in favour of the object whosn

slighting treatment first inspired his brief passion for yourself
and gave it birth in wounded vanity, but affects to make a

merit and a virtue of the act."

She glanced proudly at him once more, as by an involuntary

impulse, and with a swelling breast rejoined,
" If what you

eay be true, he takes much needless trouble, sir, to compass
his design. He is very tender of my peace of mind. I quite
thank him."

" The truth of what I tell you, dear young lady," he

replied,
"
you will test by the receipt or non-receipt of the

letter of which I speak. Haredale, my dear fellow, I am

delighted to see you, although we meet under singular circum

stances, and upon a melancholy occasion. I hope you aro

very well."

At these words the young lady raised her eyes, which were
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filled with tears ; and seeing that her uncle indeed stood

before them, and being quite unequal to the trial of hearing
or of speaking one word more, hurriedly withdrew, and left

thorn. They stood looking at each other, and at her retreating

figure, and for a long time neither of them spoke.
"What does this mean? Explain it," said Mr. Haredale

at length.
" Why are you here, and why with her ?

"

" My dear friend," rejoined the other, resuming his accus

tomed manner with infinite readiness, and throwing himself

upoi) the bench with a weary air,
"
you told me not very long

ago, at that delightful old tavern of wliich you are the

esteemed proprietor (and a most charming establishment it is

for persons of rural pursuits and in robust health, who are

not liable to take cold), that I had the head and heart of an

evil spirit in all matters of deception. I thought at the time
;

I really did think; you flattered me. But now I begin to

wonder at your discernment, and vanity apart, do honestly
believe you spoke the truth. Did you ever counterfeit

extreme ingenuousness and honest indignation? My dear

fellow, you have no conception, if you never did, how faint

the effort makes one."

Mr. Haredale surveyed him with a look of cold contempt.
" You may evade an explanation, I know," he said, folding
his arms. " But I must have it. I can wait."

" Not at all. Not at all, my good fellow. You shall not

wait a moment," returned liis friend, as he lazily crossed his

legs.
" The simplest thing in the world. It lies in a nut

shell. Ned has written her a letter a boyish, honest, senti

mental composition, which remains as yet in his desk, because

he hasn't had the heart to send it. I have taken a liberty,
for which my parental affection and anxiety are a sufficient

excuse, and possessed myself of the contents. I have described

them to your niece (a most enchanting person, Haredale ;

quite an angelic creature), with a little colouring and descrip
tion adapted to our purpose. It 's done. You may be quite

easy. It 's all over. Deprived of their adherents and medi

ators; her pride and jealousy roused to the utmost; with

nobody to undeceive her, and you to confirm me
; you will

find that their intercourse will close with her answer. If she

receives Ned's letter by to-morrow noon, you may date their

parting from to-morrow night. No thanks, I beg ; you owe
one. I have acted for myself: and if I have forwarded

VOL. r. R
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our compact with all the ardour even you could have desired,
I have done so seliislil}', indeed."

"
I curse the compact, as you call it, with my whole heart

and soul," returned the other. "
It was made in an evil hour.

I have bound myself to a lie; I have leagued myself with you;
and though I did so with a righteous motive, and though it

cost me such an effort as haply few men know, I hate and

despise myself for the deed."
" You are very warm," said Mr. Chester with a languid

smile.
"

I am warm. I am maddened by your coldness. 'Death,

Chester, if your blood ran warmer in your veins, and there

were no restraints upon mo, such as those that hold and drag
me back well

;
it is done

; you tell me so, and on such a

point I may believe you. When I am most remorseful ibr

this treachery, I will think of you and your marriage, and

try to justify myself in such remembrances, for having torn

asunder Emma and your son, at any cost. Our bond is

cancelled now, and we may part."
Mr. Chester kissed his hand gracefully ;

and with the

same tranquil face he had preserved throughout even when
he had seen his companion so tortured and transported by
liis passion that his whole frame was shaken lay in his

lounging posture on the seat and watched him as he walked

away.
" My scape-goat and my drudge at school," he said, raising

his head to look after him
;

" my friend of later days, who
could not keep his mistress when he had won her, and threw

me in her way to carry off the prize; I triumph in the present
and the past. Bark on, ill-favoured, ill-conditioned cur ;

fortune has ever been with me I like to hear you."
The spot where they had met, was in an avenue of trees.

Mr. Haredale not passing out on either hand, had walked

straight on. He chanced to turn his head when at some
considerable distance, and seeing that his late companion had

by that time risen and was looking after him, stood still as

though he half expected him to follow and waited for his

coming up.
"

It may come to that one day, but not yet," said Mr.

Chester, waving his hand, as though they were the best of

friends, and turning away.
" Not yet, Haredale. Life is

pleasant eaough to me
; dull and full of heaviness to you
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No. To cross swords with such a man -to indhlgo his

humour unless upon extremity would be weak indeed."

For all that, he drew his sword as he walked along, and in

an absent humour ran his eye from hilt to point full twenty
times. But thoughtfulness begets wrinkles

; remembering
this, lie soon put it up, smoothed his contracted brow,
hummed a gay tune Kith greater gaiety of manner, and
his unruffled self again.
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CHAPTER XX3T.

A HOMELY proverb recognises the existence of a trouble

some class of persons who, having an inch conceded them,
will take an oil. Not to quote the illustrious examples of

those heroic scourges of mankind, whose amiable path in life

has been from birth to death .through blood, and fire, and

ruin, and who would seem to have existed for no. better

purpose than to teach mankind that as the absence of pain is

pleasure, so the earth purged of their presence, may be

deemed a blessed place not to quote such mighty instances,

it will be sufficient to refer to old John Willet.

Old John having long encroached a good standard inch, full

measure, on the liberty of Joe, and having snipped off a

Flemish ell in the matter of the parole, grew so despotic and
BO great, that his thirst for conquest knew no bounds. The
more young Joe submitted, the more absolute old John
became. The ell soon faded into nothing. Yards, furlongs,
miles arose

;
and on went old John in the pleasantest manner

possible, trimming off an exuberance in this place, shearing

away some liberty of speech or action in that, and conducting
himself in his small way with as much high mightiness and

majesty, as the most glorious tyrant that ever had his statue

reared in the public ways, of ancient or of modern times.

As great men are urged on to the abuse of power (when
they need- urging, which is not often) by their flatterers and

dependents, so old John was impelled to these exercises of

authority by the applause and admiration of his Maypole
cronies, who, in the intervals of their nightly pipes and pots,

would shake their heads and say that Mr. Willet was a father

of the good old English sort
;
that there were no new-fangled

notions or modern waj's in him
;
that he put them in mind of

what their fathers were when they were boj's ;
that there was

no mistake about him
;
that it would be well for the country

if there were more" like him, and more was the pity that there
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not
;
with many other original remarks of that nature

Tin n tlit-y would condescendingly give Joe to xiuderstand that

it was alLfor his good, and he would be thankful for it one

day ;
nnd in particular, Mr. Cobb would acquaint him, that

when he was his age, his father thought no more of giving
him a parental kick, or a box on the ears, or a cuff on the

head, or some little admonition of that sort, than he did of

any other ordinary duty of life
;
and he would further remark,

with looks of great significance, that but for this judicious

bringing up, he might have never been the man he was at

that present speaking; which was probable enough, as he

was, beyond all question, the dullest dog of the party. In

short, between old John, and old Jolm's friends, there never

was an unfortunate young fellow so bullied, badgered,

worried, fretted, and browbeaten
;

so constantly beset, or

made so tired of his life, as poor Joe Willet.

This had come to be the recognised and established state of

things ; but as John was very anxious to flourish his supre

macy before the eyes of Mr. Chester, he did that day exceed

himself, and did so goad and chafe his son and heir, that but

for Joe's having made a solemn vow to keep his hands in hit

pockets when they were not otherwise engaged, it is impossible
to say what he might have done with them. But the longest

day has an end, and at length Mr. Chester came down-stairs

to mount his horse which was ready at the door.

As old John was not in the way at the moment, Joe, whc
was sitting in the bar ruminating on his dismal fate and the

manifold perfections of Dolly Varden, ran out to hold the

guest's stirrup, and assist him to mount. Mr. Chester was

scarcely in the saddle, and Joe was in the very act of makiny:
him a graceful bow, when old John came diving out of the

L,
and collared him.

"None of that, sir," said John, "none of that, sir. No
breaking of putroles. How dare you come out of the door,

sir, without leave? You're trying to get away, sir, are you,
and to make a traitor of yourself again ? What do you mean,
sir?"

" Let me go, father," said Joe, imploringly, as he marked
the smile upon their visitor's face, and observed the pleasure
his disgrace afforded him. kt This is too bad. Who wants to

got away ?"
" Who wants to get away !

"
cried John, shaking him
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" Why you do, sir, you do. You 're the boy, sir," added

John, collaring with one hand, and aiding the effect of a fare

well bow to the visitor with the other,
" that wants to sneak

into houses, and stir up differences between noble gentlemen
and their sons, are you, eh ? Hold your tongue, sir."

Joe made no effort to reply. It was the crowning circum

stance of his degradation. He extricated himself from his

father's grasp, darted an angry look at the departing guest,
and returned into the house.

" But for her," thought Joe, as he threw his arms upon a

table in the common room, and laid his head upon them,
" but for Dolly, who I couldn't bear should think me the

rascal they would make me out to be if I ran away, this house

and I should part to-night." .

It being evening by this time, Solomon Daisy, Tom Cobb,
and Long Parkes, were all in the common room too, and had
from the window been witnesses of what had just occurred

Mr. Willet joining them soon afterwards, received the compli
ments of the company with great composure, and lighting his

pipe, sat down among them.
" We '11 see, gentlemen," said John, softer a long pause,

" who 's the master of this house, and who isn't.
' We '11 sea

whether boys are to govern men, or men are to govern

boys."
" And quite right too," assented Solomon Daisy with some

approving nods
;

"
quite right, Johnny. Very good, Johnny.

Well said, Mr. Willet. Brayvo, sir."

John slowly brought his eyes to bear upon him, looked at

him for a long time, and finally made answer to the unspeak
able consternation of his hearers,

" When I want encouragement
from you, sir, I '11 ask you for it. You let me alone, sir. I

can get on without you, I hope. Don't you tackle me, sir, if

you please."
"Don't take it ill, Johnny; I didn't mean any harm,"

pleaded the little man.
"
Very good, sir," said John, more than usually obstinate

after his late success. " Never mind, sir. I can stand pretty
firm of myself, sir, I believe, without being shored up by you."
And having given utterance to this retort, Mr. Willet fixed his

eyes upon the boiler, and fell into a kind of tobacco-trance.

The spirits of the company being somewhat damped by this

embarrassing line of conduct on the part of their host, nothing
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more was said for a long time
;
but at length Mr. Cobb took

upon himself to remark, as he rose to knock the ashes out of

his pipe, that he hoped Joe would thenceforth learn to obey
his father in all things; that he had found, that day, he was
not one of the sort of men who were to be trifled with

;
and

that he would recommend him, poetically speaking, to mind
his eye for the future.

"
I 'd recommend you, in return," said Jo-3, looking up

with a flushed face,
" not to talk to me."

" Hold your tongue, sir," cried Mr. Willett, suddenly

rousing himself, and turning round.
"

I won't, father," cried Joe, smiting the table with his fist,

BO that the jugs and glasses rung again; "these tilings are

hard enough to bear from you ;
from anybody else I never

will endure them any more. Therefore I say, Mr. Cobb,
don't talk to me."

"Why, who are you," said Mr. Cobb, sneeringly, "that

you 're not to be talked to, eh, Joe ?
"

To which Joe returned no answer, but with a very ominous

shake of the head, resumed his old position, which he would
have peacefully preserved until the house shut up at night,
but that Mr. Cobb, stimulated by the wonder of the company
at the young man's presumption, retorted with sundry taunts,

which proved too much for flesh and blood to bear. Crowding
into one moment the vexation and the wrath of years, Joe

started up, overturned the table, fell upon his long enemy,

pummelled him with all his might and main, and finished by
driving him with surprising swiftness against a heap of

spittoons in one corner
; plunging into which, head foremost,

with a tremendous crash, he lay at full length among the

ruins, stunned and motionless. Then, without waiting to

receive the compliments of the bystanders on the victory he

had won, he retreated to his own bed-chamber, and con

sidering himself in a state of siege, piled all the portable
furniture against the door by way of barricade.

"
I have done it now," said Joe, as he sat down upon his

bedstead and wiped his heated face.
"

I knew it would come
at last. The Maypole and I must part company. I 'm a roving

vagabond she hat*a me for evermore it 'a all over !"
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CHAPTER XXXI.

PONDERING on liis iinhappy lot, Joe sat and listened for a

long
1

time, expecting every moment to hear their creaking

footsteps on the stairs, or to be greeted by his worthy father

with a summons to capitulate unconditionally, and deliver

himself up straightway. But neither voice nor footstep came ;

and though some distant echoes, as of closing doors and

people hurrying in and out of rooms, resounding from time to

time through the great passages, and penetrating to his

remote seclusion, gave note of unusual commotion down-stairs,

no nearer sound disturbed his place of retreat, which seemed
the quieter for these far-off noises, and was as dull and full of

gloom as any hermit's cell.

It came on darker and darker. The old-fashioned furniture

of the chamber, which was a kind of hospital for all the in

valided movables in the house, grew indistinct and shadowy
in its many shapes ;

chairs and tables, which by day were as

honest cripples as need be, assumed a doubtful and mysterious
character

;
and one old leprous screen of faded India leather

and gold binding, which had kept out many a cold breath of

air in days of yore and shut in many a jolly face, frowned on
him with a spectral aspect, and stood at full height in its

allotted corner, like some gaunt ghost who waited to be

questioned. A portrait opposite the window a queer, old

grey-eyed general, in an oval frame seemed to "wink and

doze as the light decayed, and at length, when the last faint

glimmering speck of day went out, to shut its eyes in good
earnest, and fall sound asleep. There was such a hush
and mystery about everything, that Joe could not help

following its example ; and so went off into a slumber like

wise, and dreamed of Dolly, till the clock of Chigwell church

struck two.

Still nobody came. The distant noises in the house had

ceased, and out of doors all was quiet too
;
save for the occa-
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sional Larking of some deep-mouthed dog, and the shaking of

the brant-lies by the night wind. He gazed mournfully out of

window at each well-known object as it lay sleeping in the

dim light of the moon ; and creeping back to his former seat,

thought about the late uproar, until, with long thinking of, it

Boomed to have occurred a month ago. Thus, between dozing,

and thinking, and walking to the window and looking out,

the night wore away ;
the grim old screen, and the kindred

chairs and tables, began slowly to reveal themselves in their

accustomed forms
;
the grey-eyed general seemed to wink and

yawn and rouse himself; and at last he was broad awake

again, and very uncomfortable and cold and haggard he

looked, in the dull grey light of morning.
The sun had begun to peep above the forest trees, and

already flung across the curling mist bright bars of gold,

when Joe dropped from his window on the ground below, a

little bundle and his trusty stick, and prepared to descend

himself.

It was not a very difficult task
;
for there were so many

projections and gable ends in the way, that they formed a

series of clumsy steps, with no greater obstacle than a jump
of some few feet at last. Joe, with his stick and bundle on
his shoulder, quickly stood on the firm earth, and looked up
at the old Maypole, it might be for the last time.

He didn't apostrophise it, for he was no great scholar. He
didn't curse it, for he had little ill-will to give to anything on
earth. He felt more affectionate and kind to it than ever he
had done in all his life before, so said with all his heart,
" God bless you !

"
as a parting wish, and turned away.

He walked along at a brisk pace, big with great thought*
of going for a soldier and dying in some foreign country
where it was very hot and sandy, and leaving God knows
what unheard-of wealth in prize-money to Dolly, who would
be very much affected when she came to know of it

;
and full

of such youthful visions, which were sometimes sanguine and
sometimes melancholy, but always had her for their main

point and centre, pushed on vigorously until the noise of

London sounded in his ears, and the Black Lion hove in night.
It was only eight o'clock then, and very much astonished

the Black Lion was, to see him come walking in with dust

upon his feet at that early hour, with no grey mare to bear

him company. But as he ordered breakfast to be got ready
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with all speed, and on its being set before him gave indis

putable tokens of a hearty appetite, the Lion received him, as

usual, with a hospitable welcome
;
and treated him with those

marks of distinction, which, as a regular customer, and one

within the freemasonry of the trade, he had a right to claim.

This Lion or landlord, for he was called both man and

beast, by reason of his having instructed the artist who

painted his sign, to convey into the features of the lordly
brute whose effigy it bore, as near a counterpart of his own
face as his skill could compass and devise, was a gentleman
almost as quick of apprehension, and of almost as subtle a

wit, as the mighty John himself. But the difference between

them lay in this
;
that whereas Mr. Willet's extreme sagacity

and acuteness were the efforts of unassisted nature, the Lion

stood indebted, in no small amount, to beer; of which he

swigged such copious draughts, that most of his faculties

were utterly drowned and washed away, except the one great

faculty of sleep, which he retained in surprising perfection.
The creaking Lion over the house-door was, therefore, to say
the truth, rather a drowsy, tame, and feeble lion

;
and as

these social representatives of a savage class are usually of a

conventional character (being depicted, for the most part, in

impossible attitudes and of unearthly colours) he was fre

quently supposed by the more ignorant and uninformed

among the neighbours, to be the veritable portrait of the host

as he appeared on the occasion of some great funeral cere

mony or public mourning.
"What noisy fellow is that in the next room?" said Joe,

when he had disposed of his breakfast, and had washed and

brushed himself.
" A recruiting serjeant," replied the Lion.

Joe started involuntarily. Here was the very thing he had

been dreaming of, all the way along.
'' And I wish," said the Lion,

" he was anywhere else but

here. The party make noise enough, but they don't call for

much. There 'a great cry there, Mr. Willet, but very little

wool. Your father wouldn't like 'em, I know."

Perhaps not much under any circumstances. Perhaps if he

could have known what was passing at that moment in Joe'a

mind, he would have liked them still less.

" Is he recruiting for a for a fine regiment?" said Joe,

glancing at a little round mirror that hung in the bar
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"
I believe he is," replied the host. "

It 's much the snme

thing, whatever regiment lie
'

recmiting for. I 'm told there

an't a deal of difference between a line man and another one,

when they 're shot through and through."
"
They 're not all shot," said Joe.

"
No," the Lion answered,

" not all. Those that are

supposing it 's done easy are the best off in my opinion."
" Ah !

"
retorted Joe,

" but you don't care for glory."
" For what ?

"
said the Lion.

"
Glory."

"
No," returned the Lion, with supreme indifference. " I

don't. You "re right in that, Mr. Willet. When Glory cornea

here, and calls for anything to drink and changes a guinea to

pay for it, I '11 give it him for nothing. It 's my belief, sir,

that the Glory's arms wouldn't do a very strong business."

These remarks were not at all comforting. Joe walked out,

stopped at the door of the next room, and listened. The

Serjeant was describing a military life. It was all drinking,
he said, except that there were frequent intervals of eating
and love-making. A battle was the finest thing in the world

when your side won it and Englishmen always did that.
"
Supposing you should be killed, sir ?

"
said a timid voice in

one corner. "
Well, sir, supposing you should be," said tho

Serjeant,
" what then ? Your country loves you, sir

;
his

Majesty King George the Third loves you ; your memory is

honoured, revered, respected ; everybody 's fond of you, and

grateful to you ; your name 's wrote down at full length in a

book in the War -office. Damme, gentlemen, we must all die

some time, or another, eh ?
"

The voice coughed, and said no more.

Joe walked into the room. A group of half-a-dozen fellows

had gathered together in the tap-room, and were listening
witli greedy ears. One of them, a carter in a smock frork,

seemed wavering and disposed to enlist. The rest, who were

by no means disposed, strongly urged him to do so (according
to the custom of mankind), backed the Serjeant's arguments,
and grinned among themselves. "

I say nothing, boys," said

the serjeant, who sat a little apart drinking liis liquor.
" For

lads of spirit
"

here lie cast an eye on Joe " this is tho

time. I don't want to inveigle you. The king 's not come to

that, I hope. Brisk young blood is what we want
;
not milk

nd water. We won't take five men out of six. We want
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top-sawyers, we do. I 'm not a-going to tell tales out of

school, but, damme, if every gentleman's son that carries arma
in our corps, through, being under a cloud and having littlo

differences with his relations, was counted up
"

here his eye
fell on Joe again, and so goodnaturedly, that Joe beckoned
him out. He came directly.

" You 're a gentleman, by G !

" was his first remark, as

he slapped him on the back. " You 're a gentleman in dis

guise. So am I. Let 's swear a friendship."
Joe didn't exactly do that, but he shook hands with him,

and thanked him for his good opinion.
"You want to serve," said his new friend. "You shall.

You were made for it. You 're one of us by nature.

What '11 you take to drink ?
"

"
Nothing just now," replied Joe, smiling faintly.

"
I

haven't quite made up my mind."

"A mettlesome fellow like you, and not made up hia

mind !

"
cried the Serjeant.

" Here let me give the bell a

pull, and you'll make up your mind in half a minute, I

know."
" You 're right so far

" answered Joe,
" for if you pull

the bell here, where I 'm known, there '11 be an end of my
soldiering inclinations in no time. Look in my face. You
see me, do you ?

"

"I do," replied the serjeant with an oath,
" and a finer

young fellow or one better qualified to serve his king and

country, I never set my
" he used an adjective in this place

"eyes on."
" Thank you," said Joe,

"
I didn't ask you for want of a

compliment, but thank you all the same. Do I look like a

sneaking fellow or a liar ?
"

The serjeant rejoined with many choice asseverations that

he didn't
;
and that if his (the Serjeant's) own futhor were to

say he did, he would run the old gentleman through the body
cheerfully, and consider it a meritorious action.

Joe expressed his obligations, and continued,
" You can

trust me then, and credit what I say. I believe I shall enlist

into your regiment to-night. The reason I don't do so now is

because I don't want until to-night, to do what I can't recal.-

Where shall I find you this evening ?
"

His friend replied with some unwillingness, and after much
ineffectual entreaty having for its object the immediate settle-
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menl of the business, that his quarters would be at the

Crooked Billet in Tower-street; where he would be found

waking until midnight, and sleeping until breakfast time

tn-morrow.
" And if I do come which it's a million to one, I shall

when will you take mo out of London ?
" demanded Joe.

" To-morrow morning, at half after eight o'clock," replied

the serjeaut.
" You '11 go abroad a country where it 's all

sunshine and plunder the finest climate in the world."

"To go abroad," said Joe, shaking hands with him, "is

the very thing I want. You may expect me."
" You 're the kind of lad for us," cried the serjeant, holding

Joe's hand in his, in the excess of his admiration. " You 're

the boy to push your fortune. I don't say it because I bear

you any envy, or would take away from the credit of the rise

you '11 make, but if I had been bred and taught like you, I 'd

have been a colonel by this time."
" Tush man !

"
said Joe,

"
I 'm not so young as that.

Needs must when the devil drives
;
and the devil that drives

me is an empty pocket and an unhappy home. For the

present, good-bye."
" For king and country !

"
cried the serjeant, flourishing

his cap.
" For bread and meat !

"
cried Joe, snapping his fingers.

And so they parted.
Ho had very little money in his pocket ;

so little indeed,

that after paying for his breakfast (which he was too honest

and perhaps too proud to score up to his father's charge) he

had but a penny left. He had courage, notwithstanding, to

resist all the affectionate importunities of the serjeant, who

waylaid him at the door with many protestations of eternal

friendship, and did in particular request that he would do him
the favour to accept of only one shilling as a temporary accom

modation. Rejecting his offers both of cash and credit, Joe

walked away with stick and bundle as before, bent upon getting

through the day as he best could, and going down to the lock

smith's in the dusk of the evening; for it should go hard, he

had resolved, but he would have a parting word with charm ing

Dolly Varden.

He went out by Islington and so on to Highgate, and sat

on many stones and gates, but there were no voices in tho

to bid him turn. Since the time of noble Whittinjnon.
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fair flower of merchants, bells have corne to liave less sympathy
with humankind. They only ring for money and on state

occasions. Wanderers have increased in number
; ships leave

the Thames for distant regions, carrying from stem to stern no
other cargo ;

the bells are silent
; they ring out no entreaties

or regrets ; they are used to it and have grown worldly.
Joe bought a roll, and reduced his purse to the condition

(with a difference) of that celebrated purse of Fortunatus,

which, whatever were .its favoured owner's necessities, had
one unvarying amount in it. In these real times, when all

the Fairies are dead and buried, there are still a great many
purses which possess that quality. The sum-total they con

tain is expressed in arithmetic by a circle, and whether it be

added to or multiplied by its own. amount, the result of the

problem is more easily stated than any known in figures.

Evening drew on at last. With the desolate and solitary

feeling of one who had no home or shelter, and was alone

utterly in the world for the first time, he bent his steps
towards the locksmith's house. He had delayed till now,

knowing that Mrs. Varden sometimes went out alone, or with

Miggs for her sole attendant, to lectures in the evening ;
and

devoutly hoping that this might be one of her nights of moral

culture.

He had Avalked np and down before the house, on the

opposite side of the way, two or three times, when as he re

turned to it again, he caught a glimpse of a fluttering skirt at

the door. It was Dolly's to whom else could it belong ? no

dress but hers had such a flow as that. He plucked up his

spirits, and followed it into the workshop of the Golden Key.
His darkening the door caused her to look round. Oh that

face !

" If it hadn't been for that," thought Joe,
"

I should

never have walked into poor Tom Cobb. She 's twenty times

handsomer than ever. She might marry a Lord !

"

Ho didn't say this. He only thought it perhaps looked it

nlso. Dolly was glad to see him, and was so sorry her father

aiid mother were away from home. Joe begged she wouldn't

mention it on any account.

Dolly hesitated to load the way into the parlour, for there

it was nearly dark
;
at the same time she hesitated to stand

talking in the workshop, which was yet light and open to the

street. They had got by some means, too, before the little

forge; and Joe having her haud in his (which he had no
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right to have, for Dolly only gave it him to shake), it was BO

like standing before some homely altar being married, that it

*ras the most embarrassing state of things in the world.
"

I have come," said Joe,
"

to say good-bye to say good

bye for I don't know how many years ; perhaps for ever.

I am going abroad."

Now this was exactly what he should not have said. Here
he was, talking like a gentleman at large who was free to

come and go and roam about the world at his pleasure, when
that gallant coachmaker had vowed but the night before that

Miss Vnrden held liim bound in adamantine chains ; and had

positively stated in so many words that she was killing him

by inches, and that in a fortnight more or thereabouts he

expected to make a decent end and leave the business to his

mother.

Dolly released her hand and said " Indeed !

" She re

marked in the same breath that it was a fine night, and in

short, betrayed no more emotion than the forge itself.
"

I couldn't go," said Joe,
" without coming to see- you. I

hadn't the heart to."

Dolly was more sorry than she could tell, that he should

have taken so much trouble. It was such a long way, and he

must have such a deal to do. And how vat Mr. Willet that

dear old gentleman
"

" Is this all you say !

"
cried Joe.

All ! Good gracious, what did the man expect ! She was

obliged to take her apron in her hand and run her eyes along
the hem from corner to corner, to keep herself from laughing
in his face

;
not because his gaze confused her not at all.

Joe had small experience in love affairs, and had no notion

how different young ladies are at different times
;
he had ex

pected to take Dolly up again at the very point where he had
left her after that delicious evening ride, and was no more

prepared for such an alteration than to see the sun and moon

change places. He had buoyed himself up all day with an

indistinct idea that she would certainly say
" Don't go," or

"Don't leave us," or "Why do you go?" or "Why do you
leave us ?

"
or would give him some little encouragement of

that sort
;
he had teven entertained the possibility of her burst

ing into tears, of her throwing herself into his arms, of her

falling down in a fainting fit without previous word or sign ;

but any approach to such a line of conduct as this, hod
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so far from his thoughts that he could only look at her IB

silent wonder.

Dolly in the mean while turned to the corners of her apron,
and measured the sides, and smoothed out the wrinkles, and
was as silent as he. At last, after a long pause, Joe said

good-bye.
"
Good-bye," said Dolly with as pleasant a

smile as if he were going into the next street, and were coming
back to supper ;

"
good-bye."

"
Come," said Joe, putting out both his hands,

"
Dolly,

dear Dolly, don't let us part like this. I love you dearly,
with all my heart and soul

;
with as much truth and earnest

ness as ever man loved woman in this world, I do believe. I

am a poor fellow, as you know poorer now than ever, for I

have lied from home, not being able to bear it any longer,
and must fight my own way without help. You are beautiful,

admired, are loved by everybody, are well off and happy ;
and

may you ever be so ! Heaven forbid I should ever make you
otherwise

;
but give me a word of comfort. Say something

kind to me. I have no right to expect it of you, I know, but

I ask it because I love you, and shall treasure the slightest
word from you all through my life. Dolly, dearest, have you
nothing to say to me ?

"

No. Nothing. Dolly was a coquette by nature, and a

spoilt child. She had no notion of being carried by storm in

this way. The coach-maker would have been dissolved in

tears, and would have knelt down, and called himself names,
and clasped his hands, and beat his breast, and tugged wildly
at his cravat, and done all kinds of poetry. Joe had no

business to be going abroad. He had no right to be able to

do it. If he was in adamantine chains, he couldn't.

"I have said good-bye," said Dolly, "twice. Take your
arm away directly, Mr. Joseph, or I '11 call Miggs."

"
I '11 not reproach you," answered Joe, "it's my fault, no

doubt. I have thought sometimes that you didn't quite

despise me, but I was a fool to think so. Every one must,
who has seen the life I have led you most of all. God bless

you !

"

He was gone, actually gone. Dolly waited a little while,

thinking he would return, peeped out at the door, looked up
the street and down as well as the increasing darkness would

allow, came in again, waited a little longer, went up-stairs

Humming
1 a tune, bolted herself in, laid her head down on licv,-
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bed, and cried a* if her heail -would break. And yet such

natures are made up of so many contradictions, that if Joo

Willet had come back that night, next day, next week, next

month, the odds are a hundred to one she would have treated

him in the very same manner, and have \rept for it afterwards

with the very same distress.

She had no sooner left the workshop than there cautiously

peered out from behind the chimney of the forge, a face which

had already emerged from the same concealment twice or

thrice, unseen, and which, after satisfying itself that it was
now alone, was followed by a leg, a shoulder, and so on by
degrees, until the form of Mr. Tappertit stood confessed, with

a brown paper cap stuck negligently on one side of its head,
and its arms very much a-kimbo.

" Have my ears deceived me," said the 'Prentice,
" or do I

dream ! am I to thank thee, Fortun', or to cus thce which ?
"

Ho gravely descended from his elevation, took down his

piece of looking-glass, planted it against the wall upon the

usual bench, twisted his head round, and looked closely at

his legs.
" If they 're a dream," said Sim,

"
let sculptures have such

wisions, and chisel 'em out when they wake. This is reality.

Sleep has no such limbs as them. Tremble, Willet, and

despair. She 's mine ! She 'a mine !

"

With these triumphant expressions, he seized a hammer
and dealt a heavy blow at a vice, which in his mind's eye

represented the sconce or head of Joseph Willet. That done,
he burst into a peal of laughter which startled Miss Mig-gs
even in her distant kitchen, and dipping his head into a bowl
of water, had recourse to a jack-towel inside the closet door,
which served the double purpose of smothering his feelings
and drying his face.

Joe, disconsolate and down-hearted, but full of courage too,

on leaving the locksmith's house made the best of his Avay to

the Crooked Billet, and there inquired for his friend the

serjeant, who, expecting no man less, received him with

open arms. In the course of five minutes after his arrival at

that house of entertainment, he was enrolled among the

gallant defenders of his native land
;
and within half an hour,

was regaled with a steaming supper of boiled tripe and

onijns, prepared, as his friend assured him more than once,
at the express command of his most Sacred Majesty the King.

YOfc. I. b
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To this meal, -which tasted very savouiy after his long

tasting, he did ample justice ;
and when he had followed it

up, or down, with a variety of loyal aud patriotic toasts, ho

was conducted to a straw mattress in a loft over the stable,

and locked in there for the night.
The next morning, he found that the obliging care of his

martial friend had decorated iiis hat with sundry parti
coloured streamers, which made a very lively appearance ;

and in company with that officer, and three other military

gentlemen newly enrolled, who were under a cloud so dense

that it only left three suoes, a boot, and a coat and a hall'

visible among them, repaired to the river-side. Here they
were joined by a corporal and four more heroes, of whom two
were drunk and daring, and two sober and penitent, but each

of whom, like Joe, had his dusty stick and bundle. The

party embarked in a passage-boat bound for Gravesend,
whence they were to proceed on foot to Chatham

;
the wind

was in their favour, and they soon left London behind them,

a mere dark mist a giant phantom in the air.
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CHAPTER XXXII.
*

MISFORTUNES, saith tho adage, never corao singly. There
is little doubt that troubles are exceedingly gregarious in

their nature, and flying in flocks, are apt to perch capriciously ;

crowding on the heads of some poor wights until there is not

an inch of room left on their unlucky crowns, and taking no

more, notice of others who offer as good resting-places for the

soles of their feet, than if they had no existence. It may
have happened that a flight of troubles brooding over London

,

and looking out for Joseph Willet, whom they couldn't find,

darted down hap-hazard on the first young man that caught
their fancy, and settled on him instead. However this may
be, certain it is that on the very day of Joe's departure they
swarmed about the ears of Edward Chester, and did so buzz

and flap their wings, and persecute him, that he was most

profoundly wretched.

It was evening, and just eight o'clock, when he and lus

father, having wine and dessert set before them, were left to

themselves for the first time that day. They had dined

together, but a third person had been present during tho

meal, and until they met at table they had not seen each

other since the previous night.
Edward was reserved and silent, Mr. Chester was more than

usually gay ; but not caring, as it seemed, to open a conversa

tion with one whose humour was so different, he vented the

lightness of his spirit in smiles and sparkling looks, and mado
no effort to awakeii his attention. So tiioy remained for some
time : the father lying on a sofa with his accustomed air of grace
ful negligence ;

the son seated opposite to him with downcast

eyes, busied, it was plain, with painful and uneasy thoughts.
" My dear Edward," said Mr. Chester at length, with a

most engaging laugh,
" do not extend your drowsy influence

to the decanter. Suffer that to circulate, let your spirite be

never BO stagnant"
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Edward begged his pardon, passed it, and relapsed into lib

former state.
" You do wrong not to fill your glass," said Mr. Chester,

holding up his own before the light.
" Wine in moderation

- -not in excess, for that makes men ugly has a thousand

pleasant influences. It brightens the eye, improves the voice,

imparts a new vivacity to one's thoughts and conversation :

you should try it, Ned."
" Ah father !

"
cried his son,

"
if

"

" My good fellow," interposed the parent hastily, as he sot

down his glass, and raised his eyebrows with a startled and

horrified expression,
" for heaven's sake don't call me by that

obsolete and ancient name. Have some regard for delicacy.

Am I grey, or wrinkled, do I go on crutches, have I lost my
teeth, that you adopt such a mode of address ? Good God,
how very coarse !

"

"
I was about to speak to you from my heart, sir,"

returned Edward,
" in the confidence which should subsist

between us
;
and you check me in the outset."

" Now do, Ned, do not," said Mr. Chester, raising his delicate

hfuid imploringly,
" talk in that monstrous manner. About to

speak from your heart. Don't you know that the heart is an

ingenious part of our formation the centre of the blood-vessels

and all that sort of thing which has no more to do with

what you say or think, than your knees have ? How can you
be so very vulgar and absurd? These anatomical allusions

should be left to gentlemen of the medical profession. They are

really not agreeable in society. You quite surprise me, Ned."
" Well ! there are no such things to wound, or heal, or

have regard for. I know your creed, sir, and will say no

more," returned his son.

"There again," said Mr. Chester, sipping his wine, "you
are wrong. I distinctly say there are such things. We know
there are. The hearts of animals of bullocks, sheep, and so

forth are cooked and devoured, as I am told, by the lower

classes, with a vast deal of relish. Men are sometimes stabbed

to the heart, shot to the heart
;
but as to speaking from the

heart, or to the heart, or being warm-hearted, or cold-hearted,

or broken-hearted, or being all heart, or having no heart

pah ! these things are nonsense, Ned."
" No doubt, sir,"" returned his son, seeing that ho paused

for him to speak.
" No doubt."
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"There's Haredale's niece, your late flame," said Mr
Chester, as a careless illustration of his meaning.

" No
doubt in your mind she was all heart once. Now sho liua

none at all. Yet she is the same person, Ned, exactly."
" She is a clanged person, sir," cried Edward, reddening;

" and changed by vile means, I believe."
" You have had a cool dismissal, have you ?

"
said his

father. "Poor Ned! I told you last night what would

happen. May I ask you for the nut-crackers ?
"

" She has been tampered with, and most treacherously

deceived," cried Edward, rising from his seat.
"

I never

will believe that the knowledge of my real position, given her

by myself, has worked this change. I know she is beset

and tortured. But though our contract is at an end, and

broken past all redemption ; though I charge upon her waul

of firmness and want of truth, both to herself and me
;

I dc

not now, and never will believe, that any sordid motive.

or her own unbiassed will, has led her to this course

never !

"

"You make me blush," returned his father gaily, "for the

folly of your nature, in which but we never know ourselves

I devoutly hope there is no reflection of my own. "With

regard to the young lady herself, she has done what is very
natural and proper, my dear fellow

;
what you yourself pro

pose/1, as I learn from Haredale
;
and what I predicted with

no great exercise of sagacity she would do. She supposed

you to be rich, or at least quite rich enough ;
and found you

poor. Marriage is a civil contract
; people marry to better

their worldly condition and improve appearances; it is an
affair of house and furniture, of liveries, servants, equipage:

and so forth. The lady being poor and you poor also, there

is an end of the matter. You cannot enter upon these con

siderations, and have no manner of business with the cere

mony. I drink her health in this glass, and respect and
honour her for her extreme good sense. It is a lesson to voit

Fill yours, Ned."
"

It is a lesson," returned his son,
"
by which I hope I

may never profit, and if years and their experience imprest
it on"

" Don't say on the heart," interposed his father.
" On men whom the world and its hypocrisy have spoiled,"

said Edward warmly;
" Hoiven keep me from its know ledge."
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"
Come, sir," returned his father, raising himself a little

on the sofa, and looking straight toAvards him
;

" we have
had enough of this. Remember, if you please, your interest,

your duty, your moral obligations, }
-our filial affections, and

all that sort of thing which it is so very delightful and

charming to reflect upon ;
or ycu will repent it."

"
I shall never repent the preservation of my self-respect,

sir," said Edward. "
Forgive me if I say that I will not

sacrifice it at your bidding, and that I will not pursue the

track which you would have me take, and to which the secret

sharo you have had in this late separation tends."

His father rose a little higher still, and looking at him ae

though curious to know if he were quite resolved and earnest,

dropped gently down again, and said in the calmest voice

eating his nuts meanwhile,
"
Edward, my father kad a son, who being a fool like you,

and, like you, entertaining low and disobedient sentiments, he
disinherited and cursed one morning after breakfast. The
circumstance occurs to me with a singular clearness of recol

lection this evening. I remember eating muffins at the time,
with marmalade. He led a miserable life (the son, I mean)
and died early ;

it was a happy release on all accounts
;
he

degraded the family very much. It is a sad circumstance,

Edward, when a father finds it necessary to resort to such

strong measures."

"It is," replied Edward, "and it is sad when a son,

proffering him his love and duty in their best and truest

Bense, finds himself repelled at every turn, and forced to dis

obey. Dear father," he added, more earnestly though in a

gentler tone,
"

I have reflected many times on what occurred

between us when we first discussed this subject. Let there

be a confidence between us; not in terms, but truth. Hear
what I have to say."
"As I anticipate what it is, and cannot fail to do so,

Edward," returned his father coldly,
"

I decline. I couldn't

possibly. I am sure it would put me out of temper, which is

a state of mind I can't endure. If you intend to mar my
plans for your establishment in life, and the preservation of

that gentility and becoming pride, which our family have so

long sustained if, in short, you are resolved to take youi
own course, you must take it, and my curse with it. I am

very sorry, bul thorn's really no alternative."



BARXAHY RUDGB. 263

" The curse may pass your lips," said Edward,
" but it

bo but empty breath. I do not believe that any man on

earth has greater power to call one down upon his fellow

least of all, upon his own child than he has to make one

drop of rain or flake of snow fall from the clouds above us at

his impious bidding. Beware, sir, what you do."
" You are so very irreligious, so exceedingly uudutiful, so

horribly profane," rejoined his father, turning his face lazily

towards him, and cracking another nut,
" that I positively

must inteiTupt you here. It is quite impossible we can con

tinue to go on, upon such terms as these. If you will do

me the favour to ring the bell, the servant will show you to

the door. Return to this roof no more, I beg you. Go, sir,

since you have no moral sense remaining ;
and go to the

Devil, at my express desire Good day."
Edward left the room without another word or look, and

turned his back upon the house for ever.

The father's face was slightly flushed and heated, but his

manner was quite unchanged, as he rang the bell again, and
addressed his servant on his entrance.

" Peak if that gentleman who has just gone out
"

"
I beg 3'our pardon, sir, Mr. Edward ?

"

" Were there more than one, dolt, that you ask the ques
tion ? If that gentleman should send here for his wardrobe,
let him have it, do you hear ? If he should call himself at

any time, I 'm not at home. You '11 tell him so, and shut
the door."

So, it soon got whispered about, that Mr. Chester was very
unfortunate in his son, who had occasioned him great grie
and sorrow. And the good people who heard this and told it

again, marvelled the more at his equanimity and even temper,
and sfiid what an amiable nature that man must have, who,

having undergone so much, could be so placid and so calm.

And \vhrn Edward's name was spoken, Society shook its head
and laid its finger 0:1 its lip, and sighed, and looked very

grav;; and those who had sons about his age, waxed wrathful

and indignant, und hoped, for Virtue's sake, that he was dead.

And iho world went on turning round, as usual, for five years
which 'liis Narrative is siluut.
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CHAPTER XXXI1L

ONE wintry evening, early in the year of our Lord one

thousand seven hundred and eighty, a keen north wind aros<i

as it grew dark, and night came on with black and dismal

looks. A bitter storm of sleet, sharp, dense, and icy-cold,

swept the wet streets, and rattled on the trembling windows.

Sign-boards, shaken past endurance in their creaking frames,
fell crashing on the pavement ;

old tottering chimneys reeled

and staggered in the blast
;
and many a steeple rocked again

that night, as though the earth were troubled.

It was not a time for those who coxild by any means get

light and warmth, to brave the fury of the weather. In coffee

houses of the better sort, guests crowded round the tire, forgot
to be political, and told each other with a secret gladness that

the blast grew fiercer every minute. Each humble tavern by
the water-side had its group of uncouth figures round the

hearth
;
who talked of vessels foundering at sea, and all

hands lost, related many a dismal tale of shipwreck and
drowned men, and hoped that some they knew were safe, and

shook their heads in doubt. In private dwellings, children

clustered near the blaze
; listening with timid pleasure to

tales of ghosts and goblins and tall figures clad in white

standing by bedsides, and people who had gone to sleep in

old churches and being overlooked had found themselves

alone there at the dead hour of the night : until they
shuddered at the thought of the dark rooms up-stairs, yet
loved to hear the wind mean too, and licped it would continue

bravely. From time to time theso happy in-door people

stopped to listen, or one held up his finger and cried "Hark!"
and then, above the rumbling in the chimney, and the fast

pattering on the glass, was heard a wailing, rushing sound,

which shook the walls as though a giant's hand were on

them
;
then a hoarse roar as if the sea had risen

;
then such

a whirl and tumult that the air seemed mad ; and then, will'
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a lengthened howl, the waves of wind swept on, and loft a

moment's interval of rest.

Cheerily, though there were none abroad to see it, shone

tho Maypole light that evening. Blessings on the red deep

ruby, glowing red old curtain of the window
; blending into

one rich stream of brightness, fire and candle, meat, drink,

and company, and gleaming like a jovial eye upon the bleak

waste out of doors ! Within, what carpet like its crunching
sand, what music merry as its crackling logs, what perfume
like its kitchen's dainty breath, what weather genial as its

hearty warmth ! Blessings on the old house, how sturdily it

stood ! How did the vexed wind chafe and roar about its

stalwart roof
;
how did it pant and strive "with its wide

chimneys, which still poured forth from their hospitable

throats, great clouds of smoke, and puffed defiance in its face

how, above all, did it drive and rattle at the casement, emulous
to extinguish that cheerful glow, which would not be put
down and seemed the brighter for the conflict.

The profusion too, the rich nnd lavish bounty, of that

goodly tavern ! It was not enough that one fire roared and

sparkled on its spacious hearth
;

in the tiles which paved and

compassed it, five hundred flickering fires burnt brightly also.

It was not enough that one red curtain shut tho wild night

out, and shed its cheerful influence on the room. In every

saucepan lid, and candlestick, and vessel of copper, brass, or

tin that hung upon the walls, were countless ruddy hangings,

flashing and gleaming with every motion of the blaze, and

offering, let tho eye wander where it might, interminable

vistas of the same rich colour. The old oak wainscoting, the

J':iins, the chairs, the seats, reflected it in a deep dull

^limmer. There were fires and red curtains in the very eye*
of the drinkers, in their buttons, in their liquor, in the pipes

they smoked.

Mr. Willet sat in what had been his accustomed place five

years before, with his oyes on the eternal boiler
;
and had sat

there since the clock struck eight, giving no other signs of life

than breathing with a loud and constant snore (though he was
wide awake), and from time to time putting his glass to his

lips, or knocking the ashes ottt of his pipe, nnd filling it anew.

It was now half-past ten. Mr. Cobb and long Phil Parkes

WITH his companions, as of old, and for two mortal hours and
a half, none of the company had pronounced one word.
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Whether people, by dint of sitting together in the same

place and the same relative positions, and doing exactly the

same things for a great many years, acquire a sixth sense, or

some unknown power of influencing each other which, serves

them in its stead, is a question for philosophy to settle. But
certain it is that old John Willet, Mr. Parkes, and Mr. Cobb,
were one and all firmly of opinion that they were very jolly

companions rather choice spirits than otherwise ; that they
looked at each other every now and then as if there were a

perpetual intei'change of ideas going on among them
;
that no

man considered himself or his neighbour by any means silent;

and that each of them nodded occasionally when he caught
the eye of another, as if he would say,

" You have expressed
yourself extremely well, sir, in relation to that sentiment, and
I quite agree with you."
The room was so very warm, the tobacco so very good, and

the fire so very soothing, that Mr. Willet by degrees began to

doze
;
but as he had perfectly acquired, by dint of long habit,

the art of smoking in his sleep, and as his breathing was

pretty much the same, awake or asleep, saving that in the

latter case he sometimes experienced a slight difficulty in

respiration (such as a carpenter meets with when he is planing
and comes to a knot), neither of his companions was aware of

the circumstance, until he met with one of these impediments
and was obliged to tiy again.

"
Johnny 's dropped off," said Mr. Parkes in a whisper.

" Fast as a top," said Mr. Cobb.

Neither o' them said any more until Mr. Willet came to

another knot one of surpassing obduracy which bade fair

to throw him into convulsions, but which he got over at last

without waking, by an effort quite superhuman.
" Ho sleeps uncommon hard," said Mr. Cobb.

Mr. Parkes, Avho was possibly a hard-sleeper himself,

replied with some disdain " Not a bit on it
;

" and directed

his eyes towards a handbill pasted over the chimney-piece,
which was decorated at the top with a woodcut representing a

youth of tender years running away very fast, with a bundle

over his shoulder at the end of a stick, and to carry out the

idea a finger-post and a mile-stone beside him. Mr. Cobb
likewise turned his eyes in the same direction, and surveyed
the placard as if that were the first time life had ever behold

it. Now, this vas a document \\hich Mr. Willet had himself
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Indited on the disappearance of his son Joseph, acquainting
tlio nobility and gentry and the public in general with tho

circumstances of his having left his home
; describing his

dress and appearance ;
and offering a reward of five pounds

to any person or persons who would pack him up and return

him safely to the Maypole at Chigwell, or lodge him in any of

his Majesty's jails until such time as his father should come
and claim him. In this advertisement Mr. Willet had

obstinately persisted, despite the advice and entreaties of his

friends, in describing his eon as a "
young boy ;

" and further

more as being from eighteen inches to a couple of feet shorter

than he really was
;

two circumstances which perhaps

accounted, in some degree, for its never having been

productive of any other effect than the transmission to Chig
well at various times and. at a vast expense, of some fivo-and-

forty runaways varying from six years old to twelve.

Mr. Cobb and Mr. Parkcs looked mysteriously at tliis

composition, at each other, and at old John. From the time

he had pasted it up with his own hands, Mr. Willet had never

by word or sign alluded to the subject, or encouraged any one

else to do so. Nobody had the least notion what his thoughts
or opinions were, connected with it

;
whether he remembered

it or forgot it
;
whether ho had any idea that such an event

had evor taken place. Therefore, even while he slept, no one
ventured to refer to it in liis presence ;

and for such sufficient

reasons, these his chosen friends were silent now.

Mr. Willet had got by this time into such a complication of

knots, that it was perfectly clear he must wake or die. He
.hose the former alternative, and opened his eyes.
" If he don't come in five minutes," said John,

"
I shall

have supper without him."

The antecedent of this pronoun had been mentioned for the

last time at eight o'clock. Messrs. Parkes and Cobb being
used to this style of conversation, replied without difficulty
that to be sure Solomon was very late, and they wondered
what had happened to detain him.

" He an't blown away, I suppose," said Parkes. "
It 's

enough to carry a man of his figure off his legs, and easy too.

Do you hear it ? It blows great guns, indeed. There '11 bo

many a crash in the Forest to-night, I reckon, and many a
broken branch upon the ground to-morrow."

"It won't break anything in the Maypole, I take it, sir,"
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returned old John. "Let it tiy. I give it loavo what's
that?"

" The wind," cried Parkes. "It's howling like a Christian,
and has been all night long."

" Did you ever, sir," asked John, after a minute's contem

plation,
" hear the wind say

'

Maypole ?
' '

"
Why, what man ever did ?

"
said Parkes.

" Nor '

ahoy,' perhaps ?
" added John.

" No. Nor that neither."

"Very good, sir," said Mr. Willet, perfectly unmoved;
" then if that was the wind just now, and you '11 wait a littlo

time without speaking, you '11 hear it say both words very

plain."
Mr. Willet was right. After listening for a few moments,

they could clearly hear, above the roar and tumult out of

doors, this shout repeated; and that with a shrillness and

energy, which denoted that it came from some person in

great distress or terror. They looked at each other, turned

pale, and held their breath. No man stirred.

It was in this emergency that Mr. Willet displayed some

thing of that strength of mind and plenitude of mental

resource, which rendered him the admiration of all his friends

and neighbours. After looking at Messrs. Parkes and Cobb
for some time in silence, he clapped his two hands to his

cheeks, and sent forth a roar which made the glasses danco

and rafters ring a long-sustained, discordant bellow, that

rolled onward with the wind, and startling every echo, made
the night a hundred times more boisterous a deep, loud,

dismal bray, that sounded like a human gong. Then, with

every vein in his head and face swoln with the great exertion,

and his countenance suffused with a lively purple, he drew a

littlo nearer to the fire, and turning his back upon it, said

with dignity :

" If that 's any comfort to anybody, they 're welcome to it.

If it an't, I 'm sorry for 'em. If either of you two gentlemen
likes to go out and see what 's the matter, you can. I 'm not

curious, myself."
While he spoke the cry drew nearer and nearer, footsteps

passed the window, the latch of the door was raised, it opened,
was violently shut again, and Solomon Daisy, with a lighted
lantern in his hand, and the rain streaming from his dis

ordered dress, dashed into the room.
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A more complete picture of terror than tho little man pre

acnted, it would bo difficult to imagine. The perspiration
stood in beads upon his face, his knees knocked together, his

every limb trembled, the power of articulation Avas quite

gone ;
and there he stood, panting for breath, gazing on them

with such livid ashy looks, that they were infected with his

fear, though ignorant of its occasion, and, reflecting his dis

mayed and horror-stricken visage, stared back again without

venturing to question him
;
until old John Willet, in a fit of

temporary insanity, made a dive at his cravat, and, seizing

him by that portion of his dress, shook him to and fro until

his very teeth appeared to rattle in his head.

"Tell us what's the matter, sir," said John, "or I'll kill

you. Tell us what 'a the matter, sir, or in another second,

I '11 have your head under the biler. How dare you look

like that ? Is anybody a following of you ? What do you
mean ? Say something, or I 'il be the death of you, I will."

Mr. Willot, in his frenzy, was so near keeping his word to

the very letter (Solomon Daisy's eyes already beginning to

roll in an alarming manner, and certain guttural sounds, as

of a choking man, to issue from his throat), that the two by

standers, recovering in some degree, plucked him off his

victim by main force, and placed the little clerk of Chigwell
in a chair. Directing a fearful gaze all round the room, he

implored them in a faint voice to give him some drink
;
mid

above all to lock the house-door and close and bar the shutters

of the room, without a moment's loss of time. The latter

request did not tend to re-assure his hearers, or to fill them
with the most comfortable sensations

; they complied with it,

however, Avith the greatest expedition ;
and having handed

him a bumper of brandy-and-water, nearly boiling hot,

waited to hear what he might have to tell them.
"
Oh, Johnny," said Solomon, shaking him by the hand.

"
Oh, Parkes. "

Oh, Tommy Cobb. Why did I leave this

house to-night ! On the nineteenth of March of all nights
in the year, on the nineteenth of March !

"

They all drew closer to the fire. Parkes, who was nearest

to the loor, started and looked over his shoulder. Mr.
Willet with great indignation, inquired what the devil ho
meant by that and then said,

" God forgive me," ai,d

Grlhnced over his mvn shoulder, and uame a little nearer.

"When I left here to-night." said Solomon Daisy, "I little
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thought what day of the month it was I have never gono
alone into the church after dark on this day, for sevcn-and-

tweuty years. I have heard it said that as \ve keep our

birthdays when we are alive, so the ghosts of dead people,
who are not easy in their graves, keep the day they died

upon. How the wind roars !

"

Nobody spoke. All eyes were fastened on Solomon.

"I might have known," he said, "what night it was, by
the foul weather. There 's no such night in the whole }"eai

round as this is, always. I never sleep quietly in my bed on

the nineteenth of March."
" Go on," said Tom Cobb, in a low voice. "Nor I neither."

Solomon Daisy raised his glass to his lips ; put it down

upon the floor with such a trembling hand that the spoon
tinkled in it like a little bell

;
and continued thus :

" Have I ever said that we are always brought back to this

subject in some strange way, when the nineteenth of this

month comes round ? Do you suppose it was by accident, I

forgot to wind up the church-clock ? I never forgot it at auy
other time, though it 's such a clumsy thing that it has to be

wound up every day. Why should it escape my memory on

this day of all others ?
"

I made as much haste down there as I could when I went
from here, but I had to go home first for the keys ;

and the

wind and rain being dead against me all the way, it was

pretty well as much as I could do at times to keep my legs.

I got there at last, opened the church-door, and went in. I

had not met a soul all the way, and you may judge whether

it was dull or not. Neither of you would bear me company.
If you could have known what was to come, you 'd have been

in the right.
" The wind was so strong, that it was as much as I could

do to shut the church-door by putting my whole weight

against it
;
and even as it was, it burst wide open twice, with

such strength that any of you would have swr

orn, if you had
been leaning against it, as I was, that somebody was pushing
on the other side. However, I got the key turned, went
into the belfry, and wound up the clock which was very
near run down, and would have stood stock-still in half an

ho1

or.

" As I took up my lantern again to leave the church *ifc

came upon me all at once that thin was the nineteenth of
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March. It came upon me with a kind of shock, as if a hand

had struck the thought upon my forehead
;
at the very samo

moment, I heard a voice outside the tower rising from

among the graves."
Here old John precipitately interrupted the speaker, and

begged that if Mr. Parkes (who was seated opposite to him

and was staring directly over his head) saw anything, ho

would have the goodness to mention it. Mr. Parkes apologised,

and remarked that he was only listening ;
to which Mr. Willet

angrily retorted, that his listening with that kind of expression
in his face was not agreeable, and that if he couldn't look like

other people, he had better put his pocket-handkerchief over

his head. Mr. Parkes with great submission pledged himself

to do so, if again required, and John Willet turning to

Solomon desired him to proceed. After waiting until a

violent gust of wind and rain, which seemed to shake even

that sturdy house to its foundation, had passed away, the little

man complied :

" Never tell me that it was my fancy, or that it was any
other sound which I mistook for that I tell you of. I heard

the wind whistle through the arches of the church. I heard

the steeple strain and creak. I heard the rain as it came

driving against the walls. I felt the bells shake. I saw the

ropes sway to and fro. And I heard that voice."
" What did it say ?

"
asked Tom Cobb.

"
I don't know what

;
I don't know that it spoke. It gave

a kind of cry, as any one of us might do, if something
dreadfid followed us in a dream, and came upon us unawares

;

and then it died off: seeming to pass quite round the

church."
"

I don't see much in that," said John, drawing a long
breath, and looking round him like a man who felt relieved.

"
Perhaps not," returned Ids friend,

" but that 's not all."
" What more do you mean to say, sir, is to come ?

" asked

lohn, pausing in the act of wiping his face upon his apron.
" What are you a going to tell us of next ?

"

" What I saw."
" Saw !

"
echoed all three, bending forward.

" When I opened the clmrch-door to come out," said tho

little man, with an expression of face which bore ample
testimony to the sincerity of his conviction,

" when I opened
tho church-door to come out, which I did suddenly, for 1
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wanted to got it shut again before another gust of wind came

up, there crossed me so close, that by Stretching out my
finger I could have touched it something in the likeness of a

man. It was bare-headed to the storm. It turned its face

without stopping, and fixed its eyes on mine. It was a ghost
a spirit."
" Whose ?

"
they all three cried together.

In the excess of his emotion (for he fell "back trembling in

his chair, and waved his hand as if entreating them to question
him no further,) his answer was lost on all but old John

Willet, who happened to be seated close beside him.
" Who !

"
cried Parkes and Tom Cobb, looking eagerly by

turns at Solomon Daisy and at Mr. Willet. " Who was it ?
"

"Gentlemen," said Mr. Willet after a long pause, "you
needn't ask: The likeness of a murdered man. This is the

nineteenth of March."

A profound silence ensued.
" If you '11 take my advice," said John,

" we had better,

ono and all, keep this a secret. Such tales would not bo

liked at the Warren. Let us keep it to ourselves for the

present time at all events, or we may get into trouble, and

Solomon may lose his place. Whether it was really as he

says, or whether it wasn't, is no matter. Right or wrong,

nobody would believe him. As to the probabilities, I don't

myself think," said Mr. Willet, eyeing the corners of the

room in a manner which showed that, like some other phi

losophers, he was not quite easy in his theory,
" that a ghost

as had been a man of sense in his lifetime, would be out

a-walking in such weather I only know that I wouldn't, if I

was one."

But this heretical doctrine was strongly opposed by tho

other three, who quoted a great many precedents to show
that bad weather was the very time for such appearances;
and Mr. Parkes (who had had a ghost in his family, by the

mother's side) argued the matter with so much ingenuity and

force of illustration, that John was only saved from having to

retract his opinion by the opportune appearance of supper, to

which they applied themselves with a dreadful relish. Even
Solomon Daisy himself, by dint of the elevating influences of

fire, lights, brandy, and good company, so far recovered as to

handle his knife and fork in a highly creditable manner, and

to display a capacity both of eating and drinking, such aa
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banished all fear of his having sustained any lasting injury
from his fright.

Supper done, the}' crowded round the fire again, and, as is

common on such occasions, propounded all manner of leading

questions calculated to surround the story with new horrors

and surprises. But Solomon Daisy, notwithstanding these

temptations, adhered so steadily to his original account, and

repeated it so often, with such slight variations, and with

such solemn asseverations of its truth and reality, that his

hearers were (with good reason) more astonished than at first.

As he took John Willet's view of the matter in regard to the

propriety of not bruiting the talo abroad, unless the spirit

should appear to him again, in which case it would be neces-

siiry to take immediate counsel with the clergyman, it was

solemnly resolved that it should be hushed up aud kept quiet.
A u.l as most men like to have a secret to tell which may
px.-'lt their own importance, they arrived at this conclusion

with perfect unanimity.
\- it was by this time growing late, and was long past

thoir usual hour of separating, the cronies parted for the

iii<rht. Solomon Daisy, with a fresh candle in his lantern,

MMKiired homewards under the escort of long Phil Parkes and
Mr. Cobb, who were rather more nervous than himself. Mr.

Willct, after seeing them to the door, returned to collect his

thoughts with the assistance of the boiler, and to listen to the

storm of wind and rain, which had not yet abated one jot of

its fury.
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CHAPTER XXXTV.

BEFORE old Jolm had looked at the boiler quite twenty

minutes, he got his ideas into a focus, and brought them to

boar upon Solomon Daisy's story. The more he thought of

it, the more impressed he became with a sense of his own

wisdom, and a desire that Mr. Haredale should be impressed
with it likewise. At length, to the end that he might sustain

a principal and important character in the affair
;
and might

have the start of Solomon and his two friends, through whose
means he knew the adventure, with a variety of exaggerations,
would be known to at least a score of people, and most likely

to Mr. Haredale himself, by breakfast-time to-morrow; he

determined to repair to the Warren before going to bed.
" He 's my landlord," thought John, as he took a candle in

his hand, and setting it down in a corner out of the wind's

way, opened a casement in the rear of the house, looking
towards the stables. " We haven't met of late years so often

as we used to do changes are taking place in the family
it 's desirable that I should stand as well with them, in point
of dignity, as possible the whispering about of this here tale

will anger him it 's good to have confidences with a gentle
man of his natur', and set ono's-self right besides. Hallop

there ! Hugh Hugh. Hal-loa !

"

When he had repeated this shout a dozen times, and startled

every pigeon from its slumbers, a door in one of the ruinous

old buildings opened, and a rough voice demanded what was

amiss now, that a man couldn't even have his sleep in quiet.
" What ! Haven't you sleep enough, growler, that you 're

not to be knocked up for once ?
"

said John.
"
No," replied the voice, as the speaker yawned and shook

himself. " Not half enough."
"
I don't know how you can sleep, with the wind a bellowsing

and roaring about you, making the tiles fly like a pai-k of

cards," said JoJm; "but no matter for that. Wrap yourself
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up in something or another, and come hero, for you must go
as far as the Warren with me. And look sharp al>out it."

Hugh, with much low growling and muttering, wont back

into his lair
;
and presently re-appeared, carrying a lantern and

a cudgel, and enveloped from head to foot, in an old, frowsy,

slouching horse-cloth. Mr. Willet received this figure at the

back door, and ushered him into the bar, while he wrapped
himself in sundry great-coats and capes, and so tied and

knotted his face in shawls and handkerchiefs, that how he

breathed was a mystery.
" You don't take a man out of doors at near midnight in

such woather, without putting some heart into him, do you,
master ?

"
said Hugh.

" Yes I do, sir," -returned Mr. Willet. "
I put the heart

(as you call it) into him when he has brought me safe home

again, and his standing steady on his legs an't of so much

consequence. So hold that light up, if you please, and go on

a step or two before to show the way."

Hugh obeyed with a very indifferent grace, and a longing

glance at the bottles. Old Jolm, laying strict injunctions on

his cook to keep the doors locked in his absence, and to open
to nobody but himself on pain of dismissal, followed him into

the blustering darkness out of doors.

The way was wet and dismal, and the night so black, that

if Mr. Willet had been his own pilot, he would have walked

into a deep horsepond within a few hundred yards of his own

house, and would certainly have terminated his career in that

ignoble sphere of action. But Hugh, who had a sight as

keen as any hawk's, and, apart from that endowment, could

have found his way blindfold to any place within a dozen

miles, dragged old John along, quite deaf to his remon

strances, and took his own course without the slightest refer

ence to, or notice of, his master. So they made head against
the wind as they best could

; Hugh crushing the wet grass
beneath liis heavy tread, and stalking on after his ordinary

savage fashion
;
Jolm Willet following at arm's length, pick

ing his steps, and looking about him, now for bogs and

ditches, nnd now for such stray ghosts as might be wandering
abroad, with looks of as much dismay and uneasiness as his

immoveable face was capable of expressing.
At length they stood upon the broad gravel-walk before the

Warren-house. The building was profoundly dark, and none
T2
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were moving near it save themselves. From one solitary

turret-chamber, however, there shone a ray of light ;
and

towards this speck of comfort in the cold, cheerless silent

scene, Mr. Willet bade his pilot lead him.

"The old room," said John, looking timidly upward;
" Mr. Reuben's own apartment, God be Avith us ! I wonder
Ids brother likes to sit there, so late at night on this night
roo."

"
Why, where else should he sit ?

" asked Hugh holding the

lantern to his breast, to keep the candle from the wind, while

lie trimmed it with his fingers.
" It 's snug enough, an't

it?"

"Snug!" said John indignantly. "You have a comfort

able idea of snugness, you have, sir. Do you know what was
done in that room, you ruffian ?

"

''

Why, what is it the worse for that!
"

cried Hugh, look

ing into John's fat face.
" Does it keep out the rain, and

snow, and wind, the less for that ? Is it less warm or dry,

because a man was killed there ? Ha, ha, ha ! Never
believe it, master. .One man's no such matter as that

comes to."

Mr. Willet fixed his dull eyes on his follower, and began
by a species of inspiration to think it just barely possible
that he was something of a dangerous character, and that it

might be advisable to get rid of him one of these days. He
was too prudent to say anything, with the journey home
before him; and therefore turned to the iron gate before

which this brief dialogue had passed, and pulled the handle of

the bell that hung beside it. The turret in which the light

appeared being at one corner of the building, and only divided

from the path by one of the garden-walks, upon which this

gate opened, Mr. Haredale threw up the window directly, and

demanded who was there.
"
Begging pardon, sir," said John,

"
I knew you sat up

late, and made bold to come round, having a word to say to

you."
"Willet is it not?"
" Of the Maypole at your service, sir."

Mr. Haredale closed the window, and withdrew. He

presently appeared at a door in the bottom of the tuiTet, and

coming across the garden-walk unlocked the gate and let

them in.
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" You are a late visitor, \Villet. What is the matter ?
"

"Nothing to speak of, sir," said John; "an idle tale, I

thought you ought to know of; nothing more."
" Let your man go forward with the lantern, and give mo

your hand. The stairs are crooked and narrow. Gently with

your light, friend. You swing it like a censer."

Hugh, who had already reached the turret, held it more

steadily, and ascended first, turning round from time to time

to shed its light downward on the steps. Air. Haredale

following next, eyed Ids lowering face with no great favour
;

and Hugh, lookiug down on him, returned his glances with

interest, as they climbed the winding stair.

It terminated in a little anto-room adjoining that from

which they had seen the light. Mr. Haredale entered first,

nnd led the way through it into the latter chamber, where he

seated himself at a writing-table from which he had risen

when they rang the bell.
" Come in," he said, beckoning to old John, who remained

bowing at the door. " Not you, friend," he added hastily to

Hugh, who entered also.
"
Willet, why do you bring that

fellow here ?
"

"
Why, sir," returned John, elevating his eyebrows, and

lowering liis voice to the tone in wliich the question had been

asked him,
" he 's a good guard, you see."

" Don't be too sure of that," said Mr. Haredalo, looking
towards him as he spoke.

"
I doubt it. He has an evil

eye."
" There 's no imagination in his eye," returned Mr. Willet,

glancing over his shoulder at the organ in question,
"
certainly."
"There is no good there be assured," said Mr. Haredale.

" Wait in that little room, friend, and close the door between
us."

Hugh shrugged his shoulders, and with a disdainful look,

which showed, either that he had overheard, or that he

guessed the purport of their whispering, did as he was told

Wl it'ii lie was shut out, Mr. Haredtde turned to John, and
bade him go on with what he had to say, but not to speak too

loud, for there were quick ears yonder.
Thus cautioned, Mr. Willet, in uii oily whisper, recited all

that lie had heard and said that night; laying particular
stress upon his own sagacity, upon his ^reat regard for the
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family, and upon his solicitude for their peace of mind and

happiness. The story moved his auditor much more than he

had expected Mr. Haredale often changed his attitude, rose

and paced the room, returned again, desired him to repeat, as

nearly as he could, the very words that Solomon had used,

and gave so many other signs of being disturbed, and ill at

ease, that even Air. Willet was surprised.
" You did quite right," he said, at the end of a long

1

conversation,
" to Lid them keep this story secret. It is a

foolish fancy on the part of this weak-brained man, bred in

his fears and superstition. But Miss Haredale, though she

woidd know it to be so, would be disturbed by it if it reached

her ears
;

it is too nearly connected with a subject very pain
ful to us all, to be heard with indifference. You were mot>t

prudent, and have laid me under a great obligation. I thank

you very much."
This was equal to John's most sanguine expectations ;

but

he would have preferred Mr. llaredale's looking at him when
he spoke, as if he really did thank him, to his walking up
and down, speaking by fits and starts, often stopping with his

eyes fixed on the ground, moving hurriedly on again, like

one distracted, and seeming almost unconscious of what he

said or did.

This, however, was his manner ;
and it was so embarrass

ing to John that he sat quite passive for a long time, not

knowing what to do. At length he rose. Mr. Haredale

etared at him for a moment as though he had quite forgotten
his being present, then shook hands with him and opened the

door. Hugh, who was, or feigned to be, fast asleep on the

ante-chamber floor, sprang up on their entrance, and throw

ing his cloak about him, grasped his stick and lantern, and

prepared to descend the stairs.
"
Stay," said Mr. Haredale. " Will this man drink ?

"

" Drink ! He 'd drink the Thames up, if it was strong

enough, sir," replied John Willet. " He '11 have something
when he gets home. He 's better without it, now, sir."

"
Nay. Half the distance is done," said Hugh.

" What
a hard master you are ! I shall go home the better for one

glassful, half-way. Come !

"

As John made no reply, Mr. Haredale brought out a glass
of liquor, and gave it to Hugh, who, as lie took it in his hand,

threw part of it upon the floor.
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" What do you mean by splashing your drink about a

gentleman's house, sir ?
"

said John.
"

I 'm drinking a toast," Hugh rejoined, holding the glass
above his head, and fixing his eyes on Mr. Haredale's face ;

" a toast to this house and its master." With that he muttered

something to himself, and drank the rest, and setting down
the glass, preceded them without another word.

John was a good deal scandalised by this observance, but

seeing that Mr. Haredale took little heed of what Hugh said

or did, and that his thoughts were otherwise employed, ho

offered no apology, and went in silence down the stairs, across

the walk, and through the garden-gate. They stopped upon
the outer side for Hugh to hold the light while Mr. Haredale

locked it on the inner
;
and then John saw with wonder (as

he often afterwards related), that he was very pale, and that

his face had changed so much and grown so haggard since

their entrance, that he almost seemed another man.

They were in the open road again, and John WUlet was

walking on behind his escort, as he had come, thinking very

steadily of what he had just now seen, when Hugh drew him

suddedly aside, and almost at the same instant three horse

men swept past the nearest brushed his shoulder even then

who, checking their steeds as suddenly as they could, stood

and waited for their coming up.
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CHAPTER XXXV.

WHEN John Willet saw that the horsemen wheeled scnartly

round, and drew up three abreast in the narrow road, waiting
for him and his man to join them, it occurred to him with

unusual precipitation that they must be highwaymen ;
and

had Hugh been armed with a blunderbuss, in place of his

stout cudgel, he would certainly have ordered him to fire it off

at a venture, and would, while the word of command was

obeyed, have consulted his own personal safety in immediate

flight. Under the circumstances of disadvantage, however,
in which he and his guard were placed, he deemed it prudent
to adopt a different style of generalship, and therefore

whispered his attendant to address them in the most peace
able and courteous terms. By way of acting up to the spirit

and letter of tliis instruction, Hugh stepped forward, and

flourishing his staff before the very eyes of the rider nearest

to him, demanded roughly what he and his fellows meant by
BO nearly galloping over them, and why they scoured the

king's highway at that late hour of night.
The man whom he addressed was beginning an angry reply

in the same strain, when he was checked by the horseman
in the centre, who, interposing with an air of authority,

inquired in a somewhat loud but not harsh or unpleasant
voice :

"
Pray, is this the London road ?

"

" If you follow it right, it is," replied Hugh roughly.

"Nay, brother," said the same person, "you're but a

churlish Englishman, if Englishman you be which I shoidd

much doubt but for your tongue. Your companion, I

am sure, will answer me moi'6 civilly. How say you,

friend ?
"

"
I say it is the London road, sir," answered John. " And

I wish," he added in a subdued voice, as he turned to Hugh,
"that you was in any other road, you vagabond. Are



BARXABY RUDGE.
^

231

you tired of your life, sir, that you go a-trying to provoke
throe great neck-or-nothing chaps, that could keep on running
over us, back'ards and for'ards, till we was dead, and

then take our lodies up behind 'em, and drown us ten

miles oil"?
"

" How far is it to London ?
"

inquired the same speaker.
"
Why, from here, sir," answered John, persuasively,

"
it's

thirteen very easy mile."

The adjective was thrown in, as an inducement to the

travellers to ride away with all speed ;
but instead of having

the desired effect, it elicited from the same person, the remark,
" Thirteen miles! That's a long distance!" which was
followed by a short pause of indecision.

"
Pray," said the gentleman,

" are there any inns here

abouts ?
"

At the word "
inns," John plucked up his spirit in a

surprising manner
;
his fears rolled off like smoke

;
all the

landlord stirred within him.
" There are no inns," rejoined Mr. Willet, with a strong

emphasis on the plural number ;

" but there 's a Inn one

Inn the Maypole Inn, That's a Inn indeed. You won't

see the like of that Inn often."
" You keep it perhaps ?

"
said the horseman,smiling.

"
I do, sir," replied John, greatly wondering how he had

found this out.
" And how far is the Maypole from here ?

"

" About a mile
" John was going to add that it was the

easiest mile in all the world, when the third rider, who had
hitherto kept a little in the rear, suddenly interposed :

" And have you one excellent bed, landlord ? Hem ! A
bed that you can recommend a bed that you are sure is well

aired a bed that has been slept in by some perfectly respect
able and unexceptionable person !

"

" We don't take in no tagrag and bobtail at our house,

sir," answered John. " And as to the bed itself
"

"
Say, as to three beds," interposed the gentleman who

had spoken before
;
"for we shall want three if we stay,

though my friend only speaks of one."
"
No, no, my lord

; you are too good, you are too kind :

but your life is of far too much importance to the nation in

these portentous times, to be placed upon a level with one so

useless and bo poor as mine. A groat cause, my lord, a
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mighty cause, depends on you. You are its leader and its

champion, its advanced guard and its van. It is the cause of

our altars and our homes, our country and our faith. Let

me sleep on a chair the carpet anywhere. No one Avill

repine if / take cold or fever. Let John Grueby pass the

night beneath the open sky no one will repine for him.

But forty thousand men of thia our island in the wave

(exclusive of women and children) rivet their eyes and

thoughts on Lord George Gordon
;
and every day, from the

rising up of the sun to the going down of the same, pray for

his health and vigour. My lord," said the speaker, rising in

his stirrups,
"

it is a glorious cause, and must not be forgotten.

My lord, it is a mighty cause, and must not be endangered.

My lord, it is a holy cause, and must not be deserted."
"

It is a holy cause," exclaimed his lordship, lifting up his

hat with great solemnity.
" Amen !

"

"John Grueby," said the long-winded gentleman, in a tone

of mild reproof, "his lordship said Amen."
"

I heard my lord, sir," said the man, sitting like a statue

on his horse.
" And do not you say Amen, likewise ?

"

To which John Grueby made no reply at all, but eat

looking straight before him.
" You surprise me, Grueby," said the gentleman.

" At a

crisis like the present, when Queen Elizabeth, that maiden

monarch, weeps within her tomb, and Bloody Mary with a

brow of gloom and shadow, stalks triumphant
"

"Oh, sir," cried the man, gruffly, "whore's the use of

talking of Bloody Mary, under such circumstances as the

present, when my lord 's wet through and tired with hard

riding ? Let 's either go on to London, sir, or put up at

once
;

or that unfort'nate Bloody Mary will have more to

answer for and she 's done a deal more harm in her grave
than she ever did in her lifetime, 1 believe."

By this time Mr. Willet, who had never heard so many
words spoken together at one time, or delivered with such

volubility and emphasis as by the long-winded gentleman
and whose brain, being wholly unable to sustain or compass
them, had quite given itself up for lost

;
recovered so far as to

observe that there was ample accommodation at the Maypole
for all the party : good beds

;
neat wines

;
excellent enter

tainment for man and beast
; private rooms for large or small
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parties; dinners dossed upon the shortest notice; choice

stabling, and a lotk-up coacn-house : and, in short, to run

over such recommendatory scraps of language as were painted

up on various portions of the building, arid which, in the

course of some forty years, he had learnt to repeat with

tolerable correctness, lie was considering whether it was at

all possible to insert any novel sentences to the same purpose
when the gentleman who had spoken first, turning to him of

the long wind, exclaimed,
" What say you, Gashford? Shall

we tarry at this house he speaks of, or press forward? You
shall decide."

"
I would submit, my lord, then," returned the person he

appealed to, in a silky tone,
" that your health and spirits

so important under Providence, to our great cause, our pure
and truthful cause

"
here his lordship pulled off his hat

again, though it was raining hard "
require refreshment and

repose."
"Go on before, landlord, and show the way," said Lord

George Gordon
;

" we will follow at a footpace."
" If you '11 give me leave, my lord," said John Grueby, in a

low voice,
"

I '11 change my proper place, and ride before you.
The looks of the landlord's friend are not over honest, and it

may be as well to be cautious with him."
" John Grueby is quite right," interposed Mr. Gashford,

falling back hastily.
" My lord, a life so precious as yours

must not be put in peril. Go forward, John, by all means.

If you have any reason to suspect the fellow, blow his brains

out."

John made no answer, but looking straight before him, as

his custom seemed to be when the secretary spoke, bade Hugh
push on, and followed close behind him. Then came his

lordship, with Mr. Willet at his bridle rein; and, last of

all, his lordship's secretary for that, it seemed, was Gash-
ford's office.

Hugh strode briskly on, often looking back at the servant,
whose horse was close upon his heels, and glancing with a leer

at his holster case of pistols, by which he seemed to set great
store. He was a square-built, strong-made, bull-necked

fellow, of the true Kngli.sh breed ; and as Hugh measured him
with his eye, he measured Hugh, regarding him meanwhile
with a look of bluff disdain. He was much older than the

Maypole man, beiny U till i.ppoaniucc (ivu and- forty ;
but was
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ono of those self-possessed, hard-headed, imperturbable fel

lows, who, if they ever are beat at fisty-eufFs, or other kind of

warfare, never know it, and go on coolly till they win.
"

If I led you wrong now," said Hugh, tauntingly, "you 'd

ha ha ha ! you 'd shoot me through the head, I suppose."
John Grueby took no more notice of this remark than if ho

had been deaf and Hugh dumb
;
but kept riding on, quite

comfortably, with his eyes fixed on the horizon.
" Did you ever try a fall with a man when you -were young,

master ?
"

said Hugh.
" Can you make any plav at single

stick ?
"

Jolui Grueby looked at him sideways with the same con

tented air, but deigned not a word in answer.
" Like this?

"
said Hugh, giving his cudgel one of those

skilful flourishes, in which the rustic of that time delighted.
"
Whoop !

"

" Or that," returned John Grueby, beating down his

guard with liis whip, and striking him on the head with its

butt end. "
Yes, I played a little once. You wear your

hair too long ;
I should have cracked your crown if it had

been a little shorter."

It was a pretty smart, loud-sounding rap as it was, and

evidently astonished Hugh ; who, for the moment seemed

disposed to drag his new acquaintance from his saddle. But

his face betokening neither malice, triumph, rage, nor any

lingering idea that he had given him oifeiice ; his eyes gn/ing

steadily in the old direction, and his manner being as careless

and composed as if he had merely brushed away a tty; Hugh
was so puzzled, and so disposed to look upon him as a

customer of almost supernatural toughness, that he merely

laughed, and cried " Well done !

"
then, sheering off a little,

lod the way in silence.

Before the lapse of many minutes the party halted at the

Maypole door, Lord George and his secretary quickly dis

mounting, gave their horses to their servant, who, under the

guidance of Hugh, repaired to the stables. Right glad to

escape from the inclemency of tho night, they followed Mr.

\Villet iuto the common room, and stood warming themselves

and drying their clothes before the cheerful fire, while he

busied himself with such orders and preparations as his

guest's high quality required.
As he bustlod in and out of the room, intent on those
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arrangements, lie had an opportunity of observing the two

travellers, of whom, as yet, he knew nothing but the voice.

The lord, the great personage, who did the Maypole so much

honour, was about the middle height, of a slender make, and

sallow complexion, with an aquiline nose, and long hair of a

reddish brown, combed perfectly straight and smooth about

his ears, and slightly powdered, but without the faintest

vestige of a curl. He was attired, under his great coat, in a

full suit of black, quite free from any ornament, and of the

most precise and sober cut. The gravity of his dress, together
with a certain lankiiess of cheek and stiffness of deportment,
added nearly ten years to his age, but his figure was that of

one not yet past thirty. As he stood musing in the red glow
of the fire, it was striking to observe his very bright large

eye, which betrayed a restlessness of thought and purpose,

singularly at variance with the studied composure and sobriety
of his mien, and with his quaint and sad apparel. It had

nothing harsh or cmel in its expression ; neither had his face,

wlu'ch was thin and mild, and wore an air of melancholy ;
but

it was suggestive of an indefinable uneasiness, which infected

those who looked upon him, and filled them with a kind of

pity for the man : though why it did so, they would have had
some trouble to explain.

Gashford, the secretary, was taller. angjJarly made, high-
shouldered, bony, and ungraceful. His dress, in imitation of

his superior, was demuro and staid in the extreme
;

his

manner, formal and constrained. This gentleman had an

overhanging brow, great hands and feet and ears, and a pair
of eyes that seemed to have made an unnatural retreat into

his head, and to have dug themselves a cave to hide in. His
manner was smooth and humble, but very sly and slinking.
He wore the aspect of a man who was always lying in wait

tor something that wouldn't come to pass ;
but he looked

patient very patient and fawned like a spaniel dog. Even

now, while he warmed and nibbed liis hands before the blaze,
he had the air of one who only presumed to enjoy it in his

degree as a commoner
;
and though he knew his lord was not

ding him, he looked into his face from time to time,

and, with a meek and deferential manner, smiled as if for

practice.

Such wftT the guests whom old John Willet, with a fixed

and leaden eye, surveyed a hundred times, and to whom hf
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aow advanced, with a state candlestick in each hand, beseeching
them to follow him into a worthier chamber. " For my lord,"

said John it is odd enough, but certain people seem to have

ns great a pleasure in pronouncing titles as their owners have

in wearing them "this room, my lord, isn't at all the sort

of place for your lordship, and I have to beg your lordship's

pardon for keeping you here, my lord, one minute."

With this address, John ushered them up-stairs into the

state apartment, which, like many other things of state, was
cold and comfortless. Their own footsteps, reverberating

through the spacious room, struck upon their hearing with

a hollow sound
;

and its damp and chilly atmosphere was
rendered doubly cheerless by contrast with the homely warmth

they had deserted.

It was of no use, however, to propose a return to the place

they had quitted, for the preparations went on so briskly that

there was no time to stop them. John, with the tall candle

sticks in his hands, bowed them up to the fire-place ; Hugh,
striding in with a lighted brand and pile of fire-wood, cast it

down upon the hearfli, and set it in a blaze
; John Grueby

(who had a great blue cockade in his hat, which he appeared
to despise mightily) brought in the portmanteau he had
carried on his horse, and placed it on the floor

;
and presently

all three were busily engaged in drawing out the screen,

laying the cloth, inspecting the beds, lighting fires in the bed

rooms, expediting the supper, and making everything as cosy
and as snug as might be, on so short a notice. In less than

an hour's time, supper had been served, and ate, and cleared

aAvay; and Lord George and his secretary, with slippered feet

and legs stretched out before the fire, sat over some hot mulled

wine together.
" So ends, my lord," said Gashford, filling his glass with

great complacency,
" the blessed work of a most blessed day."

" And of a blessed yesterday," said his lordship, raising liis

head.

"Ah!" and here the secretary clasped his hands "a
blessed yesterday indeed ! The Protestants of Suffolk are

godly men and true. Though others of our countrymen have

lost their way in darkness, even as we, my lord, did lose our

road to-night, theirs is the light and glory."
" Did I move them, Gashford ?

"
said Lord Georgo.

" Move them, my lord ! Move them ! They cried to be
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ied on against the Papists, they vowed a dreadful vengeance
on their heads, they roared like men possessed.

"

" But not by devils," said his lord.
"
By devils ! my lord ! By angels."

' Yes oh surely by angels, no doubt," said Lord George,
. thrusting his hands into his pockets, taking them out again to

bite liis nails, and looking uncomfortably at the fire.
" Of

course by angels eh Gasliford ?
"

" You do not doubt it, my lord ?
"

said the secretary.
" No No," returned his lord. " No. Why sl>uld I ?

I suppose it woidd be decidedly irr3ligious to doubt it

wouldn't it, Gasliford ? Though there certainly were," he

added, without waiting for an answer,
" some plaguy ill-

looking characters among them."
" When you warmed," said the secretary, looking sharply

at the other's downcast eyes, which brightened slowly us he

epoke ;

" when you wanned into that noble outbreak : when

you told them that you were never of the luke-warm or the

timid tribe, and bade them take heed that they were prepared
to follow one who would lead them on, though to the very
death

; when you spoke of a hundred and twenty thousand
men across the Scottish border who would take their own
redress at any time, if it were not conceded

;
when you cried

' Perish the Pope and all his base adherents ; the penal laws

against them shall never be repealed while Englishmen have
hearts and hands ' and waved your own and touched j-our
eword

; and when they cried ' No Popery !

' and you cried
' NCI

; not even if we wade in blood,' and they threw up their

hats and cried ' Hurrah ! not even if we wade in blood
;
No

Po}>ery ! Lord George ! Down with the Papists Vengeance
on their heads

;

' when this was said and done, and a word
from you, my lord, could raise or still the tumult ah ! then
I felt what greatness was indeed, and thought, When wa
there ever power like this of Loi-d George Gordon's !

"

"
It 's a great po\ver. You're right. It is a great power i*'

he cried with sparkling eyes. "But dear Gasliford did I

really say all that ?
"

" And how much more !

"
cried the secretary, looking

upwards.
" All ! how much more !

"

" And I told thcMii what you say, about the one hundred
and forty thousand men in Scotland, did 1 !

" he asked with
oviiiciit delight.

" That was-' bold."
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" Our cause is boldness. Truth is always hold."
"

Certainly. So is religion. She 's bold, Gashford ?
"

" The true religion is, my lord."
" And that 's ours," he rejoined, moving uneasily in hia

seat, and biting his nails as though he would pare them to

the quick.
" There can be no doubt of ours being the true

one. You feel as certain of that as I do, Gashford, don't you?"
" Does my lord ask me" whined Gashford, drawing his

chair nearer with an injured air, and laying his broad flat

hand upon the table
;

" me" he repeated, bending the dark

hollows of his eyes upon him with an unwholesome smile,
"
who, stricken by the magic of his eloquence in Scotland

but a year ago, abjured the errors of the Romish church, and

clung to him as one whose timely hand had plucked me from

a pit ?
"

"True. No No. I I didn't mean it," replied the other,

shaking him by the hand, rising from his seat, and pacing

restlessly about the room. "
It 's a proud thing to lead the

people, Gashford," he added as he made a sudden halt.
"
By force of reason too," returned the pliant secretary.

"
Ay, to be sure. They may cough, and jeer, and groan

in Parliament, and call me fool and madman, but which of

them can raise this human sea and make it swell and roar at

pleasure ? Not one."
" Not one," repeated Gashford.
" Which of them can say for his honesty, what I can say

for mine
;
which of them has refused a minister's bribe of

one thousand pounds a year, to resign his seat in favour of

another ? Not one."
" Not one,", repeated Gashford again taking the lion's

share of the mulled wine between M'hiles.
" And as we are honest, true, and in a sacred cause, Gash-

ford," said Lord George with a heightened colour and in a

louder voice, as he laid his fevered hand upon his shoulder,
" and are the only men who regard the mass of people out of

doors, or are regarded by them, we will uphold them to the

last; and will raise a cry against these un-English Papists
which shall re-echo through the country, and roll with a noise

like tluuider. I will be worthy of the motto on my coat of

arms,
' Called and chosen and faithful.'

"

"
Called," said the secretary, "by Heaven."

" I am."
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" Chosen by the people."
" Yes."
" Faithful to both."
" To the block !

"

It would be difficult to convey an adequate idea of the

excited manner in which he gave these answers to the secre

tary's promptings; of the rapidity of his utterance, or the

violence of liis tone and gesture ;
in which, struggling through

liis Puritan's demeanour, was something wild and ungovern-y
able which broke through all restraint. For some minutes he

walked rapidly up and down the room, then stopping suddenly,

exclaimed,
" Gashford You moved them yesterday too. Oh yes !

You did."
"

I shone with a reflected light my lord," replied the

humble secretary, laying his hand upon his heart. "
I did

my l>ost."

" You did well," said his master,
" and are a great and

worthy instrument. If you will ring for John Gnieby to

rarry the portmanteau into my room, and will wait here while

I undress, wo will dispose of business as usual, if you 're not

too thvd."
" Too tired my lord ! But this is liis consideration !

Christian from head to foot." With which soliloquy, the

secretary tilted the jug, and looked very hard into the mulled

wine, to see how much remained.

John "Willet and John Gnieby appeared together. The one

bearing the great candlesticks, and the other the portmanteau,
showed the deluded lord into his chamber

;
and left the secre

tary alone, to yawn and shake himself, and finally, to fall

asleep before the fire.

" Now Mr. Gashford sir," said John Grueby in his ear.

after what appeared to him a moment of unconsciousness ;

"
my lord 's abed.''
"

Oil. Very good John," was his mild reply.
" Thank you

John. Nobody need sit up. I know my room."
"

I hope you 're not a going to trouble your head to-night,
or my lord's head neither, with anything more about Woody
Mary," said Jolm. "

1 wish the blessed old creetur had never

been born."
"

I said you might go to bed, John," returned the secre

tary.
" You didn't hear ine, I think."

VOL. I. U
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" Between Bloody Marys, and blue cockades, and glorious

Queen Besses, and no Popen-s, and Protestant associations,

and making of speeches," pursued John Gnieby, looking, aa

usual, a long way off, and taking no notice of this hint,
"
my

lord 's half off liis head. When we go out o' doors, such a

Bot of ragamuffins comes a shouting after us ' Gordon for

ever !

'

that I 'm ashamed of myself and don't know where to

look. When we 're indoors, they come a roaring and scream

ing about the house like so many devils
;
and my lord instead

of ordering them to be drove away, goes out into the balcony
and demeans himself by making speeches to 'em, and calls

'em ' Men of England,' and '

Fellow-countrymen,' as if he was
fond of 'em and thanked 'em for coming. I can't make it

out, but they 're all mixed up somehow or another with that

unfort'nate Bloody Mary, and call her name out till they 're

hoarse. They 're all Protestants too every man and boy

among 'em : and Protestants is very fond of spoons I find, and

silver plate in general, whenever area-gates is left open acci

dentally. I wish that was the worst of it, and that no more
harm might be to come

;
but if you don't stop these ugly

customers in time, Mr. Gashford (and I know you ; you 're

the man that blows the fire), you '11 find 'em grow a little bit

too strong for you. One of these evenings, when the weather

gets warmer and Protestants are thirsty, they '11 be pulling
London down, and I never heerd that Bloody Mary went as

far as that."

Gashford had vanished long ago, and these remarks had
been bestowed on empty air. Not at all discomposed by the

discovery, John Grueby fixed his hat on, wrong side foremost

that he might be unconscious of the shadow of the obnoxious

cockade, and withdrew to bed
; shaking his head in a very

gloomy and prophetic manner until he reached his chamber.
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CHAPTER XXXVI.

GASHFORD, with a smiling face, but still with looks of pro
found deference and humility, betook himself towards his

master's room, smoothing his hair down as he went, and

humming a psalm tune. As he approached Lord George's

door, he cleared his throat and hummed more vigorously.
There was a remarkable contrast between this man's occu

pation at the moment, and the expression of his countenance,
which was singularly repulsive and malicious. His beetling
brow almost obscured his eyes ; his lip was curled contemp

tuously; his very shoulders seemed to sneer in stealthy

whispering* with his great flapped ears.
" Hush !

" ho muttered softly, as he peeped in at the

chamber-door. " He seems to be asleep. Pray Heaven he
is ! Too much watching, too much care, too much thought
all ! Lord preserve him for a martyr ! Ho is a saint, if ever

suiiit drew breath on this bad earth."

Placing his light upon a table, he walked on tiptoe to the

fire, and sitting in a chair before it with his back towards the

bed, went on communing with himself like one who thought
aloud :

" The saviour of his country and his country's religion, the

friend of his poor countrymen, the enemy of the proud and
harsh ; beloved of the rejected and oppressed, adored by forty
thousand lx>ld and loyal English hearts what happy slumbers
his should be !

" And here he sighed, and warmed his hands,
and shook his head as men do when their hearts are full, and
heaved another sigh, and warmed his hands again.

"Why, Gashford?" said Lord George, who was lying
broad awake, upon his side, and had been staring at him from,

his entrance.
"
My my lord," said Gashford, starting and looking rou

as though in great surprise.
"

I have disturbed you !

"

"
I have not been sleeping."

02
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"Not sleeping!" he repeated, with assumed confusion.
" What can I say for having in your presence given utterance

to thoughts but they were sincere they were sincere !

"

exclaimed the secretary, drawing his sleeve in a hasty way
across his eyes,

" and why should I regret your having heard

them ?
"

"
Gashford," said the poor lord, stretching out his hand

with manifest emotion. " Do not regret it. You love me
well, I know too well. I don't deserve such homage."

Gashford made no reply, but grasped the hand and pressed
it to his lips. Then rising, and taking from the trunk a little

desk, he placed it on a table near the fire, unlocked it with

a key he carried in his pocket, sat down before it, took out a

pen, and, before dipping it in the inkstand, sucked it to

compose the fashion of his mouth perhaps, on which a smile

was hovering yet.
" How do our numbers stand since last enrolling-night ?

"

inquired Lord George.
" Are we really forty thousand strong,

or do we still speak in round numbers when we take the

Association at that amount ?
"

" Our total now exceeds that number by a score and three,"

Gashford replied, casting his eyes upon his papers.
" The funds ?

"

"Not very improving; but there is some manna in the

wilderness, my lord. Hem ! On Friday night the widows'

miles dropped in.
'

Forty scavengers, three and fourpence.
An aged pew-opener of St. Martin's parish, sixpence. A bell-

ringer of the established church, sixpence. A Protestant

infant, newly born, one halfpenny. The United Link Boys,
three shillings one bad. The anti-popish prisoners in New
gate, five and fourpence. A friend in Bedlam, half-a-crown.

Dennis the hangman, one shilling.'
"

" That Dennis," said his lordship,
"

is an earnest man. I

marked him in the crowd in Welbcck Street, last Friday."
" A good man," rejoined the secretary ;

" a staunch, sincere,

and truly zealous man."
" lie should be encouraged," said Lord George.

" Make a

note of Dennis. I '11 talk with him."

Gashford obeyed, and went on reading from his list :

"'The Friends of Reason, half-a-guinea. The Friends of

Liberty, half-a-guinea. The Friends of Peace, half-a-guinea.
The Friends of Charity, half-a guinea. The Friends of Mercy,
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lialf-a-guinoa. The Associated Rememberers of Bloody Mary,
half-a-guinoa. Tlie United Bull-Dogs, hulf-a-guinea.'

"

" The United Bull-Dogs," said Lord George, biting his

nails most horribly,
" are a new society, are they not ?

"

"
Formerly the 'Prentice Knights, my lord. The indentures

of the old members expiring by degrees, they changed their

name, it seems, though they still have 'prentices among them,
as well as workmen."

" What is their president's name?
"

inquired Lord George.
"

President," said Gashford, reading,
" Mr. Simon Tap-

pertit."
"

I remember him. The little man, who sometimes brings
an elderly sister to our meetings, and sometimes another

female too, who is conscientious, I have no doubt, but not

well-favoured ?
"

" The very same, my lord."
"
Tappertit is an earnest man," said Lord George thought

fully.
"
Eh, Gashford ?

"

" One of the foremost among them all, my lord. He snuffa

the battle from afar, like the war-horse. He throws his hat

up in the street as if he were inspired, and makes most stirring

speeches from the shoulders of his friends."
" Make a note of Tappertit," said Lord George Gordon.

" Wo may advance him to a place of trust."
"
That," rejoined the secretary, doing as he was told, "is

all except Mrs. Varden's box (fourteenth time of opening),
seven shillings and sixpence in silver and copper, and half-a-

gninea in gold ; and Miggs (being the saving of a quarter's

wages), one-and-threepence."
"
Miggs," said Lord George.

" Is that a man?"
" The name is entered on the list a.> a woman," replied tho

secretary.
"

I think she is the tall spare female of whom you
spoko just now, my lord, as not being well-fuvoured, who
sometimes comes to hear the speeches along with Tappertit
and Mrs. Varden."

" Mrs. Varden is the elderly lady, then, is she !

"

The secretary nodded, and rubbed the lridge of his nose

with the feather of his pen.
" She is a zealous sister," said Lord George.

" Her collec

tion goes on prosjierously, and is pursued with fervour. Has
her husband joined ?

"

" A malignant," returned the secretary, folding up hi*
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papers.
"
Unworthy such a wife. He remains in outer dark

ness, and steadily refuses."
" The consequences be upon his own head ! Gashford !

"

" My lord !

"

" You don't think," he turned restlessly in his bed as he

spoke, "these people will desert me, when the hour arrives?

I have spoken boldly for them, ventured much, suppressed

nothing. They '11 not fall off, will they ?
"

" No fear of that my lord," said Gashford, with a meaning
look, which was rather the involuntary expression of his own

thoughts than intended as any confirmation of his words, for

the other's face was turned away.
" Be sure there is no fear

of that."
"
Nor," he said with a more restless motion than before,

" of their but they can sustain no harm from leaguing for

this purpose. Right is on our side, though Might may be

against us. You feel as sure of that as I honestly, you do ?"

The secretary was beginning with " You do not doubt,"
when the other interrupted him, and impatiently rejoined :

" Doubt. No. Who says I doubt ? If I doubted, should

I cast away relatives, friends, everything, for this unhappy
country's sake; this unhappy country," he cried, springing

up in bed, after repeating the phrase "unhappy country's
sake*" to himself, at least a dozen times, "forsaken of God
and man, delivered over to a dangerous confederacy of Popish

powers ; the prey of corruption, idolatry, and despotism ! Who
says I doubt? Am I called, and chosen, and faithful? Tell

me. Am I, or am I not ?
"

"To God, the country, and yourself," cried Gashford.
"

I am. I will be. I say again, I will be : to the block.

Who says as much ! Do you ? Does any man alive ?
"

The secretary drooped his head with an expression of perfect

acquiescence in anything that had been said or might be
;
and

Lord George gradually sinking down upon his pillow, fell

asleep.

Although there was something rery ludicrous in his vehe

ment manner, taken in conjunction with his meagre aspect
and ungraceful presence, it .would scarcely have provoked a

smile in any man of kindly feeling; or even if it had, he

would have felt sorry and almost angry with himself next

moment, for yielding to the impulse. This lord was sincere

in his violence and in his wavering. A nature prone to false



BARNAHY RUDGE. fc.:.

enthusiasm, and the vanity of being a leader, were the worst

qualities apparent in his composition. All the rest ras weak
ness sheer weakness

;
and it is the unhappy lot of thoroughly

weak men, that their very sympathies, affections, confidences

all the qualities which in better-constituted minds are

virtues dwindle into foibles, or turn into downright vices.

Gashford, with many a sly look towards the bed, sat chuck-

.ling at his master's folly, until his deep and heavy breathing
warned him that he might retire. Locking his desk, and

replacing it within the trunk (but not before he had taken

from a secret lining two printed handbills), he cautiously
withdrew ; looking back, as he went, at the pale face of the

slumbering man, above whose head the dusty plumes that

rrmvued the Maypole couch, waved drearily and sadly as

though it were a bier.

Stopping on the staircase to listen that all was quiet, and

to take off his shoes lest liis footsteps should alarm any light

sleeper who might be near at hand, he descended to the ground
floor, and thrust one of his bills beneath the great door of the

house. That done, he crept softly back to his own chamber,
and from the window let another fall carefully wrapped
round a stone to save it from the wind into the yard below.

They were addressed on the back " To every Protestant

into whose hands this shall come," and bore witliin what
follows :

" Men and Brethren. Whoever shall find this letter, will

take it as a warning to join, without delay, the friends of Lord

George Gordon. There are great events at hand
;
and the

times are dangerous and troubled. Read tins carefullj', keep
it clean, and drop it somewhere else. For King and Country.
Union."

" More seed, more send," said Gashford as lie doped Lkc

window. " When will the harvest come !

"
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CHAPTER XXXVII.

To surround anything, however monstrous or ridiculous,

with an air of mystery, is to invest it with a secret charm,
and power of attraction which to the crowd is irresistible.

False priests, false prophets, false doctors, false patriots, false

prodigies of every kind, veiling their proceedings in mystery,
have always addressed themselves at an immense advantage
to the popular credulity, and have been, perhaps, more in

debted to that resource in gaining and keeping for a time the

upper hand of Truth and Common Sense, than to any half-

dozen items in the whole catalogue of imposture. Curiosity

is, and has been from the creation of the world, a master-

passion. To awaken it, to gratify it by slight degrees, and

yet leave something always in suspense, is to establish the

surest hold that can be had, in wrong, on the unthinking

portion of mankind.

If a man had stood on London Bridge, calling till he was

hoarse, upon the passers-by, to join with Lord George Gordon,

although for an object which no man understood, and which
in that very incident had a charm of its own, the probability

is, that he might have influenced a score of people in a month.

If all zealous Protestants had been publicly urged to join an

association for the avowed purpose of singing a hymn or two

occasionally, and hearing some indifferent speeches made, and

ultimately of petitioning Parliament not to pass an act for

abolishing the penal laws against Roman Catholic priests, the

penalty of perpetual imprisonment denounced against those

who educated children in that persuasion, and the disqualifi

cation of all members of the Romish church to inherit real

property in the United Kingdom by right of purchase or

descent, matters so far removed from the business and

bosoms of the mass, might perhaps have called together a

hundred people. But when vngne rumours got abroad, th;it

in this Protestant association a secret power was mustering
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against tlie government for undefined and mighty purposes ;

when the air was filled with whispers of a confederacy among
the Popish powers to degrade and enslave England, establish

au inquisition in London, and turn the pens of Smithfield

market into stakes and caldrons
;
when terrors and alarms

which no man understood were perpetually broached, both in

aLd out of Parliament, by one enthusiast who did not under

stand liimsolf, and bygone bugbears which had lain quietly
in their graves for centuries, Fere raised again to haunt the

ignorant and credulous
;
when all this was done, as it were,

in the dark, and secret invitations to join the Great Protestant

Association in defence of religion, life, and liberty, were

dropped in the public ways, thrust under the house-doors,

tossed in at windows, and pressed into the hands of those who
trod the streets by night ;

when they glared from every wall,

and shone on every post and pillar, so that stocks and stones

appeared infected with the common fear, urging all men to

join together blindfold in resistance of they knew not what,

they knew not why ;
then the mania spread indeed, and the

body, still increasing every day, grew forty thousand strong.
So said, at least, in this month of March, 1780, Lord

George Gordon, the Association's president. Whether it was
the fact or otherwise, few men knew, or cared to ascertain.

It had never made any public demonstration
;
had scarcely

ever been heard of, save through him
;
had never been seen

;

and was supposed by many to be the mere creature of his dis

ordered brain. lie was accustomed to talk largely about

numbers of men stimulated, as it was inferred, by certain

successful disturbances, arising out of the same subject, which
had occurred in Scotland in the previous year ;

was looked

upon as a cracked-brained member of the lower house, who
attacked all parties and sided with none, and was very little

regarded. It was known that there was discontent abroad

there always is; he had been accustomed to address the people

by placard, speech, and pamphlet, upon other questions;

nothing had come, in England, of his past exertions, and

nothing was apprehended from his present. Just as he has

come upon the reader, he had come, from time to time, upon
the public, and been forgotten in a day ; as suddenly as he

appears in these pages, after a blank of five long years, did

he and his proceedings begin to force themselves, about thia

period, upon the notice of thousands of people, who had
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mingled in active life during
1 the whole interval, and who,

without being deaf or blind to passing events, had scarcely
ever thought of him before.

" My lord," said Gasliford in his ear, as he drew the

curtains of his bed betimes
;

" my lord !

"

" Yes who 's that ? What is it ?
"

" The clock has struck nine," returned the secretary, with

meekly folded hands. " You have slept well ? I hope you
have slept well ? If my prayers are heard, you are refreshed

indeed."

"To say the truth, I have slept so soundly," said Lord

George, rubbing his eyes and looking round the room,
" that

I don't remember quite what place is this ?
"

" My lord !

"
cried Gashford, with a smile.

" Oh !

"
returned his superior.

" Yes. You 're not a Jew
then ?

"

"A Jew !

" exclaimed the pious secretary, recoiling.
"

I dreamed that we were Jews, Gashford. You and I

both of us Jews with long beards."
" Heaven forbid, my lord ! We might as well be Papists."
"

I suppose we might," returned the other, very quickly.
" Eh ? You really think so, Gasliford ?

"

"Surely I do," the secretary cried, with looks of great

surprise.
" Humph !

" he muttered. " Yes that seems reasonable."
"

I hope my lord
"

the secretary began.
"
Hope !

" he echoed, interrupting him. " Why do you
say, you hope? There's no harm in thinking of such things."

" Not in dreams," returned the secretary.
" In dreams ! No, nor waking either."

" '

Called, and chosen, and faithful,'
"

said Gashford,

taking up Lord George's watch which lay upon a chair, and

seeming to read the inscription on the seal, abstractedly.
It was the slightest action possible, not obtruded on his

notice, and apparently the result of a moment's absence of

mind, not worth remark. But as the words were uttered,

Lord George, who had been going on impetuously, stopped

short, reddened, and was silent. Apparently quite uncon
scious of this change in his demeanour, the wily secretary

stepped a little apart, under pretence of pulling up the

window-blind, and returning, when the other had had time to

recover, said :
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" The holy cause goes bravely on, my lonl. I was not

idle, even last night. I dropped two of the handbills before I

went to bed, and both are gone this morning. Nobody in

the house has mentioned the circumstance of finding them,

though I have been down stairs full half-an-hour. One or

two recruits will be their first fruit, I predict ;
and who shall

say how many more, with Heaven's blessing on your inspired
exertions !

"

"
It was a famous device in the beginning," replied Lord

George ;
"an excellent device, and did good service in

Scotland. It was quite worthy of you. You remind me not

to be a sluggard, Gashford, when the vineyard is menaced
vith destruction, and may be trodden down by Papist feet.

Lot the horses be saddled in half-an-hour. We must be up
and doing !

"

He said this with a heightened colour, and in a tone of

such enthusiasm, that the secretary deemed all further

prompting needless, and withdrew.
" Dreamed he was a Jew," he said thoughtfully, as he

closed the bedroom door. " He may come to that before he

dies. It 's like enough. Well ! After a time, and provided
I lost nothing by it, I don't see why that religion shouldn't

suit me as well as any other. There are rich men among the

Jews
; shaving is very troublesome

; yea, it would suit me
well enough. For the present, though, we must be Christian

to the core. Our prophetic motto will suit all creeds in their

turn, that 's a comfort." Reflecting on this source of con

solation, he reached the sittiug-rooui, and rang the bell for

breakfast.

Lord George was quickly dressed (for his plain toilet was

easily made), and as he was no less frugal in liis repasts than

in his Puritan attire, his share of the meal was soon

dispatched. The secretary, however, more devoted to the

good things of this world, or more intent 'on- sustaining his

strength and spirits for the sake of the Protestant cause, ate

and drank to the hist minute, and required indeed some tliree

or four reminders from John Grueby, before he could resolve

to tear himself away from Mr. Willet's plentiful providing.
At length he came down stairs, wiping his greasy mouth,

and having paid John Willet's bill, climlxjd into his saddle.

Lord George, who had been walking up and down before the

house talking to himself with earnest gestures, mounted hi*
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uorse
;
and returning old Join Willet's stately bow, as well

as the parting salutation of a dozen idlers whom the rumour
of a live lord being about to leave the Maypule had gathered
round the porch, they rode away, with stout John Qrueby in

the rear.

If Lord George Gordon had appeared in the eyes of Mr.

Willet, overnight, a nobleman of somewhat quaint and odd

exterior, the impression was confirmed this morning, and

increased a hundred fold. Sitting bolt upright upon his bony
steed, with his long, straight hair, dangling about his fate and

fluttering in the wind
;
his limbs all angular and rigid, his

elbows stuck out on .either side ungracefully, and his whole

frame jogged and shaken at every motion of his horse's feet
;

a more grotesque or more ungainly figure can hardly be con

ceived. In lieu of whip, he carried in his hand a great

gold-headed cane, as large as any footman carries in these

days ;
and his various modes of holding this unwieldy weapon

now upright before his face like the sabre of a horse-soldier,

now over his shoulder bike a musket, now between his finger
and thumb, but always in some uncouth and awkward fashion

contributed in no small degree to the absurdity of his

appearance. Stiff, lank, and solemn, dressed in an unusual

manner, and ostentatiously exhibiting whether by design or

accident all his peculiarities of carriage, gesture, and con

duct; all the qualities, natural and artificial, in which he

differed from other men
;
he might have moved the sternest

looker-on to laughter, and fully provoked the smiles and

whispered jests which greeted his departure from the Maypole
inn.

Quite unconscious, however, of the effect he produced, he

trotted on beside his secretary, talking to himself nearly all

the way, iintil they came within a mile or two of London,
when now and then some passenger went by who knew him

by sight, and pointed him out to some one else, and perhaps
stood looking after him, or cried in jest or earnest as it might
be,

" Hurrah Geordie ! No Popery !

" At which he would

gravely pull off his hat, and bow. When they reached the

town and rode along the streets, these notices became more

frequent ;
some laughed, some liissed, some turned their heads

and smiled, some wondered who he was, some ran along the

pavement by his side and cheered. When this happened in a

crush of f;arts and chairs and coaches, he would make a dead
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stop, and pulling off his hat, cry,
"
Gentlemen, No Popery !

"

to which the gentlemen would respond with lusty voices, and

with three times three
;
and then, on he would go again with

a score or so of the raggedest, following at his horse's heels,

.uul shouting till their throats were parched.
The old ladies too there were a great many old ladies in

the streets, and these all knew him. Some of them not

those of the highest rank, but such as sold fruit from baskets

and carried burdens clapped their shrivelled hands, and

raised a weazen, piping, shrill
"
Hurrah, my Ion]." Others

waved their hands or handkerchiefs, or shook their fans or

parasols, or threw up windows and called in haste to those

within, to come and see. All these marks of popular esteem,
he received with profound gravity and respect ; bowing very

low, and so frequenth' that his hat was more off his head than

on
; and looking up at the houses as he passed along, with

the air of one who was making a public entry, and yet was
not puffed-up or proud.

So they rode (to the deep and unspeakable disgust of Joh'*

Grueby) the whole length of "VVhitechapel, Leadenhall-street,

and Cheapside, and into Saint Paul's Churchyard. Arrivrig
close to the cathredral, he halted

; spoke to Gashford
;
and

looking upward at its lofty dome, shook his head, as though
he said " The Church in Danger !

" Then to be sure, the

uders stretched their throats indeed; and he went on

again with mighty acclamations from the inob, and lower

bows than ever.

So along the Strand, up Swallow street, into the Oxford-

road, and thence to his house in Welbeck-street, near

Cavendish square, whither he was attended by a few dozen

idlers
; of whom he took leave on the steps with this brief

parting "Gentlemen, No Popery. Good day. God bless

vim.'' This being rather a shorter address than they expected,
was received with some displeasure, and cries of " A speech !

a speech !

" which might have been complied with, but that

John Grueby, making a mad charge upon them with all three

horses, on his way to the stables, caused them to disperse into

the adjoining fields, where they presently fell to pitch and

toss, chiukfiirthing, odd or even, dog-fighting, and other

Protestant recreations.

In the afternoon Lord George came f-jrth again, dressed in

a black velvet coat, and trousers and waistcoat of the Gordon
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plaid, all of the same Quaker cut
;
and in this costume, which

made him look a dozen times more strange and singular than

before, went down on foot to Westminster. Gashford, mean

while, bestirred himself in business matters
;
with which he

was still engaged when, shortly after dusk, John Grueby
entered and announced a visitor.

" Let him como in," said Gashford.

"Here! come in!" growled John to somebody without;
" You 're a Protestant, an't you?"

" / should tfiink so," replied a deep, gruff voice.
" You 've the looks of it," said John Grueby.

"
I 'd have

known you for one anywhere." With which remark he gave
the visitor admission, retired, and shut the door.

The man who now confronted Gashford, was a squat, thick

set personage, with a low retreating forehead, a coarse shock

head of hair, and eyes so small and near together, that his

broken nose alone seemed to prevent their meeting and fusing
into one of the usual size. A dingy handkerchief twisted like

a cord about his neck, left its great veins exposed to view, and

they were swollen and starting, as though with gulping down

strong passions, malice, and ill-will. His dress was of thread

bare velveteen a faded, rusty, whitened black, like the ashes

of a pipe or a coal fire after a day's extinction
;
discoloured

with the soils of many a stale debauch, and reeking yet with

pot-house odours. In lieu of buckles at his knees, he wore

unequal loops of packthread ;
and in his grimy hands he held

a knotted stick, the knob of Avhich was carved into a rough
likeness of his own vile face. Such was the visitor who doffed

his tliree-cornered hat in Gashford's presence, and waited,

leering, for his notice.
" Ah ! Dennis !

"
cried the secretary.

"
Sit down."

"I see my lord down yonder
"

cried the man, with a

jerk of his thumb towards the quarter that he spoke of,
" and

he says to me, says my lord,
' If you 've nothing to do,

Dennis, go up to my house and talk with Muster Gashford.'

Of course I 'd notliing to do, you know. These an't my
working hours. Ha ha ! I was a taking the air when I see

my lord, that 's what I was doing. I takes the air by night,
as the howls does, Muster Gashford."

" And sometimes in the day-time, eh?" said the secretary
" when you go out in state you know."

"Ha ha!" roared the fellow, smiting his leg; "for n
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ppntlcman as 'ull say a pleasant thing in a pleasant way, give
me Muster Gashford agin* all London and Westminster ! My
lord an't a bad 'un at that, hut he 's a fool to you. Ah to be

sure, when I go out in -s* te."
" And have your carriage," said the secretary ;

" and your

chaplain, eh ? and all the rest of it ?
"

"You'll be the death of me," cried Dennis, with another

roar,
"
you will. But what 's in the wind now, Muster

Gashford," he asked hoarsely, "Eh? Are we to be under

orders to pull down one of them Popish chapels or what ?
"

" Hush !

"
said the secretary, suffering the faintest smile to

play upon his face. " Hush ! God bless me, Dennis ! We
associate, you know, for strictly peaceable and lawful

purposes."
"/ know, bless you," returned the man, thrusting his

tongue into his cheek
;

"
I entered a' purpose didn't I !

"

" No doubt," said Gashford, smiling as before. And when
he said so, Dennis roared again, and smote his leg still

harder, and falling into fits of laughter, wiped his eyes with

the corner of his neckerchief, and cried " Muster Gashford

agin' all England hollow !

"

" Lord George and I were talking of you last night," said

Gashford, after a pause.
" He says you are a very earnest

fellow."
" So I am," returned the hangman.
" And that you truly hate the Papists."
"So I do," and he confirmed it with a good round oath.

"
Lookye here, Muster Gashford," said the fellow, laying his

hat and stick upon the floor, and slowly beating the palm of

one hand with the fingers of the other
;

" Ob-serve. I 'm a

constitutional officer that works for my living, and does my
work creditable. Do I, or do I not ?

"

'

Unquestionably."

"Very good. Stop a minute. My work, is sound, Pro

testant, constitutional, English work. Is it, or is it not ?
"

" No man alive can doubt it."
" Nor dead neither. Parliament says this here says

Parliament ' If any man, woman, or child does anything
which goes again a certain number of our acts' how nuiny

hanging laws may there be at this present time, Muster
Gashford? Fifty?"

"
I don't exactly know how many," renlied GnshfoH.
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leaning back in his chair and yawning; "a great number

though."
"Well; say fifty. Parliament says 'If any man, woman,

or child does anything again any one of them fifty acts, that

man, woman, or child shall be worked off" by Dennis.'

George the Third steps in when they number very strong at

the end of a sessions, and says
' These are too many for

Dennis. I '11 have half for myself and Dennis shall have half

for /u'wself
;
and sometimes he throws me in one over that I

don't expect, as he did three years ago, when I got Mary
Jones, a young woman of nineteen who come up to Tyburn
with a infant at her breast, and was worked off for taking a

piece of cloth off +he counter of a shop in Ludgate-hill, and

putting it down again when the shopman see her
;
and who

had never done any harm before, and only tried to do that, in

consequence of her husband having been pressed three week?

previous, and she being left to beg, with two young children

as was proved upon the trial. Ha ha ! Well ! That

being the law and the practice of England, is the glory of

England, an't it, Muster Gashford?"
"
Certainly," said the secretary.

" And in times to come," pursued the hangman,
"

if our

grandsons should think of their grandfathers' times, and find

these things altered, they '11 say
' Those were days indeed, and

we 've been going down hill ever since.' Won't they, Muster

Gashford ?
"

"
I have no doubt they will," said the secretary.

"Well then, look here," said the hangman. "If these

Papists gets into power, and begins to boil and roast instead

of hang, what becomes of my work ! If they touch my work
that 's a part of so many laws, what becomes of the laws in

general, what becomes of the religion, what becomes of the

country ! Did you ever go to church, Muster Gashford ?
"

" Ever !

"
repeated the secretary with some indignation ;

" of course."
"
Well," suid the ruffian,

"
I 've been once twice, counting

the time I wa? christened and when I heard the Parliament

prayed for, and thought how many new hanging laws they
made every sessions I considered that / was prayed for. Now
mind, Muster Gashford," said the fellow, taking up his stick

and shaking it with a ferocious air,
"

I mustn't have my
Protestant work tone-hod, nor this here Protestant state cf
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things altered in no degree, if I can help it
;

I mustn't have no

Papists interfering with me, unless they come to me to be worked

off in course .of law ;
I mustn't have no biling, no roasting, no

frying nothing but hanging. My lord may well call me an

earnest fellow. In support of the great Protestant principle

of having plenty of that, I '11," and here he beat his club upon
the ground,

"
burn, fight, kill do anything you bid me, so

that it 's bold and devilisa though the end of it was, that 1

got hung myself. There, Muster Gashford !

"

He appropriately followed up this frequent prostitution of a

noble word to the vilest purposes, by pouring out in a kind of

ecstacy, at least a score of most tremendous oaths
;
then wiped

his heated face upon his neckerchief, and cried,
" No Popery !

I 'm a religious man, by G !

"

Gashford had leant back in his chair, regarding him with

eyes so sunken, and so shadowed by his heavy brows, that fur

aught the hangman saw of them, he might have been stone

blind. He remained smiling in silence for a short time

longer, and then said, slowly and distinctly :

" You are indeed an earnest fellow, Dennis a most valu

able fellow the staunchest man I know of in our ranks.

But you must calm yourself; you must be peaceful, lawful,

mild as any lamb. I am sure you will be though."

"Ay, ay, we shall see, Muster Gashford, we shall see.

You won't have to complain of me," returned the other,

shaking his head.
"

I am sure I shall not," said the secretary in the same
mild tone, and with the same emphasis.

" We shall have, we
think, about next month or May, when this Papist relief bill

comes before the house, to convene our whole body for the

first time. My lord has thoughts of our walking in proces
sion through the streets just as an innocent display of

strength and accompanying our petition down to the door of

the House of Commons."
" The sooner the better," said Dennis, with another oath.
" We shall have to draw up in divisions, our numbers

being so large; and, I believe I may venture to say,"
resumed Gashford, affecting not to hear the interruption,
"
though I have no direct instructions to that effect that

Lord George has thought of you as an excellent leader for one
of these parties. I have no doubt you would bo an admirable
one."

TOL. I. X
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"
Try me," said the fellow, with an ugly wink.

" You would be cool, I know," pursued the secretary, still

smiling, and still managing his eyes, so that he could watch
him closely, and really not be seen in turn,

" obedient to

orders, and perfectly temperate. You would lead your party
into no danger I am certain."

<! I'd lead them, Muster Gashford" the hangman was

beginning in a reckless way, when Gashford started forward,
laid his finger on his lips, and feigned to write, just as the

door was opened by John Grueby.
" Oh !

"
said John, looking in

;

" here 's another Protes

tant."
" Some other room, John," cried Gashford in his blandest

voice. "
I am engaged just now."

But John had brought this new visitor to the door, and he

walked in unbidden, as the words were uttered
; giving to

view the form and features, rough attire, aud reckless air, of

Hugh.
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CHAPTER XXXVIII.

THE secretary put his hand before his eyes to shade them
from the glare of the lamp, and for some moments looked at

Hugh with a frowning brow, as if he remembered to have

seen him lately, but could not call to mind where, or on

what occasion. His uncertainty was very brief, for before

Hugh had spoken a word, he said, as his countenance cleared

up:

"Ay, ay, I recollect. It's quite right, John, you needn't

wait. Don't go, Dennis."
" Your servant, master," said Hugh, as Grueby disappeared.
" Yours friend," returned the secretary in his smoothest

manner, "What brings you here? We left nothing behind

us, I hope?"
Hugh gave a short laugh, and thrusting his hand into his

breast, produced one of the handbills, soiled and dirty from

lying out of doors all night, which he laid upon the secretary's
desk after flattening it upon his knee, and smoothing out the

wrinkles with his heavy palm.
"
Nothing but that, master. It fell into good hands,

you see."
" What is this !

"
said Gashford, turning it over with an

air of perfectly natural surprise.
" Where did you get it

from, my good fellow ;
what does it mean ? I don't under

stand tlm at all."

A little disconcerted by this reception, Hugh looked from
the secretary to Dennis, who had risen and was standing at

the table too, observing the stranger by stealth, and seeming
to derive the utmost satisfaction from his manners and

appearance. Considering himself silently appealed to by tliis

action, Mr. Dennis shook his head thrice, as if to s.ij'
of

Gashford,
" No. He don't know anything at all about it. I

know he don't. I '11 take my oath he don't;
" and hiding liis

profile from Ilug-h with one long end of his frowsy nee-kerchief,
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nodded and chuckled behind this screen in extreme approval
of the secretary's proceedings.

"
It tells the man that finds it, to come here, don't it ?

"

asked Hugh.
"

I 'm no scholar, myself, but I showed it to a

friend, and he said it did."
"

It certainly does," said Gashford, opening his eyes to

their utmost width; "really this is the most remarkable

circumstance I have ever known. How did you come by this

piece of paper, my good friend ?
"

" Muster Gashford," wheezed the hangman under his

breath,
"
agin' all Newgate !

"

Whether Hugh heard him, or saw by his manner that

he was being played upon, or perceived the secretary's

drift of himself, he came in his blunt way to the point at

once.

"Here!" he said, stretching out his hand and taking it

back
;

" never mind the bill, or what it says, or what it don't

say. You don't know anything about it, master, no more
do I, no more does he," glancing at Dennis. " None of us

know what it means, or where it comes from : there 's an end

of that. Now I want to make one against the Catholics, I 'm
a No-Popery man, and ready to be sworn in. That 's what

I 've come here for."
" Put him down on the roll, Muster Gashford," said Dennis

approvingly.
" That 's the way to go to work right to the

end at once, and no palaver."
"What's the use of shooting wide of the mark, eh, old

boy !

"
cried Hugh.

" My sentiments all over !

"
rejoined the hangman.

" This

is the sort of chap for my division, Muster Gashford. Down
with him, sir. Put him on the roll. I 'd stand godfather to

him, if he was to be christened in a bonfire, made of the ruins

Df the Bank of England."
With these and other expressions of confidence of the like

flattering kind, Mr. Dennis gave him a hearty slap on the

back, which Hugh was not slow to return.

"No Popery, brother!
"

cried the hangman.
"No Property, brother !

"
responded Hugh.

"Popery, Popery," said the secretary with his usual

mildness.
"

It 's all the same !

"
cried Dennis. "

It 's all right.

Down with him. Muster Gashford. Down with everybody,
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down with everything ! Hurrah for the Protestant religion !

That 'a the time of day, Muster Gashford !

"

The secretary regarded them both with a very favourable

expression of countenance, while they gave loose to these and
other demonstrations of their patriotic purpose; and was
about to make some remark aloud, when Dennis, stepping up
to him, and shading his mouth with his hand, said, in a

hoarse whisper, as he nudged him with his elbow :

" Don't split upon a constitutional officer's profession,
Muster Gashford. There are popular prejudices, you know,
and he mightn't like it. Wait till he comes to be more intimate

with me. He 's a fine-built chap, an't he ?
"

" A powerful fellow indeed !

"

"Did you ever, Muster Gashford," whispered Dennis, with

a horrible kind of admiration, such as that with which a

cannibal might regard his intimate friend, when hungry,
" did you ever

" and here he drew still closer to his ear, and
fenced his mouth with both his open hands " see such a

throat as his ? Do but cast your eye upon it. There 's u

neck for stretching, Muster Gashford'!
"

The secretary assented to this proposition with the best

grace he could assume it is difficult to feign a true pro
fessional relish : which is eccentric sometimes and after

asking the candidate a few unimportant questions, proceeded
to enrol him a member of the Great Protestant Association of

England. If anything could have exceeded Mr. Dennis's joy
on the happy conclusion of this ceremony, it would have been

the rapture with which he received the announcement that the

new member could neither read nor write : those two arts being

(as Mr. Dennis s\\ ore) the greatest possible curse a civilised

community could know, and militating more against the pro
fessional emoluments and usefulness of the great constittitional

office he had the honour to hold, than any adverse circum

stances that could present themselves to his imagination.
The enrolment being completed, and Hugh having been

informed by Gashford, in his peculiar manner, of the peaceful
and strictly lawful objects contemplated by the body to which

ho now belonged during which recital Mr. Dennis nudged
him very much with his elbow, and made divers remarkable

faces the secretary gave them both to understand that he

desire'l to be alone. Therefore they took their leaves without

delay, and camo out of the house together.
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" Are you walking, brother? "
said Dennis.

" Ay !

"
returned Hugh.

" Where you will."
" That's social," said his new friend. "Which way shall

we take? Shall we go and have a look at doors that we
shall make a pretty good clattering at, before long eh,

brother?"

Hugh answered in the affirmative, they went slowly down
to Westminster, where both houses of Parliament were then

sitting. Mingling in the crowd of carri?*ges, horses, servants,

chairmen, link-boys, porters, and idlers of all kinds, they

lounged about
;
while Hugh's new friend pointed out to him

significantly the weak parts of the building, how easy it was
to get into the lobby, and so to the very door of the House of

Commons
;
and how plainly, when they marched down there

in grand array, their roars and shouts would be heard by the

members inside
;
with a great deal more to the same purpose,

all of which Hugh received with manifest delight.
He told him, too, who some of the Lords and Commons

were, by name, as they came in and out
;
whether they were

friendly to the Papists -or otherwise; and bade him take

notice of their liveries and equipages, that he might be sure

of them, in case of need. Sometimes he drew him close to

the windows of a passing carriage, that he might see its

master's face by the light of the lamps ; and, both in respect
of people and localities, he showed so much acquaintance
with everything around, that it was plain he had often

studied there before
;
as indeed, when they grew a little

more confidential, he confessed he had.

Perhaps the most striking part of all this was, the number
of people never in groups of more than two or three

together who seemed to be skulking about the crowd for

the same purpose. To the greater part of these, a slight
nod or a look from Hugh's companion was sufficient greeting;

but, now and then, some man would come and stand beside

him in the throng, and, without turning his head or appear

ing to communicate with him, would say a word or two in a

low voice, which he would answer in the same cautious

manner. Then they would part, like strangers. Some of

these men often re-appeared again unexpectedly in the

crowd close to Hugh, and, as they passed by, pressed his

hand, or looked him sternly in the face; but they never

sjK>ke to him, nor ho to them
; no, not a word.
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It was remarkable, too, that whenever they happened tc

stand where there was any press of people, and Hugh chanced

to be looking downward, he was sure to an arm stretched

out under his own perhaps, or perhaps across him which

thrust some paper into the hand or pocket of a bystander, and

was so suddenly withdrawn that it was impossible to tell

from whom it came
;

nor could he see in any face, on

glancing quickly round, the least confusion or surprise. They
often trod upon a paper like the one he carried in his breast,

but his companion whispered him not to touch it or to take

it up, not even to look towards it, so there they let them

lie, and passed on.

When they had paraded the street and all the avenues of

the building in this manner for near two hours, they turned

away, and his friend asked him what he thought of what he

had seen, and whether he was prepared for a good hot piece
of work if it should come to that. " The hotter the better,"

said Hugh,
"

I 'm prepared for anything."
" So am I," said

his friend,
" and so are many of us

;

" and they shook hands

upon it with a great oath, and with many terrible imprecations
on the Papists.

As they were thirsty by this time, Dennis proposed that

they should repair together to The Boot, where there was

good company and strong liquor. Hugh yielding a ready

assent, they bent their steps that way with no loss of

time.

This Boot was a loue house of public entertainment, situated

in the fields at the back of the Foundling Hospital ;
a very

solitary spot at that period, and quite deserted after dark.

The tavern stood at some distance from any high road, and

was approachable only by a dark and narrow lane
;
so that

Hugh was much surprised to find several people drinking

there, and great merriment going on. He was still more

surprised to find among them almost every face that had

caught his attention in the crowd ; but his companion having

whispered him outside the door, that it was not considered

good manners at The Boot to appear at all curious about the

cvmpaiiy, he kept his own counsel, and made no show ol

recognition.
Before putting his lips to the liquor which was brought foi

them, Dennis drank in a loud voice the health of Lord George
Gordon, President of the Grout Protestant Association ; whicn
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toast Hugh pledged likewise, with corresponding enthusiasm.

A fiddler who was present, and who appeared to act as the

appointed minstrel of the company, forthwith struck up u

Scotch reel ; and that in tones so invigorating, that Hugh
and his friend (who had both been drinking before) rose from

their seats as by previous concert, and to the great admiration

of the assembled guests, performed aa extemporaneous No-

Popeiy Danoe.
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CHAPTER XXXIX.

2 applause which the performance of Hugh and his

new friend elicited from the company at The Boot, had not

yet subsided, and the two dancers were still panting from

their exertions, which had been of a rather extreme and

violent character, when the party was reinforced by the

arrival of some more guests, who, being a detachment of

United Bulldogs, were received with very flattering marks of

distinction and respect.

The leader of this small party for, including himself, they
were but three in number was our old acquaintance, Mr.

Tappertit, who seemed, physically speaking, to have grown
smaller with years (particularly as to his legs, which were

stupendously little), but who, in a moral point of view, in

personal dignity and self-esteem, had swelled into a giant.
Nor was it by any means difficult for the most unobservant

person to detect this state of feeling in the quondam 'Prentice,

for it not only proclaimed itself impressively and beyond
mistake in his majestic walk and kindling eye, but found a

striking means of revelation in his turned-up nose, which
scouted all things of earth with deep disdain, and sought
communion with its kindred skies.

Mr. Tappertit, as chief or captain of the Bulldogs, was
attended by his two lieutenants

; one, the tall comrade of his

younger life
;
the other, a 'Prentice Knight in days of yore

Mark Gilbert, bound in the olden time to Thomas Curzpn of

the Golden Fleece. These gentlemen, like himself, were now

emancipated from their 'Prentice thraldom, and served as

journeymen ;
but they were, in humble emulation of his great

example, bold and daring spirits, and aspired to a dis

tinguished state in great political
'

events. Hence their

connexion with the Protestant Association of England,
sanctioned by the name of Lord George Gordon

;
and hence

their present visit to The Boot.
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" Gentlemen !

"
said Mr. Tappertit, taking off his hat as a

great general might in addressing his troops.
" Well met.

My lord does me and you the honour to send his compliments
per self."

" You 're seen my lord too, have you ?
"

said Dennis. " /

see him this afternoon."
" My duty called me to the Lobby when our shop shut up ;

jmd I saw him there, sir," Mr. Tappertit replied, as he -and

his lieutenants took their seats.
" How do you do ?

"

"
Lively, master, lively," said the fellow. " Here's a new

brother, regularly put down in black and white by Muster
Gashford

;
a credit to the cause

;
one of the stick-at-nothing

sort
;
one arter my own heart. D 'ye see him ? Has he got

the looks of a man that '11 do, do you think?" he cried, as

he slapped Hugh on the back.
" Looks or no looks," said H\igh, with a drunken flourish

of his arm,
"

I 'm the man you want. I hate the Papists,

every one of 'em. They hate me and I hate them. They do

me all the harm they can, and I '11 do them all the harm /
can. Hurrah!"

" Was there ever," said Dennis, looking round the room,
when the echo of his boisterous voice had died away;

" waa
there ever such a game boy ! Why, I mean to say, brothers,

that if Muster Gashford had gone a hundred mile and got

together fifty men of the common run, they wouldn't have

been worth this one."

The greater part of the company implicitly subscribed to

this opinion, and testified their faith in Hugh, by nods and

looks of great significance. Mr. Tappertit sat and contem

plated him for a long time in silence, as if he suspended his

judgment ;
tliou drew a little nearer to him, and eyed him

over more carefully ;
then went close up to him, and took him

apart h.to a dark comer.
"

I say," he began, with a thoughtful brow,
" haven't I

seen you before ?
"

"
It "s like you may," said Hugh, in his careless way.

"
I

don't know
;
shouldn't wonder."

"
No, but it 's very easily settled," returned Sim. " Look

at me. Did you ever see me before ? You wouldn't be likely

to forget it, you know, if you ever did. Look at me. Don't

be afraid
;

I won't do you any harm. Take a good look

steady new."
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The encouraging way in which Mr. Tappertit made this

request, and coupled it with an assurance that he needn't be

frightened, amused Hugh mightily so much indeed, that he

saw nothing at all of the small man before him, through

closing his eyes in a fit of hearty laughter, which shook his

great broad sides until they ached again.
" Come !

"
said Mr. Tappertit, growing a little impatient

under this disrespectful treatment. " Do you know me,
feller?"

" Not I," cried Hugh.
" Ha ha ha ! Not I ! But I should

like to."
" And yet I 'd have wagered a seven-shilling piece," said

Mr. Tappertit, folding his arms, and confronting him with his

legs wide apart and firmly planted on the ground,
" that you

once were hostler at the Maypole."

Hugh opened his eyes on hearing this, and looked at him
in great surprise.

" And so you were, too," said Mr. Tappertit, pushing
him away, with a condescending- playfulness. "When did

my eyes ever deceive unless it was a young woman ! Don't

you know me now ?
"

" Why it an't
"
Hugh faltered.

" An't it ?
"

said Mr. Tappertit.
" Are you sure of that ?

You remember G. Varden, don't you ?
"

Certainly Hugh did, and he remembered D. Varden too ;

but that he didn't tell him.
" You remember coming down there, before I was out of

my time, to ask after a vagabond that had bolted off, and left

his disconsolate father a prey to the bitterest emotions, and all

the rest of it don't you ?
"

said Mr. Tappertit.
" Of course I do !

"
cried Hugh.

" And I saw you there."

"Saw me there!" said Mr. Tappertit. "Yes, I should

think you did see me there. The place would be troubled to

go on without me. Don't you remember my thinking you
liked the vagabond, and on that account going to quarrel
with you; and then finding you detested him worse than

poison, going to drink with you? Don't you remember
that ?

"

" To be sure '
"

cried Hugh.
" Well ! and are you in the same mind now ?

"
said Mr.

Tappertit.
" Yes !

"
roared Hugh.
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" You speak like a man," said Mr. Tappertit,
" and I '11

shako hands with you." With these conciliatory expressions
he suited the action to the word

;
and Hugh meeting his

advances readily, they performed the ceremony with a show
of great heartiness.

" I find," said Mr. Tappertit, looking round on the assem

bled guests,
" that brother What 's-his-name and I are old

acquaintance. You nover heard anything more of that rascal,

I suppose, eh ?
"

" Not a syllable," replied Hugh.
" I never want to. I

don't believe I ever shall. He 's dead long ago, I hope."
"

It 'a to be hoped, for the sake of mankind in general and

the happiness of society, that he is," said Mr. Tappertit,

rubbing his palm upon his legs, and looking at it between

whiles. " Is your other hand at all cleaner ? Much the

same. Well, I '11 owe you another shake. We '11 suppose it

done, if you 've no objection."

Hugh laughed again, and with such thorough abandon
ment to his mad humour,. that his limbs seemed dislocated,

and his whole frame in danger of tumbling to pieces ; but

Mr. Tappertit, so far from receiving this extreme merriment

with any irritation, was pleased to regard it with the utmost

favour, and even to join in it, so far as one of his gravity and

station could, with any regard to that decency and decorum

which men in high places are expected to maintain.

Mr. Tappertit did not stop here, as many public characters

might have done, but calling up his brace of lieutenants,

introduced Hugh to them with high commendation
; declaring

him to be a man who, at such times as those in which they

lived, could not be too much cherished. Further, he did him
the honour to remark, that he would be an acquisition of

which even the United Bulldogs might be proud ;
and finding,

upon sounding him, that he was quite ready and willing to

enter the society (for he was not at all particular, and would
have leagued himself that night with anything, or anybody,
for any purpose whatsoever), caused the necessary prelimi
naries to be gone into upon the spot. This tribute to his

great merit delighted no man more than Mr. Dennis, as he

himself proclaimed with several rare and surprising oaths
;

and indeed it gave unmingled satisfaction to the whole

assembly.
" Make pnything you like of me !

"
cried Hugh, flourishing
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*he cnii he hnd emptied more than onco. " Put me on

any duty you pleasev I 'm your num. I '11 do it. Here 's

my captain here '9 my leader. Ha ha ha ! Let him give
me the word of command, and I '11 fight the whole Parliament

House single-handed, or set a lighted torch to the King's
Throne itself !

" With that, he smote Mr. Tappertit on the

hack with such violence that his little body seemed to shrink

into a mere nothing ;
and roared again until the very found

lings near at hand were startled in their beds.

In fact, a sense of something whimsical in their companion

ship seeaied to have taken entire possession of his rude brain.

The bare fact of being patronised by a great man whom he

could have crushed with one hand, appeared in his eyes so

eccentric and humorous, that a kind of ferocious merriment

gained the mastery over him, and quite subdued his brutal

nature. He roared and roared again ;
toasted Mr. Tappertit

a hundred times ; declared himself a Bulldog to the core
;

and vowed to be faitliful to him to the last drop of blood in

his veins.

All these compliments Mr. Tappertit received as matters of

course flattering enough in their way, but entirely attribu

table to his vast superiority. His dignified self-possession

only delighted Hugh the more
;
and in a word, this giant and

dwarf struck tip a friendship which bade fair to be of long

continuance, as the one held it to be his right to command,
and the other considered it an exquisite pleasantry to obey.
Nor was Hugh by any means a passive follower, who scrupled
to act without precise and definite orders

;
for when Mr.

Tappertit mounted on an empty cask which stood by way of

rostrum in the room, and volunteered a speech upon the

alarming crisis then at hand, he placed himself beside the

orator, and though he grinned from ear to ear at every word
he said, threw out such expressive hints to scoffers in the

management of liis cudgel, that those who were at first the

most disposed to interrupt, became remarkably attentive, and
were the loudest in their approbation.

It was not all noise and jest, however, at The Boot, nor

were the whole party listeners to the speech. There were
some men at the other end of the room (which was a long,
low-roofed chamber' in earnest conversation all the time; and
when any of this group went out, fresh people were sure to

come in noon afterwards and sit down in their places, as .
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though the otners liad relieved them on some watch or duty ;

which it was pretty clear they did. for these changes took

place by the clock, at intervals of half an hour. These

persons whispered veiy much among themselves, and kept

aloof, and often, looked round, as jealous of their speech being
overheard ; some two or three among them entered in books

what seemed to be reports from the others
;
when they were

not thus employed, one of them would turn to the newspapers
which were strewn upon the table, and from the St. James's

Chronicle, the Herald, Chronicle, or Public Advertiser, would
read to the rest in a low voice some passage having reference

to the topic in which they were all so deeply interested. But

the great attraction was a pamphlet called The Thunderer,
which espoused their own opinions, and was supposed at that

time to emanate directly from the Association. This was

always in request ;
and whether read aloud, to an eager knot

of listeners, or by some solitary man, was certain to be

followed by stormy talking and excited looks.

In the midst of all his merriment, and admiration of his

captain, Hugh was made sensible by these and other tokens,

of the presence of an air of mystery, akin to that which had

so much impressed him out of doors. It was impossible to

discard a sense that something serious was going on, and that

under the noisy revel of the public-house, there lurked unseen

and dangerous matter. Little affected by this, however, he

was perfectly satisfied with his quarters, and would have

remained there till morning, but that his conductor rose soon

after midnight, to go home
;

Mr. Tappertit following his

example, left him no excuse to stay. So they all three left

the house together: roaring a No-Popery song until the

fields resounded with the dismal noise.
" Cheer up, captain !

"
cried Hugh, when they had roared

themselves out of breath. " Another stave !

"

Mr. Tappertit, nothing loath, began again ;
and so the

three went staggering on, arm-in-arm, shouting like madmen,
and defying the watch with great valour. Indeed this did

not require any unusual bravery or boldness, as the watchmen
of that time, being selected for the office on account of

excessive age and extraordinary infirmity, had a custom of

shutting themselves up tight in their boxes on the first

symptoms of disturbance, and remaining there until they

disappeared. In these proceedings, Mr. Dennis, who had a
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gruff voice and lungs of considerable power, distinguished
himself very much, and acquired great credit with his two

companions.
" What a queer fellow yon are !

"
said Mr. Tappertit.

" You 're so precious sly and close. Why don't you ever tell

what trade you 're of ?
"

" Answer the captain instantly," cried Hugh, beating his

hat down on his head
;

"
why don't you ever tell what

trade you're of?"
"

I 'm of as gen-teel a calling, brother, as any man in

England as light a business as any gentleman could desire."
" Was you 'prenticed to it ?

" asked Mr. Tappertit.
"No. Natural genius," said Mr. Dennis. "No 'prenticing.

It come by natur'. Muster Gashford knows my calling. Look
at that hand of mine many and many a job that hand has

done, with a neatness and dex-terity, never known afore.

When I look at that hand," said Mr. Dennis, shaking it in

the air.
" and remember the helegant bits of work it has

turned off, I feel quite molloncholy to think it should ever

grow old and feeble. But sich is life !

"

He heaved a deep sigh as he indulged in these reflections,

and putting his fingers with an absent air on Hugh's throat,

and particularly under his left ear, as if he were studying the

anatomical development of that part of his frame, shook his

head in a despondent manner and actually shed tears.
" You 're a kind of artist, I suppose eh !

"
said Mr.

Pappertit.
"
Yes," rejoined Dennis

;

"
yes I may call myself a artist

a fancy workman art improves natur' that 's my motto."
" And what do you call this ?

"
said Mr. Tappertit taking

his stick out of his hand.
" That 's my portrait atop," Dennis replied ;

" d 'ye think

it's like?"
" Why it 's a little too handsome," said Mr. Tappertit.

" Who did it ? You ?
"

"
I !

"
repeated Dennis, gazing fondly on his image.

"
I

wish I had the talent. That was carved by a friend of mine,

as is now no more. The very day afore he died, he cut that

with his pocket-knifo from memory !
'
I '11 die game,' says my

friend,
' and my last moments shall \te dewoted to making

Dennis's picter.' That 's it."

" That was o queer fancy, wasn't it ?
"

said Mr. Tapprrtit.
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"
It tea* a queer fancy," rejoined the other, breathing on

his fictitious nose, and polishing
1

it with the cuff of his coat,
" but he was a queer subject altogether a kind of gipsy
one of the finest, stand-up men, you ever see. Ah ! He told

me some things that would startle you a bit, did that friend

of mine, on the morning when he died."
" You were with him at the time, were you ?

"
said Mr.

Tappertit.

"Yes," he answered with a curious look, "I was there.

Oh! yes certainly, I was there. He wouldn't have gone ofl

half as comfortable without me. I had been with three or

four of his family under the same circumstances. They were

all fine fellows."

"They must have been fond of you," remarked Mr.

Tappertit, looking at him sideways.
" I don't know that they was exactly fond of ine," said

Dennis, with a little hesitation,
" but they all had me near

'em when they departed. I come in for their wardrobes too.

This very handkecher that you see round my neck, belonged
to him that I've been speaking of him as did that likeness."

Mr. Tappertit glanced at the article referred to, and

appeared to think that the deceased's ideas ef dress were of a

peculiar and by no means an expensive kind. He made no

remark upon the point, however, and suffered his mysterious

companion to proceed without interruption.
"These smalls," said Dennis, rubbing his legs; "these

very smalls they belonged to a friend of mine that 's left off

sicli incumbrances for ever : this coat too I 've often walked

behind this coat, in the streets, and wondered whether it

would ever come to me : this pair of shoes have danced a

hornpipe for another man, afore my eyes, full half-a-dozen

times at least : and as to my hat," he said, taking it off, and

whirling it round upon his fist
" Lord ! I 've seen this hat

go up liolborn on the box of a hackney-coach ah, many and

many a day !

"

" You don't mean to say their old wearers are all dead, I

hope ?
"

said Mr. Tappertit, falling a little distance from him,

as he spoke.
"
Every one of 'em." replied Dennis. "Every man Jack!"

There was something so very ghastly in this circumstance,

and it appeared to account, in such a very strange and dismal

manner, for his faded dress which, in this new aspect,
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seemed discoloured by the earth from graves that Mr.

Tappertit abruptly found he was going another way, and,

stopping short, bade him good night with the utmost hearti

ness. As they happened to be near the Old Bailey, and Mr.

Dennis knew there were turnkeys in the lodge with whom he

could pass the night, and discuss professional subjects of

common interest among them before a rousing fire, and over

a social glass, ho separated from his companions without any

great regret, and warmly shaking hands with Hugh, and

making an early appointment for their meeting at The Boot,

left them to pursue their road.

"That's a strange sort of man," said Mr. Tappertit,

watching the hackney-coachman's hat as it went bobbing
down the street.

"
I don't know what to make of him.

Why can't he have his smalls made to order, or wear live

clothes at any rate ?
"

"lie's a lucky man, captain," cried Hugh. "I should

like to have such friends as his."
"

I hope he don't get 'em to make their wills, and then

knock 'em on the head," said Mr. Tappertit, musing.
" But

come. The United B.'s expect me. On! What's the

matter?"

'I quite forgot," said Hugh, who had started at the

ati iking of a neighbouring clock. "
I have somebody to see

to-night I must turn back directly. The drinking and

singing put it out of my head. It 's well I remembered it !

"

Mr. Tappertit looked at him as though he were about to

give utterance to some very majestic sentiments in reference

to this act of desertion, but as it was clear, from Hugh's hasty

manner, that the engagement was one of a pressing nature,

iciously forbore, and gave him his permission to depart

immediately; which Hugh acknowledged with a roar of

laughter.
" Good night, captain !

" he cried.
"

I am yours to the

death, remember !

"

" Farmvell !

"
said Mr. Tappertit, waving his hand. " Be

bold and vigilant !

"

" Xo Popery, captain !

"
roared Hugh.

"
England in blood first !

"
cried his desperate leader.

Whereat Hugh cheered and laughed, and ran off liko a

greyhound.
"
That, man will prove a credit to my corps," said Simou.
TOL. I. T
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turning thoughtfully upon his heel.
" And let me see. In

an altered state of society which must ensue if we break out

and are victorious when the locksmith's child is mine, Miggs
must be got rid of somehow, or she '11 poison the tea-kettle

one evening when I 'm. out. He might marry Miggs, if he
was drunk enough. It duUl be done. I '11 make a noto of

iL"
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CHAPTER XL.

LITTLE thinking of the plan for his happy settlement in

life which had suggested itself to the teeming brain of his

provident commander, Hugh made no pause until Saint

Dunstan's giants struck the hour above him, when he worked
the handle of a pump which stood hard by, with great vigour,
and thrusting his head under the spout, let the water gush

upon him until a little stream ran down from every uncombed

hair, and he was wet to the waist. Considerably refreshed

by this ablution, both in mind and body, and almost sobered

for the time, he dried himself as he best could ; then crossed

the road, and plied the knocker of the Middle Temple gate.
The night-pcrter looked through a small grating in the

portal with a surly eye, and cried " Halloa !

" which greeting

Hugh returned in kind, and bade him open quickly.
"We don't sell beer here," cried the man; "what else do

you want ?
"

' To come in," Hugh replied, with a kick at the door.
' Where to go to ?

"

'

Paper-Buildings."
' Whose chambers ?

"

'Sir Johu Chester's." Each of which answers, he em
phasised with another kick.

After a little growling on the other side, the gate was

opened, and he passed in : undergoing a close inspection from
tho porter as he did so.

" You wanting Sir John, at this time of night !

"
sai^

tlio man.
"
Ay !

"
said Hugh.

"
I ! What of that ?

"

"
Why, I must go with you and see that you do, for I don't

believe it."
' Come along then."

Eyeing him with suspicious looks, the man, with key and

'aatern, walked on at. his side, and attended him to Sir Johr
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Chester's door, at which. Hugh gave one knock, that echoed

through the dark staircase like a ghostly summons, and made
the dull light tremble in the drowsy lamp.

" Do you think he wants me now ?
"

said Hugh.
Before the man had time to answer, a footstep was heard

within, a light appeared, and Sir John, in his dressing-gown
and slippers, opened the door.

"
I ask your pardon, Sir John," said the porter pulling off

his hat. " Here 's a young man says he wants to speak to

you. It 's late for strangers. I thought it best to see that

all was right."
" Aha !

"
cried Sir John, raising his eyebrows.

" It 's you,

messenger, is it? Go in. Quite rig at, friend, I commend your

prudence highly. Thank you. God bless you. Good night."
To be eoinrn.Cu.aeJ, thanked, God-blessed, and bade good

night by one who carried "Sir" before his name, and wrote

himself
1

M.P. to boot, was something for a porter. He with

drew with much humility and reverence. Sir John followed

Iris late visitor into the dressing-room, and sitting in his easy
chair before the fire, and moving it so that he could see him
as he stood, hat in hand, beside the door, looked at him from
head to foot.

The old face, calm and pleasant as ever
;
the complexion,

quite juvenile in its bloom and clearness
;
the same smile

;

the wonted precision and elegance of dress : the white, well-

ordered teeth
;
the delicate hands

;
the composed and quiet

manner
; everything as it used to be : no marks of age or

passion, envy, hate, or discontent: all unruffled and serene,

and quite delightful to behold.

He wrote himself M. P. but how ? Why, thus. It was

a proud family more proud, indeed, than wealthy. He had

stood in danger of arrest
;
of bailiffs, and a jail a vulgar

jail, to which the common people with small incomes Aveut

Gentlemen of ancient houses have no privilege of exemption
from such cruel laws unless they are of one great house", and

then they have. A proud man of his stock and kindred had

the means of sending him there. He offered not indeed to

pay his debts, but to let him sit for a close borough until his

own son came of age, which, if he lived, would come to pass
in twenty years. It was quite as good as an Insolvent Act,

and infinitely more genteel. So Sir John Chester was a

member of Parliament
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But liow Sir John ? Nothing so simple, or so easy. One
touch with a sword of state, and the transformation is effected.

John Chester, Esquire, M. P., attended court went up with

an address headed a deputation. Such elegance of manner,
so many graces of deportment, such powers of conversation,

could never pass unnoticed. Mr. was too common for such

merit. A man so gentlemanly should have been but Fortune

is capricious born a Duk3 : just as some dukes should huvu

beeii born labourers. He caught the fancy of the king, knelt

down a grub, and rose a butterfly. John Chester, Esquire,
was knighted and became Sir John.

"
I thought when you left me this evening, my esteemed

acquaintance," said Sir John after a pretty long silence,
" that

you intended to return with all despatch ?
"

" So I did, Master."
" Ajid so you have ?

" he retorted, glancing at hia watch.
" Is that what you would say ?

"

Instead of replying, Hugh changed the leg on which he

leant, shuffled his cap from one hand to the other, looked at

the ground, the wall, the ceiling, and finally at Sir John

himself; before whose pleasant face he lowered his eyes

again, and fixed them on the floor.
" And how have you been employing yourself in the mean

while ?
"

quoth Sir John, lazily crossing liis legs.
" Where

have you been ? what harm have you been doing ?
"

" No harm at all, Master," growled Hugh, with humility.
"

I have only done as you ordered."
" As I what /

"
returned Sir John.

" Well then," said Hugh uneasily,
" as you advised, or

naid I ought, or said I might, or said that you would do, if

you was me. Don't be so hard upon mo, master."

Something like an expression of triumph in the perfect
control he had established over this rough instrument,

appeared in the knight's face for an instant; but it vanished

directly, as he said paring his nails while speaking :

" When you say I ordered you, my good follow, you imply
that I directed you to do something for me something I

wanted done something for my own ends and purposes you
see ? Now I am sure I needn't enlarge upon the extremn

absurdity of such an idea, however unintentional; so, please
"

and here he turned iiis eyes upon him
" to be more guarded

you ?
"
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"
I meant to give you no offence," said Hugh.

"
1 don't

know what to say. You catch me up so very short."
" You will be caught up much shorter, my good Mend

infinitely shorter one of these days, depend upon it," replied
his patron, calmly.

"
By-the-bye, instead of wondering why

you have been so long, my wonder should be why you came
at all. Why did you ?

"

" You know, master," said Hugh,
" that I couldn't read

the bill I found, and that supposing it to be something par
ticular from the way it was wrapped up, I brought it here."

" And could you ask no one else to read it, Bruin?" said

Sir John.
" No one that I could trust with secrets, master. Since

Barnaby Budge was lost sight of for good and all and that 's

five year ago I haven't talked with any one but you."
" You have done me honour, I am sure."
"

I have come to and fro, master, all through that time,

when there was anything to tell, because I knew that you 'd

be angry with me if I stayed away," said Hugh, blurting the

words out, after an embarrassed silence
;

" and because I

wished to please you, if I could, and not to have you go against
me. There. That 's the true reason why I came to-night.
You know that, master, I am sure."

" You are a specious fellow," retiirned Sir John, fixing his

eyes upon him,
" and cany two faces under your hood, as well

as the best. Didn't you give me in this room, this evening,

any other reason
;
no dislike of anybody who has slighted you,

lately, on all occasions, abused you, treated you with rude

ness
;
acted towards you, more as if you were a mongrel dog

than a man like himself?"

"To be sure I did !

"
cried Hugh, his passion rising, as the

other meant it should; "and I say it all over now, again.
I 'd do anything to have some revenge on him anything
And when you told me that he and all the Catholics would

suffer from those Avho joined together under that handbill, I

said I 'd make one of 'em, if their master was the devil himself.

I am one of 'em. See whether I am as good as my word and

turn out to be among the foremost, or no. I mayn't have

much head, master, but I 've head enough to remember those

that use me ill. You shall see, and so shall he, and so shall

hundreds more, how my spirit backs me when the time conies.

My bark is nothing to my bite. Some that I know, hail
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better have a wild lion among 'oin than me, when I am fairly

loose they had !

"

The knight looked at him with a smile of far deeper mean

ing than ordinary ;
and pointing to the old cupboard, followed

him with his eyes while he filled and drank a glass of liquor .

and smiled when his back was tamed, with deeper meaning
yet.

" You are in a blustering mood, my friend," he said, when

Hugh confronted him again.
" Not I, master !

"
cried Hugh.

"
I don't say half I mean.

I can't. I haven't got the gift. There are talkers enough
among us

;
I '11 be one of the doers."

" Oh ! you have joined those fellows then ?
"

said Sir John,
with an air of most profound indifference.

" Yes. I went up to the house you told me of, and got put
down upon the muster. There was another man there named
Dennis "

"
Dennis, eh !

"
cried Sir John, laughing.

"
Ay, ay ! a

pleasant fellow, I believe ?
"

" A roaring dog, master one after my own heart hot

upon the matter too red hot."
" So I have heard," replied Sir John carelessly.

" You
don't happen to know his trade, do you ?

"

" He wouldn't say," cried Hugh.
" He keeps it secret."

"Ha ha!" laughed Sir John. "A strange fancy a

weakness with some persons you '11 know it one day, I dare

swear."
" We 're intimate already," said Hugh.
" Quite natural ! And have been drinking together, eh ?

"

pursued Sir John. " Did you say what place you went to in

company, when you left Lord George's ?
"

Hugh had not said or thought of saying, but he told him
;

and this inquiry being followed by a long train of questions,
he related all that had passed both in and out of doors, tho

kind of people he had seen, their numbers, state of feeling,
mode of conversation, apparent expectations and intentions.

His questioning was so artfully contrived, that he seemed even
in his own eyes to volunteer all this information rather than
to have it wrested from him

;
and he was brought to this state

of feeling so naturally, than when Mr. Chester yawned at

length and declared himself quite wearied out, he made a

rough kind of excuse for having talked so much.
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" There get you gone," said Sir John, holding the doot

open in his hand. " You have made a pretty evening's work
I told you not to do this. You may get into trouble. You 'U

have an opportunity of revenging yourself on your proud
friend Haredale, though, and for that, you 'd hazard anything
I suppose ?"

"
I "would," retorted Hugh, stopping in his passage out and

looking back
;

" but what do I risk ! What do I stand a

nhance of losing, master ? Friends, home ? A fig for 'em
all

;
I have none

; they are nothing to me. Give me a good
scuffle

;
let me pay off old scores in a bold riot where there

are men to stand by me ;
and then use me as you like it

don't matter much to me what the end is !

"

" What have you done with that paper ?
"

said Sir John.
"

I have it here, master."
"
Drop it again as you go along ;

it 's as well not to keep
such things about you."

Hugh nodded, and touching his cap with an air of as much

respect as he could summon up, departed.
Sir John, fastening the doors behind him, went back to his

dressing-room, and sat down once again before the fire, at

which he gazed for a long time, in earnest meditation.
" This happens fortunately," he said, breaking into a smile,

" and promises well. Let me see. My relative and I, who
are the most Protestant fellows in the world, give our worst

wishes to the Roman Catholic cause
;
and to Saville, who

introduces their bill, I have a personal objection besides
;
but

as each of us has himself for the first article in his creed, we
cannot commit ourselves by joining with a very extravagant

madman, such as this Gordon most undoubtedly is. Now
really, to foment his disturbances in secret, through tho

medium of such a very apt instrument as my savage friend

here, may further our real ends
;
and to express at all becom

ing seasons, in moderate and polite terms, a disapprobation of

liis proceedings, though we agree with him in principle, will

certainly be to gain a character for honesty and uprightness of

purpose, which cannot fail to do us infinite service, and to

raise us into some importance. Good ! So much for public

grounds. As to private considerations, I confess that if these

vagabonds would make some riotous demonstration (which does

n it appear impossible), and would inflict some little chastise

ment on Haredale as a not inactive man among his sect, it
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would be extremely agreeable to my feelings, and -would

amuse me beyond measure. Good again ! Perhaps better !

"

When he came to this point, he took a pinch of snuff ; then

beginning slowly to undress, he resumed his meditations, by
saying with a smile :

"
I fear, I do fear exceedingly, that my friend is following

fast in the footsteps of his mother. His intimacy with Mr.

Dennis is very ominous. But I have no doubt he must have

come to that end any way. If I lend him a helping hand,
the only difference is, that he may, \ipon the whole, possibly
drink a few gallons, or puncheons, or hogsheads, less in this

life tlian he otherwise would. It 's no business of mine.

It 's a matter of very small importance !

"

So he took another pinch of snuff, and vent to bed.
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CHAPTER XLL

the -workshop of the Golden Key, there issued forth

a tinkling sound, so merry and good-humoured, that it

suggested the idea of some one working blithely, and made

quite pleasant music. No man who hammered on at a dull

monotonous duty, could have brought such cheerful notes from
steel and iron

;
none but a chirping, healthy, honest-hearted

fellow, who made the best of everything, and felt kindly
towards everybody, could have done it for an instant. He
might have been a coppersmith, and still been musical. If

ho had sat in a jolting waggon, full of rods of iron, it seemed

as if he would have brought some harmony out of it.

Tink, tink, tink clear as a silver bell, and audible at every

pause of the streets' harsher noises, as though it said,
" I

don't care
; nothing puts me out

;
I am resolved to be happy."

Women scolded, children squalled, heavy carts went rumbling

by, horrible cries proceeded from the lungs of hawkers ;
still

it struck in again, no higher, no lower, no louder, no softer
;

not thrusting itself on people's notice a bit the more for having
been outdone by louder sounds tink, tink, tink, tink, tink.

It was a perfect embodiment of the still small voice, free

from all cold, hoarseness, huskiness, or unhealthiness of any
kind

; foot-passengers slackened their pace, and were disposed
to linger near it

; neighbours who had got up splenetic that

morning, felt good-humour stealing on them as they heard it,

and by degrees became quite sprightly ;
mothers danced their

babies to its ringing ;
still the same magical tiuk, tink, tiiik,

came gaily from the workshop of the Golden Key.
Who but the locksmith could have made such music ! A

gleam of sun shining through the unsashed window, and

chequering the dark workshop with a broad patch of light,

fell full upon him, as though attracted by his sunny heart.

There lie stood working at his anvil, his face all radiant with

exercise and gladness, his sleeves turned up, his wig pushed
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off his shining forehead the easiest, freest, happiest man iu

all the world. Beside him sat a sleek cat, purring and

winking in the light, and falling every now and then into an
idle doze, as from excess of comfort. Toby looked on from a

tall bench hard by ;
one beaming smile, from his broad nut-

brown face down to the slack-baked buckles in his shoes. The

very locks tliat hung around had something jovial in their

rust, and seemed like gouty gentlemen of hearty natures,

disposed to joke on their infirmities. There was nothing

surly or severe in the whole scene. It seemed impossible that

any one of the innumerable keys could fit a churlish strong
box or a prison-door. Cellars of beer and wine, rooms where

there were fires, books, gossip, and cheering laughter these

were their proper sphere of action. Places of distrust and

cruelty, and restraint, they would have left quadruple-locked
for ever.

Tink, tink, tink. The locksmith paused at last, and wiped
his brow. The silence roused the cat, who, jumping softly

down, crept to the door, and watched with tiger eyes a bird

cage iu an opposite window. Gabriel lifted Toby to his mouth,
and took a hearty draught.

Then, as he stood upright, with his head flung back, and
his portly chest thrown out, you would have seen that

Gabriel's lower man was clothed in military gear. Glancing
at the wall beyond, there might have been espied, hanging on

their several pegs, a cap and feather, broad-sword, sash, and
>f scarlet

;
*hich any man learned in such matters would

have known from their make and pattern to be the uniform of

a serjeaut in the Royal East-London Volunteers.

As the locksmith put his mug down, empty, on the l>enoh,

whonce it had smiled on him before, he glanced at these

articles with a laughing 03*0, and looking at them with lii

head a little on one side, us though he would get them all into

a focus, said, leaning on his hammer :

" Time was, now, I remember, when I was like to run mud
with the desiro to wear a coat of tlmt colour. If any one,

(except my father) had called me a fool for my pains, how I

should have fired and fumed ! But what a fool I must have

been, sure-ly !

"

" All !

"
sifrlu-d Mrs. Vardcn, who had entered unobserved.

" A fool indeed. A man at your time of life, Vardeu, should

know better now."
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"
Why, what a ridiculous woman you are, Martha," said

the locksmith, turning round with a smile.
"

Certainly," replied Mrs. V. with great demureness. " Of
course I am. I know that, Varden. Thank you."

"
I mean "

began the locksmith.
"
Yes," said his wife,

"
I know what you mean. You

speak quite plain enough to be understood, Varden. It 's

very kind of you to adapt yourself to my capacity, I am sure."

"Tut, tut, Martha," rejoined the locksmith; "don't take

offence at nothing. I mean, how strange it is of you to run

clown volunteering, when it 's done to defend you and all the

other women, and our own fireside and everybody else 's, in

case of need."
"

It's unchristian," cried Mrs. Varden, shaking her head.

"Unchristian!" said the locksmith. "Why what the

devil"
Mrs. Varden looked at the ceiling, as in expectation that

the consequence of this profanity would be the immediate

descent of the four-post bedstead on the second floor, together
with the best sitting-room on the first; but no visible judg
ment occurring, she heaved a deep sigh, and begged her

husband, in a tone of resignation, to go on, and by all means
to blaspheme as much as possible, because he knew she liked it.

The locksmith did for a moment seemed disposed to gratify

her, but he gave a great gulp, and mildly rejoined :

"
I was going to say, what on earth do you call it unchris

tian for ? Which would be most unchristiulf} Martha to sit

quietly down and let our houses be sacked by a foreign army,
or to turn out like men and drive 'em off? Shouldn't I be a

nice sort of a Christian, if I crept into a corner of my own

chimney and looked on while a parcel of whiskered savages
bore off' Dolly or you '(

"

When he said "or you," Mrs. Varden, despite herself,

relaxed into a smile. There was something complimentary in

the idea. " In such a state of things as that, indeed
"
she

simpered.
"As that!" repeated the locksmith. "Well, that would

be the state of things directly. Even Miggs would go.

Some black tambourine-player, with a great turban on, would

l>e bearing her off, and, unless the tambourine-player was

proof against kicking and scratching, it 's my belief lie 'd have

the worst of it. Ha ha ha! I'd forgive the tambourine-
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player. I wouldn't have him interfered with on any account,

poor fellow." And here the locksmith laughed again so

heartily, that tears came into his eyes much to Mrs. Yarden's

indignation, who thought the capture of so sound a Protestant

and estimable a private character as Miggs by a pagan negro,
a circumstance too shocking and awful for contemplation.

The picture Gabriel had drawn, indeed, threatened serious

consequences, and would indubitably have led to them, but

luckily at that moment a light footstep crossed the threshold,

and Dolly, running in, threw her arms round her old father's

neck and hugged him tight.
" Here she is at last !

"
cried Gabriel. " And how well

you look, Doll, and how late you are, my darling !

"

How well she looked ? Well ? Why, if he had exhausted

every laudatory adjective in the dictionary, it wouldn't have

been praise enough. When and where was there ever such a

plump, roguish, comely, bright-eyed, enticing, bewitching,

captivating, maddening little puss in all this world, as Dolly !

What was the Dolly of five years ago, to the Dolly of that

day ! How many coach-makers, saddlers, cabinet-makers,
and professors of other useful arts, had deserted their fathers,

mothers, sisters, brothers, and, most of all, their cousins, for

the love of her ! How many unknown gentlemen supposed
to be of mighty fortunes, if not title? had waited round the

corner after dark, and tempted Miggs the incorruptible, with

p'Men guineas, to deliver oilers of marriage folded up in love-

letters ! How many disconsolate fathers and substantial

tradesmen had waited on the locksmith for the same purpose,
with dismal tales of how their sons had lost their appetites,
and taken to shut themselves up in dark bedrooms, and

wandering in desolate suburbs with pale faces, and all because
of Dolly Varden's loveliness and cruelty ! How many young
nu'ii, in all previous times of unprecedented steadiness, had
mi-nod suddenly wild and wicked for the same reason, and, in

an ocstasy of unrequited love, taken to wrench off door

knockers, and invert the boxes of rheumatic watchmen !

How had she recruited the king's service, both by sea and

land, through rendering desperate his loving subjects between
the ages of eighteen and twenty-five ! How many young
ladies had publicly professed with tears in their eyes, that for

tht-ir tastes she was much too short, too tall, too bold, too

cold, too stout, too tliiu, too fair, too dark too everything but
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handsome ! How many old ladies, taking counsel together,
had thanked Heaven their daughters were Dot like her, and
had hoped she might come to no harm, and had thought sho

would come to no good, and had wondered what people saw
in her, and had arrived at the conclusion that she was "

going
off" in her looks, or had never come on in them, and that sho

was a thorough imposition and a popular mistake !

And yet here was this same Dolly Varden, so whimsical

and hard to please that she was Dolly Varden still, all smiles

and dimples, and pleasant looks, and caring no more for the

fifty or sixty young fellows who at that very moment were

breaking their hearts to marry her, than if so many oysters
had been crossed in love and opened afterwards.

Dolly hugged her father as has been already stated, and

having hugged her mother also, accompanied both into the

little parlour where the cloth was already laid for dinner, and

where Miss Miggs a trifle more rigid and bony than of yore
received her with a sort of hysterical gasp, intended for a

smile. Into the hands of that young virgin, she delivered her

bonnet and walking dress (all of a dreadful, artful, and

designing kind), and then said with a laugh, which rivalled

the locksmith's music,
" How glad I always am to be at home

again !

"

" And how glad we always are, Doll," said her father,

putting back the dark hair from her sparkling eyes,
"

to

have you at home. Give me a kiss."

If there had been anybody of the male kind there to see her

do it but there was not it was a mercy.
"

I don't like your being at the Warren," said the lock

smith,
"

I can't bear to have you out of my sight. And what
is the news over yonder, Doll ?

"

" What news there is, I think you know already," replied
his daughter.

"
I am sure you do, though."

"
Ay ?

"
cried the locksmith. " What !

s that ?
"

"
Come, come," said Dolly,

"
you know very well. I want

you to tell me why Mr. Haredale oh, how gruff he is again,
to be sure ! has been away from home for some days past,

nnd why he is travelling about (we know he it travelling,

because of his letters) without telling his own niece why or

wherefore."
" Miss Emma doesn't want to know, I '11 swear," letuined

the locksiv ith.
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"
I don't know that," said Dolly ;

" but I do, at any rate.

Do tell me. "Why is he so secret, and what is this ghost

story, which nobody is to tell Miss Emma, and wliich seems

to be mixed up with his going away ? Now I see you know

by your colouring so."
" What the story means, or is, or has to do with it, I know

no more than you, my dear," returned the locksmith,
"
except that it 's some foolish fear of little Solomon's which

has, indeed, no meaning in it, I suppose. As to Mr.

Haredale's journey, he goes, as I believe
"

"
Yes," said Dolly.

" As I believe," resumed the locksmith, pinching her cheek,
" on business, DolL What it may be, -is quite another

matter. Read Blue Beard, and don't be too curious, pet;
it 's no business of yours or mine, depend upon that

;
and

here's dinner, which is much more to the purpose."

Dolly might have remonstrated against this summary dis

missal of the subject, notwithstanding the appearance of

dinner, but at the mention of Blue Beard Mrs. Varden inter

posed, protesting she could not find it in her conscience to sit

tamely by, and hear her child recommended to peruse the

adventures of a Turk and Mussulman far less of a fabulous

Turk, which she considered that potentate to be. She held

that in such stirring and tremendous timws as those in whicli

ihfv lived, it would be much more to the purpose if Dolly
}>ecame a regular subscriber to the Thunderer, where she

would have an opportunity of reading Lord George Gordon's

hes word for word, which would be a greater comfort

and solace to her, than a hundred and fifty Blue Beards ever

could impart. She appealed in support of this proposition to

Miss Miggs, then in waiting, who said that indeed the peace
of mind she had derived from the perusal of that paper

generally, but especially of one article of the very last week as

ever was, entitled
" Great Britain drenched in gore," exceeded

nil belief; the same composition, she added, had also wrought
u< h a comforting effect on the mind of a married sister of

hers, then resident at Golden Lion Court, numl>er twcnty-

*ivin, second bell-handle on the right hand door post, that,
I* ing in a delicate stato of health, and in fact, expecting an

addition to her family, ?he had been sei/ed with h'ts directly
nficr its perusal, and lind raved of the inquisition ever since ,

to tho great imp <j\nr..ut of her husband and friends.
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Miggs went on to say that she would recommend all thosfl

whose hearts were hardened to hear Lord Georga themselves,
whom she commended first, in respect of his steady Protes

tantism, then of his oratory, then of his e}*es, then of his nose,

then of his legs, and lastly of his figure generally, which she

looked upon as fit for any statue, prince, or angel, to which

sentiment Mrs. Varden fully subscribed.

Mrs. Varden having cut in, looked at a box upon the

mantel-shelf, painted in imitation of a very red-brick dwelling-

house, with a yellow roof; having at top a real chimney, down
which voluntary subscribers dropped their silver, gold, or

pence, into the parlour ;
and on the door the counterfeit pre

sentment of a brass plate, whereon was legibly inscribed
" Protestant Association :

" and looking at it, said, that it

was to her a source of poignant misery to think that Varden

never had, of all his substance, dropped anything into that

temple, save once in secret as she afterwards discovered

two fragments of tobacco-pipe, which she hoped would not be

put down to his last account. That Dolly, she was grieved to

say, was no less backward in her contributions, better loving,

as it seemed, to purchase ribbons and such gauds, than to

emxnirage the great cause, then in such heavy tribulation
;

and that she did entreat her (her father she much feared could

not be moved) not to despise, but imitate, the bright example
of Miss Miggs, who flung her wages, as it were, into the very
countenance of the Pope, and bruise;! his features with her

quarter's money.
"
Oh, mim," said Miggs,

" don't relude to that. I had no

intentions, mim, that nobody should know. Such sacrifices

as I can make, are quite a widder's mite. It 's all I have,"
cried Miggs with a great burst of tears for with her they
never came on by degrees "but it's made up to me in

other ways; it 's well made up."
This was quite true, though not perhaps in the sense that

Miggs intended. As she never failed to keep her self-denial

full in Mrs. Varden's view, it drew forth so many gifts of caps
and gowns and other articles* of dress, that upon the whole the

red-brick house was perhaps the best investment for her

email capital she could possibly have it upon ; returning her

interest, at the rate of seven or eight per cent, in money, and

fifty at least in personal repute and credit.
" You needn't cry, Miggs," said Mrs. Vardtn, herself in
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roars
;

"
you needn't be ashamed of it, though your poor

mistress M onthe same side."

Mi^*s howled at this remark, in a peculiarly dismal way,
and said she knowed that master hated her. That it was a

dm;dful thing
1 to live iu families and have dislikes, and not

givn satisfactions. That to make divisions was a thing she

could not abear to think of, neither could her feelings lot h-r

do it. That if it was master's wishes as she and him should

part, it was best they should part, and she hoped he might
be the happier for it, and always wishes him well, and that

he might find somebody as would meet his dispositions. It

would be a hard trial, she said, to part from such a missis,

but she could meet any suffering when her conscience told her

she was in the rights, and therefore she was willing even to

go that lengths. She did not think, she added, that she could

long survive the separations, but, as she was hated and looked

upon unpleasant, perhaps her dying as soon as possible would

be the best endings for all parties. With this affecting con

clusion, Miss Miggs shed more tears, and sobbed abundantly.
" Can you bear this, Varden ?

"
said his wife in a solemn,

voice, laying down her knife and fork.
"
Why, not very well, my dear," rejoined the locksmith,

" but I try to keep my temper."
" Don't let there be words on my account, mim," sobbed

Mi^rirs. "It's much the best that we should part. I

wouldn't stay oh, gracious me ! and make dissensions, not

for a annual gold mine, and found in tea and sugar."
Lest the reader should be at any loss to discover the cause

of Miss Miggs's deep emotion, it may be whispered apart that,

happening to be listening, as her custom sometimes was,
when Gabriel and his wife conversed together, she had heard

the locksmith's joke relative to the foreign black who played
the tambourine, and bursting with the spiteful feelings which
the taunt awoke in her fair breast, exploded in the manner
wo have witnessed. Matters having now arrived at a crisis,

the locksmith, as usual, and for the sake of peace and quietness,

gave in.

" What are you crying for, girl ?
" he said.

" What *s the

matter with you? What are you talking about hatred for ?

1 don't hate you ;
I don't hate anybody. Dry your eyes and

make yourself agreeable, in Heaven's name, and let us all be

happy while we car."



338 BARXA15Y RUT1GK.

The allied powers deeming it good generalship to consider

this a sufficient apology on the part of the en*my, and con

fession of having been in the wrong, did dry their eyes and

take it in good part. Miss Miggs observed that she bore no

malice, no not to her greatest foe, whom she rather loved the

more indeed, the greater persecution she sustained. Mrs.

Yarden approved of this meek and forgiving spirit in high

terms, and incidentally declared as a closing article of agree

ment, that Dolly should accompany her to the Clerkenwell

branch of the association, that veiy night. This was an

extraordinary instance of her great prudence and policy;

having had this end in view from the first, and entertaining
a secret misgiving that the locksmith (who was bold when

Dolly was in question) would object, she had backed Miss

Miggs up to this point, in order that she might have him at

a disadvantage. The manoeuvre succeeded so well that

Gabriel only made a wry face, and with the warning he had

just had, fresh in his mind, did not dare to say one word.

The difference ended, therefore, in Miggs being presented
with a gown by Mrs. Vardeu and half-a-crown by Dolly, as

if she had eminently distinguished herself in the paths of

morality and goodness. Mrs. V., according to custom,

expressed her hope that Yarden would take a lesson from

what had passed and learn more generous conduct for the

time to come; and the dinner being now cold and nobod}
r
's

appetite very much improved by what had passed, they went

on with it, as Mrs. Varden said,
" like Christians."

As there was to be a grand parade of the Royal East

London Yoluuteers that afternoon, the locksmith did no more
work

;
but sat down comfortably with his pipe in his mouth,

and his arm round his pretty daughter's waist, looking lovingly
on Mrs. V., from time to time, and exhibiting from the crown

of his head to the sole of his foot, one smiling surface of good
humour. And to be sure, when it was time to dress him in

his regimentals, and Dolly, hanging about him in all kinds of

graceful winning ways, helped to button and buckle and brush

him up and get him into one of the tightest coats that ever

was made by mortal tailor, he was the proudest father in ail

England.
" What a handy jade it is !

"
said the locksmith to Mrs.

Yardea, who stood by with folded hands rather proud of her

huwband too while Miggs held his cap and sword at arm'H
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Jwigth, as if mistrusting that the latter might run seme one

through the body of its own accord
;
"but never marry a

soldier, Doll, my dear."

Dolly didn't ask why not, or say a word, indeed, but stooped
her head down very low to tie his sash.

"
I never wear this dress," said honest Gabriel,

" but I

think of poor Joe Willet. I loved Joe; he was always a

favourite of mine. Poor Joe ! Dear heart, my girl, don't tie

mo in so tight."

Dolly laughed not like herself at all the strangest
little laugh that could be and held her head down lower

still.

" Poor Joe !

" resumed the locksmith, muttering to himself;
"

I always wish he had come to me. I might have made it

up between them, if he had. Ah ! old John made a great
mistake in his way of acting by that lad a great mistake.

Ilavo you nearly tied that sash, my dear."

"What an ill-made sash it Avas ! There it was, loose again
and trailing on the ground. Dolly was obliged to kneel down,
and recommence at the beginning.

" Never mind young Willet, Varden," said his wife frown-

in
;

"
you might find some one more deserving to talk about,

I think."

Miss Miggs gave a great sniff to the same effect.
"
Nay, Martha," cried the locksmith,

" don't let us bear

too hard upon him. If the lad is dead indeed, we '11 deal

kindly by his memory."
" A runaway and a vagabond !

"
said Mrs. Varden.

Miss Miggs expressed her concurrence as before.
" A runaway, my dear, but not a vagabond," returned the

locksmith in a gentle tone. " He behaved himself well, did

Joe always and was a handsome, manly follow. Don't call

him a vagabond, Martha."
Mrs. Varden coughed and so did Miggs.
" He tried hard to gain your good opinion, Martha, I can

tell you," said the locksmith smiling, and stroking his cliin.
" Ah ! that he did. It seems but yesterday that he followed

me out to the Maypole door one.night, and }>egged mo not to,

Buy how like a boy they used him say here, at home, ho

mount, though at the time, I recollect, I didn't understand.
' And how 's Miss Dolly, sir ?

'

says Joe," pursued the lock

smith,- musing sorrowfully,
" Ah ! Poor Joe !

"

I
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"
Well, I declare," cried Miggs.

" Oh ! Goodness gracious
me !

"

" What 's the matter now ?
"
said Gabriel, turning sharply

to hor.
"
Why, if here an't Miss Dolly," said the handmaid, stoop

ing down to look into her face,
" a giving way to floods of

tears. Oh mim ! oh sir. Raly it's give me such a turn,"
cried the susceptible damsel, pressing her hand upon her side

to quell the palpitation of her heart,
" that you might knock

me down with a feather."

The locksmith, after glancing at Miss Miggs as if he could

have wished to have a feather brought straightway, looked on

with a broad stare while Dolly hurried away, followed by
that sympathising young woman : then ttirning to his wife,

stammered out, "Is Dolly ill? Have I done anything ? la

it m^ fault ?
"

" Your fault !

"
cried Mrs. V. reproachfully.

" There you
had better make haste out."

" What have I done ?
"

said poor Gabriel. "
It was agreed

that Mr. Edward's name was never to be mentioned, and I

have not spoken of him, have I ?
"

Mrs. Varden merely replied that she had no patience with

him, and bounced off after the other two. The unfortunate

locksmith wound his sash about him, girded on his sword, put
on his cap, and walked out.

"
I am not much of a dab at my exercise," he said under

his breath,
" but I shall get into fewer scrapes at that work

than at this. Every man came into the world for something ;

my department seems to be to make every woman cry without

meaning it. It 's rather hard !

"

But he forgot it before he reached the end of the street, and

wont on with a shining face, nodding to the neighbours, and

showering about his friendly greetings like mild spring rain.
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CHAPTER XLIL

THE Royal East London Volunteers made a brillimit sight
that day : formed into lines, squares, circles, triangles, and
what not, to the beating of drums and the streaming of flags ;

and performed a vast number of complex evolutions, in all of

which Serjeant Varden bore a conspicuous share. Having
displayed their military prowess to the utmost in these warlike

shows, they marched in glittering order to the Chelsea Bun-

house,- and regaled in the adjacent taverns until dark. Then
at sound of drum they fell in again, and returned amidst the

shouting of His Majesty's lieges to the place from whence

they came.

The homeward march being somewhat tardy, owing to

the un-soldierlike behaviour of certain corporals, who being
gentlemen of sedentary pursuits in private life and excitable

out of doors, broke several windows -with their bayonets, and
rendered it imperative on the commanding officer to deliver

them over to a strong guard, with whom they fought at

intervals as they came along, it was nine o'clock when the

locksmith reached home. A hackney-coach was waiting near
his door

; and as he passed it, Mr. Haredale looked from the

window and called him by his name.
" The sight of you is good for sore eyes, sir," said the lock-

wraith, stepping up to him. "
I wish you had walked in

though, rather than waited here."
" There is nobody at home, I find," Mr. Haredale answered;

"
Iresides, I desired to be as private as I could."
'*

Humph !

" muttered the locksmith, looking round at his

house. " Gone with Simon Tappertit to that precious Branch,
no doubt."

Mr. Haredalo invited him to come into the coach, and, if he

wore not tired or anxious to go home, to ride with him a little

way that llicy might have some talk together. Gabriel i-hriT-

fully complied, and the coachman mounting his box drove off.
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"
Vardau," said Mr. Haredale, aftor a minute's pause,, "you

"will bo amazed to hear what errand I am on; it will seem a

very strange one."
"

I have no doubt it 's a reasonable one, sir, and has a

meaning in it," replied the locksmith
;

" or it would not be

yours at all. Have you just come back to town, sir ?
"

" But half an hour ago."
"
Bringing no news of Barnaby, or his mother ?

"
said the

locksmith dubiously.
" Ah ! you needn't shake your head,

sir. It was a wild-goose chase. I feared that, from the first.

You exhausted all reasonable means of discovery when they
went away. To begin again after so long a time has passed
is hopeless, sir quite hopeless."

"Why, where are they?" he returned impatiently. "Where
can they be ? Above ground ?

"

" God knows," rejoined the locksmith,
"
many that I

knew above it five years ago, have their beds under the

grass now. And the world is a wide place. It 's a hopeless

attempt, sir, believe me. We must leave the discovery of this

mystery, like all others, to time, and accident, and Heaven's

pleasure."
"
Varden, my good fellow," said Mr. Haredale,

"
I have a

deeper meaning in my present anxiety to find them out, than

you can fathom. It is not a mere whim
;

it is not the casual

revival of my old wishes and desires
;
but an earnest, solemn

purpose. My thoughts and dreams all tend to it, and fix it

in my mind. I have no rest by day or night; I have no

peace or quiet; I am haunted."

His voice was so altered from its usual tones, and his manner

bespoke so much emotion, that Gabriel, in his wonder, could

only sit and look towards him in the darkness, and fancy the

expression of his face.
" Do not ask me," continued Mr. Haredale,

"
to explain

myself. If I were to do so, you would think me the victim

of some hideous fancy. It is enough that this is so, and that

I cannot no, I can not lie quietly in my bed, without doing
what will seem to you incomprehensible."

" Since when, sir," said the locksmith after a pause, "has

this uneasy feeling been upofl j
rou ?

"

Mr. Haredale hesitated for some moments, and then replied:
* Since the night of the storm. In short, since the last nine

teenth of March."



HARXABT RUDGE. 843

As though lie feared that Vartlen miglit expiess surprise,
or reason with him, he hastily went on :

" You will think, I know, I labour under some delusion.

Perhaps I do. But it is not a morbid one
;

it is a wholesome
action of the mind, reasoning on actual occurrences. You
know the furniture remains in Mrs. Rudge's house, and thai

it has been shut up, by my orders, since she went away, save

once a-week or so, when un old neighbour visits it to scare

away the rats. I am on my way there now."
" For what purpose ?

"
asked the locksmith.

" To pass the night there," he replied ;

" and not to-night

alone, but many nights. This is a secret which I trust to you
in case of any unexpected emergency. You will not come,
unless in case of strong necessity, to me ;

from dusk to broad

day, I shall be there. Emma, your daughter, and the rest
t

suppose me out of London, as I have been until within this

hour. Do not undeceive them. This is the errand I am
bound upon. I know I may confide it to you. and I rely

upon your questioning me no more at this time."

With that, as if to change the theme, he led the astounded

locksmith back to the night of the Maypole highwayman, to

the robbery of Edward Chester, to the reappearance of the

man at Mrs. Rudge's house, and to all the strange circum

stances which afterwards occurred. He even asked him

carelessly about the man's height, his face, his figure, whether

he was like any one he had ever seen bike Hugh, for in

stance, or any man he had known at any time and put

many questions of that sort, which the locksmith, considering
them as mere devices to engage his attention and prevent his

expressing the astonishment ho felt, answered pretty much at

random.

At length, they arrived at the corner of the street in which
tho house stood, where Mr. Haredale, alighting, dismissed

the coach. " If you desire to see me safely lodged," he said,

turning to the locksmith with a gloomy smile, "you can."

Gabriel, to whom all former marvels had been nothing in

comparison with this, followed him along the narrow pave
ment in silence. When they reached the door, Mr. Haredale

softly opened it with a key he had about him, and closing it

when Varden entered, they were left in thorough darkness.

They groped their way into the ground-floor room. Here
Mr. Haredale struck a light, and kiiidlnd a pocket taper ho
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had brought with liim for the purpose. It was then, when
tiie flame was full upon lam, that the locksmith saw for the

first time how haggard, pale, and changed he looked; how
worn and thin he was; how perfectly his whole appearance
coincided with all that he had said so strangely as they rodo

along. It was not an unnatural impidse in Gabriel, after

what he had heard, to note curiously the expression of his

eyes. It was perfectly collected and rational
;

so much so,

indeed, that he felt ashamed of his momentary suspicion, and

drooped his own when Mr. Haredale looked towards him, as

if he feared they would betray his thoughts.
" Will you walk through the house ?

"
said Mr. Haredale,

with a glance towards the window, the crazy shutters of which

were closed and fastened.
"
Speak low."

There was a kind of awe about the place, which would have

rendered it difficult to speak in any other manner. Gabriel

whispered
"
Yes," and followed him up-stairs.

Everything was just as they had seen it last. There was a

sense of closeness from the exclusion of fresh air, and a gloom
and heaviness around, as though long imprisonment had made
the very silence sad. The homely hangings of the beds and
windows had begun to droop ;

the dust lay thick upon their

dwindling folds
;
and damps had made their way through

ceiling, wall, and floor. The boards creaked beneath their

tread, as if resenting the unaccustomed intrusion
;

nimble

spiders, paralysed by the taper's glare, checked the motion of

their hundred legs upon the wall, or dropped like lifeless

things upon the ground ;
the death-watch ticked

;
and the

scampering feet of rats and mice rattled behind the wainscot.

As they looked about them on the decaying furniture, it

was strange to find how vividly it presented those to whom it

had belonged, and with whom it was once familiar. Grip
seemed to perch again upon his high-backed chair ; Barnaby
to crouch in his old favourite corner by the fire

;
the mother

to resume her usual seat, and watch him as of old. Even
when they could separate these objects from the phantoms of

the mind which they invoked, the latter only glided out of

sight, but lingered near them still
;
for then they seemed to

lurk in closets and behind the doors, ready to start out and

suddenly accost them in well-remembered tones.

They went down-stairs, and again into the room they had

just noT left. Mr. Haredale unbuckled his sword and laid it
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on the table, with a pair of pocket pistols ,
then told the

locksmith he would light him to the door.

"But this is a dull place, sir," said Gabriel lingering;
"
may no one share your watch ?

"

He shook his head, and so plainly evinced his wish to be

alone, that Gabriel could say no more. In another moment
the locksmith was standing in the street, whence he could see

that the light once more travelled up-stairs, and soon returning
to the room below, shone brightly through the chinks in the

shutters.

If ever man were sorely puzzled and perplexed, the lock

smith was, that night. Even when snugly seated by his own

fireside, with Mrs. Varden opposite in a night-cap and night-

jacket, and Dolly beside him (in a most distracting dishabille)

curling her hair, and smiling as if she had never cried in all

her life and never could even then, with Toby at his elbow

and his pipe in his mouth, and Miggs (but that perliaps was
not much) falling asleep in the back-ground, he could not

quite discard his wonder and uneasiness. So, in his dreams
still there was Mr. Haredale, haggard and careworn,

listening in the solitary house to every sound that stirred,

with the taper shining through the chinks until the day
ahoull turn it pale and end his lonely watching.
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CHAPTER XLIH.

NEXT morning brought no satisfaction to the locksmith's

thoughts, nor next day, nor the next, nor many others. Often

after nightfall he entered the street, and turned his eyes
towards the well-known house

;
and as surely as he did so,

there was the solitary light, still gleaming through the crevices

of the window-shutter, while all within was motionless, noiseless,

cheerless, as a grave. Unwilling to hazard Mr. Haredale's

favour by disobeying his strict injunction, he never ventured

to knock at the door or to make his presence known in any way.
But whenever strong interest and curiosity attracted him to the

spot which was not seldom the light was always there.

If he could have known what passed within, the knowledge
would have yielded him no clue to this mysterious vigil. At

twilight, Mr. Haredale shut himself up, and at daybreak he

came forth. He never missed a night, always came and went

alone, and never varied his proceedings in the least degree.
The manner of his watch was this. At dusk, he entered

the house in the same way as when the locksmith bore him

company, kindled a light, went through the rooms, and

narrowly examined them. That done, he returned to the

chamber on the ground-floor, and laying his sword and pistols

on the table, sat by it until morning.
lie usually had a book with him, and often tried to read,

but never fixed his eyes or thoughts upon it for five minutes

together. The slightest noise without doors, caught his ear
;

a step upon the pavement seemed to make his heart leap.

He was not without some refreshment during the long

lonely hours
; generally carrying in his pocket a sandwich of

bread and meat, and a small flask of wine. The latter, diluted

with large quantities of water, he drank in a heated, feverisli

way, as though his throat were dried
;
but lie scarcely ever

broke his fast, by so much as a crumb of bread.

If this voluntary sacrifice of sleep and comfort had its
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origin, as the locksmith on consideration was disposed to

think, in any superstitious expectation of the fulfilment of n

dream or vision connected with the event on wliich he had
brooded for so many years, and if lie waited for some ghostly
visitor who walked abroad when men lay sleeping in their

beds, he showed no trace of fear or wavering. His stern

features expressed inflexible resolution
;

his brows were

puckered, and his lips compressed, with deep and settled

purpose ;
and when he started at a noise and listened, it was

not with the start of fear but hope, and catching up his sword

as though the hour had come at last, he would clutch it in

his tight-clenched hand, and listen, with sparkling eyes and

eager looks, until it died away.
These disappointments were numerous, for they ensued on

almost every sound, but his constancj' was not shaken. Still,

every night he was at his post, the same stern sleepless,

sentinel
;
and still night passed, and morning dawned, and ho

must watch again.
This went on for weeks

;
he had taken a lodging at

Vauxhall in which to pass the day and rest himself; and
from this place, when the tide served, he usually came to

London Bridge from Westminster by water, in order that ho

might avoid the busy streets.

One evening, shortly before twilight, he came his accus

tomed road upon the river's bank, intending to pass through
Westminster Hall into- Palace Yard, and there take bont to

London Bridge as usual. There was a pretty large concourse

of people assembled round the Houses of Parliament, looking
at the members as they entered and departed, and giving vent

to rather noisy demonstrations of approval or dislike, accord

ing to their known opinions. As he made his way among
the throng, he heard once or twice the No-Popery cry, which
was then becoming pretty familiar to the ears of most men ;

but holding it in very slight regard, and observing that the

ull<TS were of the lowest grade, lie neither thought nor cared

a! tout it, but made his way along, with perfect indifference.

There were many little knots anfl groups of persons in

:uinster Hall: some few looking upward at its noblo

coiling, and at the rays of evening light, tinted by the sotting

nun, which streamed in aslant through its small windows, and

growing dimmer by cl>grtK;s, were quenched in the gathering
gloom below; some, noisy passengers, mechanics going homo
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from -work, and otherwise, who hurried quickly tliroitgh,

waking the echoes with their voices, and soon darkening the

small door in the distance, as they passed into the street

be}
rond some, in busy conference together on political or

private matters, pacing slowly up and down with eyes that

sought the ground, and seeming, by their attitudes, to listen

earnestly from head to foot. Here, a dozen squabbling
urchins made a very Babel in the air

; there, a solitary man,
half clerk, half mendicant, paced up and down with hungry
dejection in his look and gait : at his elbow passed an errand-

lad, swinging his basket round and round, and with his shrill

whistle riving the very timbers of the roof
;
while a more

observant schoolboy, half-way tlirough, pocketed his ball, and

eyed the distant beadle as he came looming on. It was that

time of evening when if you shut your eyes and open them

again, the darkness of an hour appears to have gathered in a

second. The smooth-worn pavement, dusty with footsteps,

still called upon the lofty walls to reiterate the shuffle and the

tread of feet unceasingly, save when the closing of some heavy
door resounded through the building like a clap of thunder,
and drowned all other noises in its rolling sound.

Mr. Haredale, glancing only at such of these groups as he

passed nearest to, and then in a manner betokening that his

thoughts were elsewhere, had nearly traversed the Hall, when
two persons before him caught his attention. One of these,

a gentleman in elegant attire, carried in his hand a cane,

which he twirled in a jaunty manner as he loitered on
;
the

other, an obsequious, crouching, fawning figure, listened to

what he said at times throwing in a humble word himself

and, with his shoulders shrugged up to his ears, rubbed his

hands submissively, or answered at intervals by an inclination

of the head, half-way between a nod of acquiescence, and a

bow of most profound respect.

In the abstract there was nothing very remarkable in this

pair, for servility waiting on a handsome suit of clothes and a

cane not to speak of gold and silver sticks, or wands of

office is common enough. But there was that about the

well-dressed man, yes, and about the other likewise, which

struck Mr. Haredale with no pleasant feeling. He hesitated.

stopped, and would have stepped aside and turned out of his

path, but at the moment, the other two faced about quickly
and stumbled upon him before he could avoid them.
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Tho gentleman with the cane lifted his hat and had begun
to fonder an apology, which Mr. Haredale had begun as

hastily to acknowledge and walk away, when he stopped short

and cried, "Haredale ! Gad bless me, this is strange indeed!"
"

It is," he returned impatiently; "yes a "

" My dear friend," cried the other, detaining him,
"
why

guch great speed ? One minute, Haredale, for the sake of old

acquaintance."
"

I am in haste," he said.
" Neither of us has sought this

meeting. Let it be a brief one. Good night !

"

"Fie, fie!
"

replied Sir John (for it was he), "how very
churlish ! We were speaking of you. Your name \vas on my
lips perhaps you heard me mention it ? No ? I am sorry
for that. I am really sorry. You know our friend here,

Harodale
;

This is really a most remarkable meeting !

"

The friend, plainly very ill at ease, had made bold to press
Sir John's arm, and to give him other significant hints that

he was desirous of avoiding this introduction. As it did not

suit Sir John's purpose, however, that it should be evaded, he

appeared quite unconscious of these silent remonstrances, and

inclined his hand towards him, as he spoke, to call attention

to him more particularly.
The friend, therefore, had nothing for it, but to muster

up the pleasantest smile he could, and to make a conciliatory
bo\r as Mr. Haredale turned his eyes upon him. Seeing that

lie was recognised, he put out his hand in an awkward
mid embarrassed manner, which was not mended by its con

temptuous rejection.
Mr. Gashford !

"
smid Haredale, coldly.

"
It is as I have

tlu-n. You have left tho darkness for the light, sir,

and hate those whose opinions you formerly held, with all tho

bitterness of a renegade. You are an honour, sir, to any
cause. I wish the one you espouse at present, much joy of

thi> acquisition it has made."
Tho secretary rubbed his hands and bowed, as though ho

would disarm his adversary by humbling himself before him.

Sir John Chester again exclaimed, with an air of great gaiety,
"
Now, really, this is a most remarkable meeting!

" and took

a pinch of snuff with his usual self-possession.
" Mr. Haredale," said Gashford, stealthily raisimr his eyes,

nnd lotting them drop again when they met the other's steady
"

is too conscientious, too honourable, too manly, I aio
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mire, to attach unworthy motives to nil honest chango of

opinions, even though it implies a doubt of those he holds

himself. Mr. Haredale is too just, too goneroue, too clear

sighted in his moral vision, to
"

"
Yes, sir ?

" he rejoined with a sarcastic smile, finding
that the secretary stopped.

" You were saying
"

Gashford meekly shrugged his shoulders, and looking on
the ground again, was silent.

"
No, but let us really," interposed Sir John at this

juncture, "let us really, for a moment, contemplate the very
remarkable character of this meeting. Haredale, my dear

friend, pardon me if I think you are not sufficiently impressed
with its singularity. Here we stand, by no previous appoint
ment or arrangement, three old schoolfellows, in Westminster

Hall : three old boarders in a remarkably dull and shady

seminary at St. Omer's, where you, being Catholics, and of

necessity educated out of England, were brought up : and
where I, being a promising young Protestant at that time,

was sent to learn the French tongue from a native of Paris !

"

"Add to the singularity, Sir John," said Mr. Haredale,
"that some of you Protestants of promise are at this moment

leagued in yonder building, to prevent our having the

surpassing and unheard-of privilege of teaching our children

to read and write here in this land, where thousands of us

enter your service every year, and to preserve the freedom of

which, we die in bloody battles abroad, in heaps ;
and that

others of you, to the number of some thousands as I learn,

are led on to look on all men of my creed as wolves and beasts

of prey, by this man Gashford. Adito it besides, the bare

fact that this man lives in society, walks the streets in broad

day I was about to say, holds up his head, but that he does

not and it will be strange, and very strange, I grant you."
"Oh! you are hard upon our friend," replied Sir John,

with an engaging smile.
" You are really very hard upon

our friend !

"

" Let him go on, Sir John," said Gashford, fumbling with

his gloves.
" Let him go on, I can make allowances, Sir

John. I am honoured with your good opinion, and I can

dispense with Mr. Haredale's. Mr. Haredale is a sufferer from

the penal laws, and I can't expect his favour."
" You have so much of my favour, sir," retorted Mr.

Haredale, with a bitter glance at tho third parly iu thnit
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conversation,
" that I am glad to see you in such good

company. You are the essence of your great Association, in

yourselves."

"Now, there you mistake," said Sir John, in Us most

benignant way.
" There which is a most remarkable cir

cumstance for a man of your punctuality and exactness,

Ilurcdale -you fall into an error. I don't belong to the body;
I have an immense respect for its members, but I don't belong
to it

; although I am, it is certainly true, the conscientious

opponent of your being relieved. I feel it my duty to be so
;

it is a most unfortunate necessity ;
and cost me a bitter

struggle. Will you try this box ? If you don't object to a

trifling infusion of a very chaste scent, you '11 find its flavour

exquisite."
"

I ask your pardon, Sir John," said Mr. Haredale,

declining the proffer with a motion of his hand, "for having
ranked you among the humble instruments who are obvious

and in all men's sight. . I should have done more justice to

your genius. Men of your capacity plot in secrecy and safety,

and leave exposed posts to the duller wits."
" Don't apologise, for the world," replied Sir John sweetly;

" old friends like you and I, may be allowed some freedom!*,

or the deuce is in it."

Gasliford, who had been very restless all this time, but had

not once looked up, now turned to Sir John, and ventured to

mutter something to the effect that he must go, or my lord

would perhaps be waiting.
" Don't distress yourself, good sir," said Mr. Ilaredalo,

"
I '11 take my leave, and, put you at your ease

" which he

was about to do without ceremony, when he was stayed by a

buzz and murmur at the upper end of the hall, and, looking
in that direction, saw Lord George Gordon coming on, witli a

crowd of people round him.

There was a lurking look of triumph, though very differ

ently expressed, in the facos of his two companions, which
made it a natural impulse on Mr. Haredale's part not to give

way before this leader, biit to stand there while he passed.
He drew himself up and, clasping his hands behind him,
looked on with a proud and scornful aspp<-t, while I or 1

Geor<ro slowly advanced (for the press was great about him!

t where they were standiu<r.

He hud left the Huuso of (-ommona but that moment, and
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had come straight down into the Hall, bringing with him, as

his custom was, intelligence of what had been said that night
in reference to the Papists, and what petitions had been

presented in their favour, and who had supported them, and
when the bill -was to be brought in, and when it would bo

advisable to present their own Great Protestant petition. All

this he told the persons about him in a loud voice, and with

gi'eat abundance of ungainly gesture. Those who were nearest

him made comments to each other, and vented threats and

murnmrings ;
those who were outside the crowd cried

"
Silence," and " Stand back," or closed in upon the rest,

endeavouring to make a forcible exchange of places : and so

they came driving on in a very disorderly and irregular way,
as it is the manner of a crowd to do.

When they were very near to where the Secretary, Sir

John, and Mr. Haredale stood, Lord George turned round

and, making a few remarks of a sufficiently violent and
incoherent kind, concluded with the usual sentiment, and called

for three cheers to back it. While these were in the act of

being given with great energy, he extricated himself from the

press, and stepped up to Gashford's side. Both he and Sir

John being Avell known to the populace, they fell back a little,

and left the four standing together.
" Mr. Haredale, Lord George," said Sir John Chester,

seeing that the nobleman regarded him with an inquisitive
look. " A Catholic gentleman unfortunately most unhappily
a Catholic but an esteemed acquaintance of mine, and once

of Mr. Gashford's. My dear Haredale, this is Lord George
Gordon."

"
I should have known that, had I been ignorant of his

lordship's person," said Mr. Haredale. "
I hope there is but

one gentleman in England who, addressing an ignorant and

excited throng, would speak of a large body of his fellow-

subjects in such injurious language as I heard this moment.
For shame, my lord, for shame !

"

"
I cannot talk to you, sir," replied Lord George in a loud

voice, and waving his hand in a disturbed and agitated
manner

;

" we have nothing in common."
" We have much in common many things all that the

Almighty gave us," said Mr. Haredale;
" and common cAarity,

not to say common sense and commc n decency, should teach

you to refrain from these proceedings. If every one of those
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men had arms in their hands at this moment, as they have

them in their heads, I -would not leave this place without

telling you that you disgrace your station."

"I don't hear you, sir," he replied in the same manner as

before
;
"I can't hear you. It is indifferent to me what you

say. Don't retort, Gashford," for the secretary had made a

show of wishing to do so ; "I can hold no communion with

the worshippers of idols."

As ho said this, he glanced at Sir John, who
.
lifted his

hands and eyebrows, as if deploring the intemperate conduct

of Mr. Haredale, and smiled in admiration of the crowd and
of their leader.

" He retort !

"
cried Haredale. " Look you here, my lord.

Do you know this man ?
"

Lord George replied by laying his hand upon the shoulder

of his cringing secretary, and viewing him with a smile of

confidence.

"This man," said Mr. Haredale, eyeing him from top to

toe,
" who in his boyhood was a tlxief, and has been from that

time to this, a servile, false, and truckling knave : this man.

who has crawled and crept through life, wounding the hand

he licked, and biting those he fawned upon : this sycophant,
who never knew what honour, truth, or courage meant

;
who

robbed his benefactor's daughter of her virtue, and married

her to break her heart, and did it, with stripes and cruelty :

tills creature, who has whined at kitchen windows for the

broken food, and begged for halfpence at our chapel doors :

tills apostle of the faith, whose tender conscience cannot bear

the altars where his vicious life was publicly denounced. Do

you know this man? "

"Oh, really you are very, very hard upon our friend!"

exclaimed Sir John.
" Let Mr. Haredale go on," said Gashford, upon whose

unwholesome face the perspiration had broken out during
this speech, in blotches of wet ;

"
I don't mind him, Sir John ;

it 's quite as indifferent to me what he says, as it is to my
lord. If he reviles my lord, as you have heard, Sir John,
how can I hope to escape ?"

"Is it not enough, my lord," Mr. Haredale continued,
"
that I, as good a gentleman as you, must hold my property,

such as it is, by a trick at which the state connives because of

these hard laws
;
and that we may not toanh our youth in

VOL. i. * A
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schools the common principles of right and wrong ;
but must

we be denounced and ridden by such men as this ! Here is a

man to head your No-Popery cry! For shame. For

fihame!"

The infatuated nobleman had glanced more than once at

Sir John Chester, as if to inquire whether there was any
truth in these statements concerning Gashford, and Sir John

had as often plainly answered by a shrug or look,
" Oh dear

me! no." He now said, in the same loud key, and in the

same strange manner as before :

"
I have nothing to say, sir, in reply, and no desire to hear

anything more. I beg you won't obtrude your conversation,

or these personal attacks, upon me. I shall not be deterred

from doing my duty to my country and my countrymen, by
any such attempts, whether they proceed from emissaries of

the Pope or not, I assure you. Come, Gashford ! "/

They had walked on a few paces while speaking, and were

now at the Hall-door, through which they passed together.
Mr. Haredale, without any leave-taking, turned away to the

river stairs, which were close at hand, and hailed the only
boatman who remained there.

But the throng of people the foremost of whom had

heard every word that Lord George Gordon said, and among
all of whom the rumour had been rapidly dispersed that the

stranger was a papist who was bearding him for his advocacy
of the popular cause came pouring oxtt pell-mell, and,

forcing the nobleman, his secretary, and Sir John Chester on

before them, BO that they appeared to be at their head,
crowded to the top of the stairs where Mr. Haredale waited

until the boat was ready, and there stood still, leaving him on

a little clear space by himself.

They were not silent, however, though inactive. At first

some indistinct mutterings arose among them, -which were

followed by a hiss or two, and these swelled by degrees into

a perfect storm. Then one voice said, "Down with the

Papists!" and there was a pretty general cheer, but nothing
more. After a lull of a few moments, one man cried out,
" Stone him

;

"
another,

" Duck him
;

"
another, in a stentorian

voice, "No Popery!" This favourite cry the rest re-echoed,

and the mob, which might have been two hundred strong,

joined in a general shout.

Mr. Haredalo had stood calmly on tbe brink of the steps,
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niitil thoy made this demonstration, when he looked round

contemptuously, and walked at a slo\v pace down the stairs.

Hn was pretty near the boat, when Gashford, as if without

intention, turned about, and directly afterwards a great stone

was thrown by some hand, in the crowd, which struck him on

the head, and made him stagger like a drunken man.

The blood sprung freely from the wound, and trickled down
his coat. He turned direct!}', and rushihg up the steps with

a boldness and passion which made them all fall back,
demanded :

" Who did that? Show me the man who hit me."

Not a soul moved
; except some in the rear who slunk off,

and, escaping to the other side of the way, looked on like

indifferent spectators.
"Who did that?" he repeated.

" Show me the man who
did it. Dog, was it you? It was your deed, if not your
hand I know you."
He threw himself on Gashford as he said the words, and

hurled him to the ground. There was a sudden motion in

the crowd, and some laid hands upon him, but his sword was

out, and they fell off again.

"My lord Sir John," he cried,
"
draw, one of you you

are responsible for this outrage, and I look to you. Draw, if

you are gentlemen." With that he struck Sir John upon the

breast with the flat of his weapon, and with a burning face

and flashing eyes stood upon his guard ; alone, before them
all.

For an instant, for the briefest space of time the mind can

readily conceive, there was a change in Sir John's smooth

face, such as no man ever saw there. The next moment, he

stepped forward, and laid one hand on Mr. Haredale's arm,
while with the other he endeavoured to appease the crowd.

"
My dear friend, my good Haredale, you are blinded with

passion it 's very natural, extremely natural but you don't

know friends from foes."
"

I know them all, sir, I can distinguish well
" he

retorted, almost mad with rage.
" Sir John, Lord George

do you hear me ? Are you cowards ?"
" Never mind, sir," said a man, forcing his way between

and pushing him towards the stairs with friendly violence,
"
never mind asking that. For God's sake, get away. What

caw you do against this number? And there are as many
AA'2
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more in the next street, who '11 be round directly," indeed

they began to pour in as he said the words "
you 'd be giddy

from that cut, in the first heat of a scuffle. Now do retire,

sir, or take my word for it you '11 be worse used than you
would be if every man in the crowd was a woman, and that

woman Bloody Mary. Come, sir, make haste as quick as

you can."

Mr. Haredale, who began to turn faint and sick, felt how
sensible this advice was, and descended the steps with his

unknown friend's assistance. John Grueby, (for John it was)

helped him into the boat, and giving her a shove off, which

sent her thirty feet into the tide, bade the waterman pull

away like a Briton
;
and walked up again as composedly as if

he had just landed.

There was at first a slight disposition on the part of the

mob to resent this interference
;
but John looking particularly

strong and cool, and wearing besides Lord George's livery,

they thought better of it, and contented themselves with

sending a shower of small missiles after the boat, which

plashed harmlessly in the water; for she had by this time

cleared the bridge, and was darting swiftly down the centre

of the stream.

From this amusement, they proceeded to giving Protestant

knocks at the doors of private houses, breaking a feAv lamps,
and assaulting some stray constables. But, it being whispered
that a detachi/ .ent of Life Guards had been sent for, they took

to their heels svith great expedition, and left the street quito
clear.
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CHAPTER XLIV.

thfr concourse separated, and, dividing into chance

clusters, drew off in various directions, there still remained

upon the seen 3 of the late disturbance, one man. This man
was Gaehford, who, bruised by his late fall, and hurt in a

much greater degree by the indignity he had undergone, and

the exposure of which he had been the victim, limped up and

down, breathing curses and threats of vengeance.
It was not the secretary's nature to waste his wrath in

words. While he vented the froth of his malevolence in these

effusions, he kept a steady eye on two men, who, having dis

appeared with the rest when the alarm was spread, had since

returued, and were now visible in the moonlight, at no great

distance, as they walked to and fro, and talked together.
Ho made no move towards them, but waited patiently on

the dark side of the street, until they were tired of strolling

backwards and forwards and walked away in company. Then
lie followed, but at some distance : keeping them in view,
without appearing to have that object, or being seen by them.

They went up Parliament Street, past Saint Martin's church,
nnd away by Saint Giles's to Tottenham Court Road, at the

back of which, upon the western side, was then a place called

the Green Lanes. This was a retired spot, not of the choicest

kind, loading into the fields. Great heaps of ashes
; stagnant

pools, overgrown with rank grass and duckweed; broken

tvu-ustiles
;
and the upright posts of palings long since carried

off for firewood, which menaced all heedless walkers with their

jngged and rusty nails
;
were the leading features of the land

scape ; while here and there a donkey, or a ragged horse,

tethered to a stake, and cropping off a wretched meal from the

-o stunted turf, were quite in keeping with the scene, and

n-ould have suggested (if the houses had not done so, sullici-

eutly, of themselves) how very poor the people were who lived

in the crazy huts adjacent, and how fool-hardy it might prove
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for one who carried money, or wore decent clothes, to walk

that way alone, unless by daylight.

Poverty has its whims and shows of taste, as wealth has.

Some of these cabins were turreted, some had false windows

painted on their rotten Avails
;
one had a mimic clock, upon a

craxy tower of four feet high, which screened the chimney ;

each in its little patch of ground had a rude seat or arbour.

The population dealt in bones, in rags, in broken glass, in

old wheels, in birds, and dogs. These, in their several ways
of stowage, filled the gardens ;

and shedding a perfume, not

of the most delicious nature, in the air, filled it besides with

yelps, and screams, and howling.
Into this retreat, the secretary followed the two men whom

he had held in sight ;
and here he saw them safely lodged, in

one of the meanest houses, which was but a room, and that of

small dimensions. He waited without, until the sound of

their voices, joined in a discordant song, assured him they
were making merry; and then approaching the door, by
means of a tottering plank which crossed the ditch in front,

knocked at it with his hand.
" Muster Gashford !

"
said the man who opened it, taking

his pipe from his mouth, in evident surprise.
"
Why, who 'd

have thought of this here honour ! Walk in, Muster Gash-

ford walk in, sir,"

Gashford required no second invitation, and entered with a

gracious air. There was a fire in the rusty grate (for though
the spring was pretty far advanced, the nights were cold), and

on a stool beside it Hugh sat smoking. Dennis placed a chair,

his only one, for the secretary, in front of the hearth; and

took his seat again upon the stool he had left when he rose to

give the visitor admission.
" What 's in the wind now, Muster Gashford? " he said, as

he resumed his pipe, and looked at him askew. "
Any orders

from head-quarters ? Are we going to begin ? What is it,

Muster Gashford ?
"

"
Oh, nothing, nothing," rejoined the secret uiy with a

friendly nod to Hugh.
" We have broken the ice, though.

We had a little spurt to-day eh, Dennis ?
"

" A very little one," growled the hangman.
" Not half

enough for me."
" Nor jne neither !

"
cried Hugh.

" Give us something to

do with life in it with life in it, master. Ha, ha !

"
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"
Why, you wouldn't," said the secretary, with his worst

expression of face, and in his mildest tones,
" have anything

to do, with with death in it ?
"

"
I don't know that," replied Hugh.

"
I 'm open to orders

I don't care
;
not I."

" Nor I !

"
vociferated Dennis.

" Brave fellows !

"
said the secretary, in as pastor-like a

voice as if he were commending them for some uncommon act

of valour and generosity.
"
By the bye

" and here he

stopped and warmed his hands : then suddenly looked up
" who threw that stone to-day ?

"

Mr. Dennis coughed and shook his head, as who should say,
" A mystery indeed !

"
Hugh sat and smoked in silence.

"It was well done?" said the secretary, warming his hands

again.
"

I should like to know that man."
"Would you?" said Dennis, after looking at his face to

assure himself that he was serious. "Would you like to

know that man, Muster Gashford ?
"

"
I should indeed," replied the secretary.

" Why then, Lord love you," said the hangman, in his

hoarsest ehtu-kle, as he pointed with his pipe to Hugh, "there

he sets. That's the man. My stars and halters, Muster

liashford," he added in a whisper, as he drew his stool close

to him and jogged him with his elbow, "what a interesting
blade he is ! He wants as much holding in as a thorough
bred bulldog. If it hadn't been for me to-day, he 'd have had
that 'ere Roman down, and made a riot of it, in another

minute."
" And why not?" cried Hugh in a surly voice, as he over-

hoard this last remark. " Where 's the good of putting things
off? Strike while the iron 's hot; that 's what I say."

" Ah ' "
retorted Dennis, shaking his head, with a kind of

pity for his friend's ingenuous youth ;

" but suppose the iron

an't hot, brother ? You must get people's blood up afore you
strike, and have 'em in the humour. There wasn't quite-

enough to provoke 'em to-day, I tell you. If you 'd had your
way, you 'd have spoilt the fun to come, and ruined us."

" Dennis is quite right," said Gashford, smoothly.
"

lie ie

perfectly correct. Bennis has great knowledge of the world."
"

I ought to have, Muster Gashford, seeing what a many
people I 've helped out of it, eh ?

"
grinned the hangman,

whiBpering the words behind his hand.
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The secretary laughed at this, just as much as Dennis coulO

desire, and when he had done, said, turning to Hugh :

" Dennis's policy was mine, as you may have observed.

You saw, for instance, how I fell when I was set upon. I

made no resistance. I did nothing to provoke an outbreak.

Oh dear no !

"

"
No, by the Lord Harry !

"
cried Dennis with a noisy

laugh,
"
you went down very quiet, Muster Gashford and

very flat besides. I thinks to myself at the time '
it 's all up

with Muster Gashford !

'

I never see a man lay flatter nor

more still with the life in him than you did to-day. He 's

a rough 'un to play with, is that 'ere Papist, and that 's the

fact."

The secretary's face, as Dennis roared with laughter, and

turned his wrinkled eyes on Hugh who did the like, might
have furnished a study for the Devil's picture. He sat quite
silent until they were serious again, and then said, looking
round :

" We are very pleasant here
;

so very pleasant, Dennis,
that but for my lord's particular desire that I should sup with

him, and the time being very near at hand, I should be

inclined to stay, until it wwuld be hardly safe to go homeward.
I come upon a little business yes, I do as you supposed.
It 's very flattering to you ; being this. If we ever should be

obliged and we can't tell, you know this is a very uncertain

world"
" I believe you, Muster Gashford," interposed the hangman

with a grave nod. " The uncertainties as I 've seen in refer

ence to this here state of existence, the Unexpected contin

gencies as have come about! Oh my eye!" Feeling the

subject much too vast for expression, he puffed at his pipe

again, and looked the rest.

"I say," resumed the secretary, in a slow, impressive way;
" \ve can't tell what may come to pass ;

and if we should be

obliged against our wills, to have recourse to violence, my
lord (who has suffered terribly to-day, as far as words can

go) consigns to you two bearing in mind my recommenda
tion of you both, as good staunch men, beyond all doubt and

suspicion the pleasant task of punishing this Haredale.

You may do as you please with-him or his, provided that you
show no mercy, and no quarter, and leave no two beams
of his house standing where the builder placed them. You
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may sack it, burn it, do with it as you like, but it must como
down

;
it must be razed to the ground ; and he, and all

belonging to him, left as shelterless as new-born infants

whom their mothers have exposed. Do you understand me?"
said Gashford, pausing and pressing his hands together

gently.
" Understand you, master !

"
cried Hugh.

" You speak

plain now. Why, this is hearty !

"

"
I knew you would like it," said Gashford, shaking him

by the hand
;
"I thought you would. Good night ! Don't

rise, Dennis: I would rather find my way alone. I may
have to make other visits here, and it 's pleasant to come and

go without disturbing you. I can find my way perfectly well.

Good night !

"

He was gone, and had shut the door behind him. They
looked at each other, and nodded approvingly : Dennis stirred

up the fire.

" This looks a little more like business !

" he said.
"
Ay, indeed !

"
cried Hugh ;

" this suits me !

"

"
I 've heerd it said of Muster Gashford," said the hang

man,
" that he 'd a surprising memory and wonderful firmness

that he never forgot, and never iiprgave. Let 'B drink his

health !

"

Hugh readily complied pouring no liquor on the floor

when he drank this toast and they pledged the secretary as

a man after '.heir own hearts in a bumper
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CHAPTER XLV.

WHILE the worst passions of the worst men were thus

working in the dark, and the mantle of religion, assumed to

cover the ugliest deformities, threatened to become the shroud
of all that was good and peaceful in society, a circumstance

occurred which once more altered the position of two persons
from whom this history has long been separated, and to whom
it must now return.

In a small English country town, the inhabitants of which

supported themselves by the labour of their hands in plaiting
and preparing straw for those who made bonnets and other

articles of dress and ornament from that material, concealed

under an assumed name, and living in a quiet poverty which

knew no change, no pleasures, and few cares but that of

straggling on from day to day in the one great toil for bread,
dwelt Damaby and his mother. Their poor cottage had

known no stranger's foot since they sought the shelter of its

roof live years before
; nor had they in all that time held any

commerce or communication with the old world from which

they had fled. To labour in peace, and devote her labour and

her life to her poor son, was all the widow sought. If happiness
can be said at any time to be the lot of one on whom a secret

SOITOW preys, she was happy now. Tranquillity, resignation,
and her strong love of him who needed it so much, formed

the small circle of her quiet joys ;
and while that remained

unbroken, site was contented.

For Bamaby himself, the time which had flown by, had

passed him like the wind. The daily suns of years had shed

no brighter gleam of" reason on his mind
;
no dawn had

broken on his long, dark night. He would sit sometimes

often for days together on a low seat bj
r the fire or by the

cottage door, busy at work (for he had learnt the art his

mother plied), avd listening, God help him, to the tales .she

would repeat as i hire to keep him in her sight. He had no
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recollection of these little narratives; the tale of yesterday
was new upon the morrow

;
but he liked them at the

moment; and when the humour held him, would remain

patiently within doors, hearing her stories like a little child,

and working cheerfully from sunrise until it was too dork to

see.

At other times, and then their scanty earnings were barely
sufficient to furnish them with food, though of the coarsest

sort, he would wander abroad from dawn of day until the

twilight deepened into night. Few in that place, even of the

children, could be idle, and he had no companions of his own
kind. Indeed there were not many who could have kept up
with him in his rambles, had there been a legion. But
there were a score of vagabond dogs belonging to the

neighbours, who served his purpose quite as well. With two

or three of these, or sometimes with a full half-dozen burking
at his heels, he would sally forth on some long expedition that

consumed the day ;
and though on their return at nightfall,

the dogs would come home limping and sore-footed, and

almost spent with their fatigue, Barnaby was up and off again
at sunrise with some new attendants of the same class, with

whom he would return in like manner. On all these travels,

Grip, in his little basket at his master's back, was a constant

member of the party, and when they set off in fine weather

and in high spirits, no dog barked louder than the raven.

Their pleasures on these excursions were simple enough.
A crust of bread and scrap of meat, with water from the

brook or spring, sufficed for their repast. Barnaby' s enjoy
ments were, to walk, and run, and leap, till he was tired ;

then to lie down on the long grass, or by the growing corn,

or in the shade of some tall tree, looking upward at the

light clouds as they floated over the blue surface of the sky,
and listening to the lark as she poured out her brilliant song.
Tin -re were wild-flowers to pluck the bright red poppy, the

gentle harebell, the cowslip, and the rose. There were birds

t> watch; fish; ants; worms
;

hares or rabbits, as they
durtod across the distant pathway in the wood and so were

gone : millions of living things to have an interest in, and lie

in wait for, and clap hands and shout in memory of, when

they had disappeared. In defaidt of these, or when they

wearied, there was the merry sunlight to hunt out, as it crept
in aslant through leaves and boughs of trees, and hid far
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down deep, deep, in hollow places like a silver pool, where

nodding branches seemed to bathe and sport ;
sweet scents of

summer air breathing over fields of beans or clover; the

perfume of wet leaves or moss ;. the life of waving trees, and

shadows always changing. When these or any of them tired,

or in excess of pleasing tempted him to shut his eyes, there

was slumber in the midst of all these soft delights, with the

gentle wind murmuring like music in his ears, and everything
around melting into one delicious dream.

Their hut for it was little more stood on the outskirts of

the town, at a short distance from the high road, but in a

secluded place, where few chance passengers strayed at any
season of the year. It had a plot of garden-ground attached,

which Barnaby, in fits and starts of working, trimmed, and

kept in order. Within doors and without, his mother

laboured for their common good; and hail, rain, snow, or

sunshine, found no difference in her.

Though so far removed from the scenes of her past life,

and with so little thought or hope of ever visiting them again,
she seemed to have a strange desire to know what happened
in the busy world. Any old newspaper, or scrap of intelli

gence from London, she caught at with avidity. The excite

ment it produced was not of a pleasurable kind, for her

manner at such times expressed the keenest anxiety and dread
;

but it never faded in the least degree. Then, and in stormy
winter nights, when the wind blew loud and strong, the old

expression came into her face, and she would be seized with a

fit of trembling, like one who had an ague. But Barnaby
noted little of this; and putting a great constraint upon
herself, she usually recovered her accustomed manner before

the change had caught his observation.

Grip was by no means an idle or unprofitable member of

the humble household. Partly by dint of Barnaby's tuition,

and partly by pursuing a species of self-instruction common to

his tribe, and exerting his powers of observation to the

utmost, he had acquired a degree of sagacity which rendered

him famous for miles round. His conversational powers and

surprising performances were the universal theme : and as

many persons came to see the wonderful raven, and none left

his exertions unrewarded when he condescended to exhibit,

which vas not always, for genius is capricious his earnings
fpnned an important item in the common stock. Indeed, the
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bird himself appeared to know his value well
; for though

he was perfectly free and unrestrained iii the presence of

Barnaby and his mother, he maintained in public an amazing
gravity, and never stooped to any other gratuitous per
formances than biting the ankles of vagabond boys (an
exercise in which he much delighted), killing a fowl or two

occasionally, and swallowing the dinners of various neigh

bouring dogs, of whom the boldest held him in great awe
and dread.

Time had glided on in this way, and nothing had happened
to disturb or change their mode of life, when, one summer's

night in June, they were in their little garden, resting from

the labours of the day. The widow's work was yet upon her

knee, and strewn upon the ground about her
;
and Barnaby

stood leaning on his spade, gazing at the brightness in the

wot, and singing softly to himself.
" A brave evening, mother ! If we had, chinking in our

pockets, but a few specks of that gold which is piled up
yonder in the sky, we should be rich for life."

" We are better as we are," returned the widow with a

quiet smile. " Let us be contented, and we do not want and
need not care to have it, though it lay shining at our feet."

"
Ay !

"
said Barnaby, resting with crossed arms on his

spade, and loeking wistfully at the sunset, "that's well

3iiough, mother; but gold's a good thing to have. I wish

that I knew where to find it. Grip and I could do much with

pold, be sure of that."
" What would you do ?

"
she asked.

"What! A world of things. We'd dress finely you
and I, I mean

;
not Grip keep horses, dogs, wear bright

colours and feathers, do no more work, live delicately and at

DUT ease. Oh, we 'd find uses for it, mother, and uses that

would do us good. I would I knew where gold was buried

IIo\v hard I 'd work to dig it up !

"

" You do not know," said his mother, rising from her seat,

ttud laying her hand upon his shoulder,
" what men liave

to Avin it, and how they have found, too late, that it

: '-litest at a distance, and turns quite dim and dull

\\hfii handled."

"Ay, ay; so you say; so you think," he answered, still

looking eagerly in the same direction. " For all that, mother.
1 shoidd like to try."
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"Do you not see," she said, "how red it is? Nothing
bears so many stains of blood, as gold. Avoid it. None
have such cause to hate its name as we have. Do not so

much as think of it, dear love. It has brought such misery
and suffering on your head and mine as few have known, and
God grant few may have to undergo. I would rather we
were dead and laid down in our graves, than you should ever

come to love it."

For a moment Barnaby withdrew his eyes and looked at

her with wonder. Then, glancing from the redness in the

sky to the mark upon his wrist as if he would compare the

two, he seemed about to question her with earnestness, when
a new object caught his wandering attention, and made him

quite forgetful of his purpose.
This was a man with dusty feet and garments, who stood,

bareheaded, behind the hedge that divided their patch 01

garden from the pathway, and leant meekly forward as if he

sought to mingle with their conversation and waited for his

^time^to speak. His face was turned towards the brightness,

too, but the light that fell up^n it showed that he was blind,

and saw it not.
" A blessing on those voices !

"
said the wayfarer.

"
I feel

the beauty of the night more keenly, when I hear them.

They are like eyes to me. Will they speak again, and cheer

the heart of a poor traveller ?
"

" Have you no guide ?
" asked the widow, after a moment's

pause.
" None but that," he answered, pointing with his staff

towards the sun
;

" and sometimes a milder one at night, but

she is idle now."
" Have you travelled far ?

"

" A weary way and long," rejoined the traveller as he

shook his head. " A weary, weary, way. I struck my stick

just now upon the bucket of your well be pleased to let me
have a draught of water, lady."

"Why do you call me lady?" she returned. "I am as

poor as you."
" Your speech is soft and gentle, and I judge by that,"

eplied the man. " The coarsest stuffs and finest silks, are

upart from the sense of touch alike to me. I cannot judge

you by your dress."
" Come round this way," said Barnaby, who had passed
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out at the garden gate and now stood cloae beside him.
" Put your hand in mine. You 're blind and always in the

dark, eh? Are you frightened in the dark? Do you see

great crowds of faces, now ? Do they grin and chatter ?
"

" Alas !

"
returned the other,

"
I see nothing. Waking or

sleeping, nothing."

Barnaby looked curiously at his eyes, and touching them
with his fingers, as an inquisitive child might, led him
towards the house.

" You have come a long distance," said the widow, meeting
him at the door. " How have you found your way so far ?

"

" Use and necessity are good teachers, as I have heard

the best of any," said the blind man, sitting down upon the

chair to which Barnaby had led him, and putting his hat and
stick upon the red-tiled floor.

"
May neither you nor your

son ever learn under them. They are rough masters."

"You have wandered from the road, too," said the widow,
'n a tone of pity.

.Maybe, maybe," returned the blind man witli a sigh, and

ith something of a smile upon his face,
" that 's likely.

Handposts and- milestones are dumb, indeed, to me. Thank

you the more for this rest, and this refreshing drink !

"

As he spoke, he raised the miig of water to his mouth. It

was clear, and cold, and sparkling, but not to his taste never-

"heless, or his thirst was not very great, for he only wetted

ais lips and put it down again.
He wore, hanging with a long strap round his neck, a kind

of scrip or wallet, in which to carry food. The widow set

some bread and cheese before him, but he thanked her, and
said that through the kindness of the charitable he had
broken his fast once since morning, and was not hungry.
When he had made her this reply, he opened his wallet, and
took out a few pence, which was nil it appeared to contain.

"Might I make bold to ask," he said, turning towards
whoro Barnaby stood looking on,

" that one who lias the gift
of sight, would lay this out for me in bread to keep me on

my way ? Heaven's blessing on the young feet that will

bestir themselves in aid of one so helpless as a sightless
man !

"

Barnaby looked at his mother, who nodded assent : in

another moment he was gone upon his charitable errand.

JTic blind man sat listening witli an attentive face, until long
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after tlie sound of his retreating footsteps was inaudible to the

widow, and then said, suddenly, and in a very altered tone :

" There are various degrees and kinds of blindness, widow.
There is the connubial blindness, ma'am, which perhaps j'ou

may have observed in the course of your own experience, and
which is a kind of wilful and self-bandaging blindness. There

is the blindness of part}
r
, ma'am, and public men, which is

the blindness of a mad bull in the midst of a regiment of

soldiers clothed in red. There is the blind confidence of

youth, which is the blindness of young kittens, whose eyes
have not yet opened on the world

;
and there is that physical

blindness, ma'am, of which I am, contrairy to my own desire,

a most illustrious example. Added to these, ma'am, is that

blindness of the intellect, of which we have a specimen in

your interesting son, and which, having sometimes glimmer
ings and dawnings of the light, is scarcely to be trusted as a

total darkness. Therefore, ma'am, I have taken the liberty
to get him out of the way for a short time, while you and I

confer together, and this precaution arising out of the delicacy
of my sentiments towards yourself, you will excuse me, ma'am,
I know."

Having delivered himself of this speech with many flourishes

of manner, he drew from beneath his coat a flat stone bottle,

and holding the cork between his teeth, qualified his mug of

water with a plentiful infusion of the liquor it contained.

He politely drained the bumper to her health, and the ladies,

and setting it down empty, smacked his lips with infinite

relish.
"

I am a citizen of the world, ma'am," said the blind man,

corking his bottle,
" and if I seem to conduct myself with

freedom, it is therefore. You wonder who I am, ma'am, and

what has brought me here. Such experience of human nuture

as I have, leads me to that conclusion, without the aid of oyes

by which to read the movements of your soul as depicted in

your feminine features. I will satisfy yoxir curiosity imme

diately, ma'am
; im-mediatcly." With that he slapped his

bottle on its broad buck, and having put it under his garment
as before, crossed his legs and folded his hands, and settled

himself in his chair, previous to proceeding any further.

The change in his manner was so unexpected, the craft and

wickedness of his deportment were so much aggravated by his

condition for wo nre accustomed to see in those who have
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lost a human sense, something in its place almost divine

and this alteration bred so many fears in her whom he

addressed, that she could not pronounce one word. After

waiting, as it seemed, for some remark or answer, and waiting
in vain, the visitor resumed :

"
Madam, my name is Stagg. A friend of mine who has

desired the honour of meeting with you any time these five

years past, has commissioned me to call upon you. I should

be glad to whisper that gentleman's name in your ear.

Zounds, ma'am, are you deaf? Do you hear me say that I

should be glad to whisper my friend's name in your ear ?
"

" You need not repeat it," said the widow, with a stifled

groan ;
"I see too well from whom you come."

" But as a man of honour, ma'am," said the blind man,

striking himself on the breast,
" whose credentials must not

be disputed, I take leave to say that I will mention that gentle
man's name. Ay, ay," he added, seeming to catch with hi?

quick ear the very motion of her hand,
" but not aloud.

With your leave, ma'am, I desire the favour of a whisper."
She moved towards him, and stooped down. He muttered

a word in her ear
; and, wringing her hands, she paced up

and down the room like one distracted. The blind man, with

perfect composure, produced his bottle again, mixed another

glass-full; put it up as before; and, drinking from time to

time, followed her with his face in silence.
" You are slow in conversation, widow," he said after a

time, pausing in his draught.
" We shall have to talk before

your son."
" What would you have me do? "

she answered. " What
do you want?"

" We are poor, widow, we are poor," he retorted, stretching
out his right hand, and rubbing his thumb upon its palm.

" Poor !

"
she cried.

" And what am I ?
"

"
Compai'isons are odious," said the blind man. " I don't

know, I don't care. I say that we are poor. My friend's

circumstances are indifferent, and so are mine. Wo must
have our rights', widow, or we must be bought off. But you
know that, as well as I, so where is the use of talking?

"

She still walked wildly to and fro. At length, stopping

abruptly before him, she said :

"
Is he near here ?

"

' He is. Close at band.'
VOL. I. B



870 BA11XAHY UUDGE.

" Then I am lost !

"

' : Not lost, widow," said the blind man, calmly; ''only
found. Shall I call him ?

"

" Not for the world," she answered, with a shudder.

"Very good," he replied, crossing- his legs again, for he

had made as though he would rise and walk to the door.

"As you please, widow. His presence is not necessary that

I know of. But both lie and I must live
;

to live, we must
eat and drink ; to eat and drink, we must have money :

I say no more."
" Do you know hew pinched and destitute 1 am ?

''
she

retorted. "
I do not think .you do, or can. If you had eyes,

and could look around you on this poor place, you would have

pity on me. Oh ! let your heart be softened by your own

affliction, friend, and have some sympathy with mine."

The blind man snapped his fingers as he answered :

" Beside the question, ma'am, beside the question. I

have the softest heart in the world, but I can't live upon it.

Many a gentleman lives well upon a soft head, who would

find a heart of the same quality a very great drawback.

Listen to me. This is a matter of business, with which

sympathies and sentiments have nothing to do. As a mutual

friend, I wish to arrange it in a satisfactory manner, if pos
sible

;
and thus the case stands. If you are very poor now,

it 's your own choice. You have friends who, in case of

need, are always ready to help you. My friend is in a more
destitute and desolate situation than most men, and you and

he being linked together in a common cause, he naturally
looks to you to assist him. He has boarded and lodged with

me a long time (for as I said just now, I am very soft-hearted),

and I quite approve of his entertaining this opinion. You
have always had a roof over your head

;
he lias always been

an outcast. You have your son to comfort and assist you ;

he has nobody at all. The advantages must not be all one

side. You are in the same boat, and we must divide the

ballast a little more equally."
She was about to speak, but lie checked her, and went on.
" The only way of doing this, is by making up a little purse

now and then for my friend
;
and that 's what I advise. lie

bears you no malice that I know of, ma'am : so little, that

flthough yoi
1 have treated him harshly more than once, and

driver, him, 1 may sa}', out of doors, lie has that regard for
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you that I believe, even if you disappointed him now, he

would consent to take charge of your son, and to make a man
of him."

He laid a great stress on these latter words, and paused aa

if to find out what effect they had produced. She only
answered by her tears.

" He is a likely lad," said the blind man, thoughtfully,
" for many purposes, and not ill-disposed to try his fortune in

a little change and bustle, if I may judge from what I heard

nf his talk with you to-night. Come. In a word, my friend

has pressing necessity for twenty pounds. You, who can give

up an annuity, can get that sum for him. It 's a pity you
should be troubled. You seem very comfortable here, and

it 's worth that much to remain so. Twenty pounds, widow,
is a moderate demand. You know where to apply for it

;
a

post will bring it you. Twenty pounds !

"

She was about to answer him again, but again he stopped
her.

" Don't say anything hastily ; you might be sorry for it.

Think of it a little while. Twenty pounds of other people's

money how easy ! Turn it over in your mind. I 'm in no

hurry. Night's coming on, and if I don't sleep here, I shall

not go far. Twenty pounds ! Consider of it, ma'am, for

twenty minutes
; give each pound a minute ; that 's a fair

allowance. I '11 enjoy the air the while, which is very mild

and pleasant in these parts."
With these words, he groped his way to the door, carrying

his chair with him. Then seating himself, under a spreading

honeysuckle, and stretching his legs across the threshold .so

that no person could pass in or out without his knowledge, he
took from his pocket a pipe, flint, steel, and tinder-box, and

bogan to smoke. It was a lovely evening, of that gentle kind,
mid at that time of year, when the twilight is most beautiful.

Pausing now and then to let his smoke curl slowly off, and to

sniff the grateful fragrance of the flowers, he sat there at his

ease as though the cottage were his proper dwelling, and he
had held undisputed possession of it all his life waiting fcr

the widow's answer and for Barnaby's return.
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CHAPTER XLVL

WHEN Barnaby returned -with the bread, the sight of the

pious old pilgrim smoking his pipe and making himself so

thoroughly at home, appeared to surprise even him
;
the more

so, as that worthy person, instead of putting up the loaf in

his wallet as a scarce and precious article, tossed it carelessly
on the table, and producing his bottle, bade him sit down and

drink.
" For I carry some comfort you see," he said.

" Taste that.

Is it good?"
The water stood in Barnaby's eyes as he coughed from the

strength of the draught, and answered in the affirmative.
" Drink some more," said the blind man

;
"don't be afraid

of it. You don't taste anything like that, often, eh ?
"

" Often !"' cried Barnaby.
" Never !

"

" Too poor ?
"
returned the blind man with a sigh.

"
Ay.

That 's bad. Your mother, poor soul, would be happier if she

was richer, Barnaby."

"Why, so I tell her the very thing I told her just before

you came to-night, when all that gold was in the sky," said

Barnab}-, drawing his chair nearer to him, and looking eagerly
in his face.

" Tell me. Is there any way of being rich, that

i could find out ?
"

'

Any way ! A hundred ways."

Ay, ay?" he returned. "Do you say so? What are

they ? Nay, mother, it 's for your sake I ask
;
not mine

;

for yours, indeed. What are they ?
"

The blind man turned his face, on which there was a smile

of triumph, to where the widow stood in great distress
;
and

answered,
"
Why, they are not to be found out by stay-at-homes, my

good friend."
"
By stay-at-homes!" cried Barnaby, plucking at his sleeve.

" But I am not one. Now, there you mistake. I am often
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out before the sun, and travel home when he h<ia gone to rest

I am away in the woods before the day has reached the shady

places, and am often there when the bright moon is pooping

through the boughs, and looking down upon the other moou
that lives in water. As I walk along, I try to find, among
the grass and moss, some of that small money for which sho

works so hard and used to shed so many tears. As I lio

asleep in the shade, I dream of it di^jam of digging it up in

heaps ;
and spying it out, hidden under bushes

;
and seeing it

sparkle, as the dew-drops do, among the leaves. But I never

find it. Tell me where it is. I 'd go there, if the journey
were a whole year long, because I know she would be happier
when I came home and brought some, with me. Speak again..

I '11 listen to you if you talk all night."
The blind man passed his hand lightly over the poor

fellow's face, and finding that his elbows were planted on the

table, that his chin rested on his two hands, that he leaned

eag-erly forward, and that his whole manner expressed the

utmost interest and anxiety, paused for a minute as though
he desired the widow to observe this fully, and then made
answer :

"
It 's in the world, bold Barnaby, the merry world

;
not

in solitary places like thoso you pass your time in, but in

^crowds, and where there 's noise and rattle."
" Good ! good !

"
cried Barnaby, rubbing his hands.

"Yes! I love that. Grip loves it too. It suits us both.

That 'B brave !

"

" The kind of places," said the blind man,
" that a young

fellow likes, and in which a good son may do more for his

mother, and himself to boot, in a month, than he could here

in all his life that is, if he had a friend, you know, and

some one to advise with."
" You hear this, mother ?

"
cried Barnaby, turning to her

with delight.
" Never tell me we shouldn't heed it, if it lay

shining at our feet. Why do we heed it so much now ?

"Why do you toil from morning until night ?
"

"Surely," said the blind man, "surely. Have you no

answer, widow ? Is your mind," he slowly added,
" not made

up yet ?
"

"
I/et me speak with you," sho answered,

"
apart."

"
L.iv your liund upon my sloeve," siiid Stagg, rising from

the table; "and l<-ail me where you will. Courajce, bold
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Barnaby. "We '11 talk more of this : I 've a fancy for you.
Wait there till I come back. Now, widow."

She led him out at the door, and into the little garden,
where they stopped.

" You are a fit agent," she said, in a half breathless

manner, "and well represent the man who sent you here."
"

I '11 tell him that you said so," Stagg retorted. " He hag

a regard for you, and will respect me the more (if possible) for

your praise. We must have our rights, widow."
"
Eights ! Do you know," she said,

" that a word from

me"
" Why do you stop ?

"
returned the blind man calmly,

after a long pause.
" Do I know that a word from you would

place .my friend in the last position of the dance of life ? Yes,
I do. What of that ? It will never be spoken, widow."
"You are sure of that?"
" Quite so sure, that I don't come here to discuss the

question. I say we must have our rights, or we must be

bought off. Keep to that point, or let me return to my young
friend, for I have an interest in the lad, and desire to put him
in the way of making his fortune. Bah ! you needn't speak,"
he added hastily; "I know what you would say: you have

hinted at it once already. Have I no feeling for you, because

I am blind ? No, I have not. Why do you expect me, being
in darkness, to be better than men who have their sight why
should you? Is the hand of Heaven more manifest in my
having no eyes, than in your having two ? It 's the cant of

you folks to be horrified if a blind man robs, or lies, or steals ;

oil yes, it 's far worse in him, who can barely live on the few

halfpence that are thrown to him in streets, than in you,
who can see, and work, and are not dependent on the mercies

of the world. A curse on you ! You who have five senses

may be wicked at your pleasure ;
we who have four, and want

the most important, are to live and be moral on our affliction.

The true charity and justice of rich to poor, all the world

over !

"

He paused a moment when he had said these words, and

caught the sound of money, jingling in her hand.
" Well?" ho cried, quickly resuming his former manner.

" That should lead to something. The point, widow ?
"

" First answer ine one question," she replied.
" You say

he is close at hand. Has he left London ?
"
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"
Being close at hand, widow, it would seem he has," re

turned the blind man.
"

I mean for good ? You know that."
"
Yes, for good. The truth is, widow, that his making a

longer stay there might have had disagreeable consequences,
lie lias come away for that reason."

"
Listen," said the widow, telling some money out, upon a

bench beside them. "Count."

"Six," said the blind man, listening attentively. "Any
more ?

"

"
They are the savings

"
she answered " of five years. Six

guineas."
He put out his hand for one of the coins

;
felt it carefully,

put it between his teeth, rung it on the bench
;
and nodded to

her to proceed.
" These have been scraped together and laid by, lest sick

ness or death should separate my son and me. They have

been purchased at the price of much hunger, hard labour,

and want of rest. If you can take them do on condition

that you leave this place upon the instant, and enter no

more into that room, where he sits now, expecting your
return."

" Six guineas," said the blind man, shaking his head,
"
though of the fullest weight that were ever coined, fall very

far short of twenty pounds, widow."
" For such a sum, as you know, I must write to a distant

part of the country. To do that, and receive an answer, I

must have time."
" Two days ?

"
said Stagg.

" More."
" Four days ?

"

" A week. Return on this day week, at the same hour,
but not to the house. Wait at the corner of the lane."

" Of course," said the blind man, with a crafty look,
" I

shall find you there ?
"

" Where else can I take refuge ? Is it not enough that you
have made a beggar of me, and that I have sacrificed my
whole store, so hardly earned, to preserve this home ?

"

"
Humph!" said the blind man, after some consideration.

me with my face towards the point you speak of, and in

the middle of the road. Is this the spot ?
"

"
It is."
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" On this day week at sunset And think of him within

doors. For the present, good night."
She made him no answer, nor did he stop for any. He

went slowly away, turning his head from time to time, and

stopping to listen, as if he were curious to know whether he

was watched by any one. The shadows of night were closing
fast around, and he was soon lost in the gloom. It was not,

however, until she had traversed the lane from end to end,

and made sure that he was gone, that she re-entered the

cottage, and hurriedly barred the door and window.
" Mother !

"
said Barnaby.

" What is the matter ? Where
is the blind man ?

"

" He is gone."
" Gone !

" he cried, starting up. "I must have more talk

with him. Which way did he take ?
"

"
I don't know," she answered, folding her arms about him

" You must iiot go out to-night. Ihcre are ghosts and dreams

abroad."
"
Ay ?

"
said Barnaby, in a frightened whisper.

"It is not safe to stir. We must leave this place to

morrow."
" This place ! This cottage and the little garden, mother !

"

" Yes ! To-morrow morning at sunrise. We must travel

to London
;

lose ourselves in that wide place there would be

some trace of us in any other town then travel on again, and

find some new abode."

Little persuasion was required to reconcile Barnaby to any

thing that promised change. In another minute, he was wild

with delight ;
in another, full of grief at the prospect of pa

ing with his friends the dogs ;
in another, wild again ;

then

he was fearful of what she had said to prevent his wandering
abroad that night, and full of terrors and strange questions.
His lightheartedness in the end surmounted all his other

feelings, and lying down in his clothes to the end that he

might be ready on the morrow, he soon fell fast asleep before

the poor turf fire.

His mother did not close her eyes, but sat beside him,

watching. Every breath of wind sounded in her ears like

that dreaded footstep at the door, or like that hand upon the

latch, and made the calm summer night, a night of horror.

At length the welcome day appeared. When she had made
*he little preparations which were needful for their journey,
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and had prayed upon her knees with many tears, she roused

Barnaby, who jumped up gaily at her summons.

His clothes were few enough, and to carry Grip was a

labour of love. As the sun shed his earliest beams upon the

earth, they closed the door of their deserted home, and turned

JIM :iv. The sky was blue and bright. The air was fresh and

filled with a thousand perfumes. Barnaby looked upward,
aud laughed with all his heaii.

But it was a day he usually devoted to a long ramble, and
one of the dogs the ugliest of them all came bounding up,
and jumping round him in the fulness of his joy. He had to

bid him go back in a surly tone, and his heart smote him
wLilt; he did so. The dog retreated; turned with a half-

incredulous, half-imploring look
;
came a little back

;
and

stopped.
It was the last appeal of an old companion and a faithful

friend cast off. Barnaby could bear no more, and as he
shook his head and waved his playmate home, he burst into

Inn.
" Oh mother, mother, how mournful he will be when he

scratches at the door, and finds it always shut !

"

There was such a sense of home in the thought, that though
her own eyes overflowed she would not have obliterated the

recollection of it, either from her own mind or from lu's, for

the wealth of the whole wide worli.
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CHAPTER XLYH.

Iw the exhaustless catalogue of Heaven's inorcies to man
kind, the power -we have of finding some germs of comfort in

the hardest trials must ever occupy the foremost place ;
not

only because it supports and upholds us when we most require
to be sustained, but because in this source of consolation there

is something, we have reason to believe, of the divine spirit ;

something of that goodness which detects amidst our own evil

doings, a redeeming quality; something which, even in our

fallen nature, we possess in common with the angels ;
which

had its being in the old time when they trod the earth, and

lingers on it yet, in pity.

How often, on their journey, did the widow remember with

a grateful heart, that out of his deprivation Barnaby's cheer

fulness and affection sprung ! How often did she call to mind
that but for that, he might have been sullen, morose, unkind,
far removed from her vicipus, perhaps, and cruel ! How
often had she cause for comfort, in his strength, and hope,
and in his simple nature ! Those feeble powers of mind which
rendered him so soon forgetful of the past, save in brief

gleams and flashes, even they were a comfort now. The
world to him was full of happiness ;

in every tree, and plant,
and flower, in every bird, and beast, and tiny insect whom a

breath of summer wind laid low upon the ground, lie had

delight. His delight was hers
;
and where many a wise son

would have made her sorrowful, this poor light-hearted idiot

filled her breast with thankfulness and love.

Their stock of money was low, but from the hoard she had

told into the blind man's hand, the widow had withheld one

guinea. This, with the few pence she possessed besides, was

to two persons of their frugal habits, a goodly sum in bank.

Moreover they had Grip in company ;
and when they imist

otherwise have changed the guinea, it was but to make him

exhibit outside an alehouse door, or in a village street, or in
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the grounds or gardens of a mansion of the better sort, and

scivs, who would have given, nothing in charity, were ready
to bargain for more amusement from the talking bird.

One day for they moved slowly, and, although they had

many rides in carts and waggons, were on the road a week

Barnuby with Grip upon his shoulder and his mother following,

begged permission at a trim lodge to go up to the great

house, at the other end of the avenue, and show his raven.

The man within was inclined to give them admittance, and
was indeed about to do so, when a stout gentleman with a

long whip in his hand, and a flushed face wliich seemed to

indicate that lie had had his morning's draught, rode up to

the gate, and called in a loud voice and with more oaths than

the occasion seemed to warrant to have it opened directly.

"Who hast thou got here?" said the gentleman angrily,
as the man threw the gate wide open, and pulled off his hat,
" who are these ? Eh ? ar't a beggar, woman ?

"

The widow answered with a curtsey, that they were poor
travellers.

"
Vagrants," said the gentleman, "vagrants and vagabonds.

Thee wish to be made acquainted with the cage, dost thee

the cage, the stocks, and the whipping-post ? Where dost

come from ?
"

She told him in a timid manner, for he was very loud,

)marse, and red-faced, and besought him not to be angiy,
lor they meant no harm and would go upon their way that

moment.
'

Don't be too sure of that," replied the gentleman,
" we

<!"ii't allow vagrants to roam about this place. I know what
th'>u want'st stray linen drying on hedges, and strsiy

poultry, eh '? What hast got in that basket, lazy hound ?
"

"
Grip, Grip, Grip Grip the clever, Grip the wicked, Grip

tin' knowing Grip, Grip, Grip," cried the raven, whom
Oaraaby had shut up on the approach of this stern personage.
"I'm a devil I'm a devil I '-m a devil, Never say die

Hurrah Bow wow wow, Polly put the kettle on we '11 nil

have tt-a."

" Take the virmin out, scoundrel," said the gentleman,
and let me see him."

Barnaby, thus condescendingly addressed, produced his bird,

but imt without much ft-ar and trembling, and set him down
ae Around; wli'uh ho hud no sooner done than Grij;
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drew fifty corks at least, and then began to dance
;
at the

Sdine Ulne eyeing the gentleman with surprising insolence of

manner, and screwing his head so much on one side that he

appeared desirous of screwing it off upon the spot.

The cork-drawing seemed to make a greater impression on

the gentleman's mind, than the raven's power of speech, and
was indeed particularly adapted to his habits and capacity.
He desired to have that done again, but despite his being

vory peremptory, and notwithstanding that Barnaby coaxed to

the utmost, Grip turned a deaf ear to the request, and

preserved a dead silence.
"
Bring him along," said the gentleman, pointing to the

house. But Grip,
;

^0fo had watched the action, anticipated
liis master, by hopping on before them

; constantly flapping
his wings, and screaming

" cook !

"
meanwhile, as a hint

perhaps that there was company coming, and a small

collation would be acceptable.

Barnaby and his mother walked on, on either side of the

gentleman on horseback, who surveyed each of them from

time to time in a proud and coarse manner, and occasionally
thundered out some question, the tone of which alarmed

Barnaby so much that he could find no answer, and, as a

matter of course, could make him no reply. On one of these

occasions, when the gentleman appeared disposed to exercise

his horsewhip, the widow ventured to inform him in a low

voice and with tears in her *yes, that her son was of weak
mind.

"An idiot, eh?" said the gentleman, looking at Barnaby
as he spoke.

" And how long hast been an idiot ?
"

" She knows," was Barnaby's timid answer, pointing to his

mother "
I always, I believe."

" From his birth," said the widow.
"

I don't believe it," cried the gentleman, "not a bit of it.

It 's an excuse not to work. There 's nothing like flogging
to cure that disorder. I 'd make a difference in him in ten

minutes, I '11 be bound."
" Heaven has made none in more than twice ten years, sir,"

said the widow mildly.
" Then why don't you shut him up ? we pay enough for

county institutions, damn 'em. But thou'd rather drag him

about to excite charity of course. Ay, I know thee."

Now this gentleman had various endearing appellations
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among his intimate friends. By some he was culled " a

country gentleman of the true school," by some " a fine old

country gentleman," by some "a sporting gentleman," by
some " a thorough-bred Englishman," by some " a genuine
John Bull

;

" but they all agreed in one respect, and that was,
that it was a pity there were not more like him, and that

because there were not, the country was going to rack and
ruin every day. He was in the commission of the peace, and

could write his name almost legibly ;
but his greatest quali

fications were, that he was more severe with poachers, was a

better shot, a harder rider, had better horses, kept better dogs,
could eat more solid food, drink more strong wine, go to bed

every night more drunk and get up every morning more

sober, than any man in the county. In knowledge of horse-

!!>! L he was almost equal to a farrier, in stable learning he

surpassed his own head groom, and in gluttony not a pig on
his estate was a match for him. He had no seat in Parliament

himself, but be was extremely patriotic, and usually drove his

voters up to the poll with his own hands. He was warmly
attached to church and state, and never appointed to the

living in his gift any but a three-bottle man and a first-rate

fox-hunter. He mistrusted the honesty of all poor people who
could read and write, and had a secret jealousy of his own

a young lady whom he had married for what his frieiids

called "the good old English reason," that her father's property

adjoined Ids own) for possessing those accomplishments in a

greater degree than himself. In short, Barnaby being an

idiot, and Grip a creature of mere brute instinct, it would be
vi i \ hard to say what this gentleman was.

He rode up to the door of a handsome house approached by
a great flight of steps, where a man was waitiug to take his

horse, and led the way into a large hall, which, spacious as it

was tainted with the fumes of last night's stale debauch.

: -coats, riding-whips, bridles, top-boots, spurs, and such

gear, were strewn about on all sides, nnd formed, with some

huge stags' antlers, and a few portraits of dogs and horses, its

principal embellishments.

Throwing himself into a great chair (in which, by the bye,
hr otten snored away the night, when lie had been, according
to his admirers, a finer country gentleman than usual'* he

the man tell his mistress to come down : and presently
there appeared, a little flurried, as it seemed, by the unwonted
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summons, a lady much younger than himself, who had the

appearance of being iu delicate health, and not too happy.
" Tlere ! Thou 'st no delight in following the hounds as aw

Englishwoman should have," said the gentleman.
" See to

this here. That'll please thee perhaps."
The lady smiled, sat down at a little distance from him,

and glanced at Barnaby with a look of pity.
" He 's an idiot, the woman says," observed the gentleman,

shaking his head;
"

I don't believe it."

" Are you his mother ?" asked the lady.
She answered yes.

"What's the use of asking her?" said the gentleman,

thrusting his hands into his breeches pockets.
" She '11 tell

thee so, of course. Most likely he 's hired, at so much a-day.
There. Get on. Make him do something."

Grip having by this time recovered his urbanity, conde

scended, at Barnaby's solicitation, to repeat his various

plirases of speech, and to go through the whole of his

performances with the utmost success. The corks, and the

never say die, afforded the gentleman so much delight that he

demanded the repetition of tlu's part of the entertainment,
Tintil Grip got into his basket, and positively refused to say
another word, good or bad. The lady too, was much amused
with him

;
and the closing point of his obstinacy so delighted

her husband that he burst into a roar of laughter, and
demanded his price.

Barnaby looked as though he didn't understand his

meaning. Probably he did not.
" His price," said the gentleman, rattling the money in his

pockets,
" what dost want for him ? How much ?"

" He 's not to be sold," replied Barnaby, shutting up the

basket in a great hurry, and throwing the strap over his

shoulder. "
Mother, come away."

" Thou seest how much of an idiot he is, book-learner,"
said the gentleman, looking scornfully at his wife. " He can

make a bargain. What dost want for him, old woman?"
" He is my son's constant companion," said the widow.

" He is not to be sold, sir, indeed."
" Not to be sold !" cried the gentleman, growing ten times

redder, hoarser, and louder than before. " Not to be sold !"
" Indeed no," she answered. " We have never thought o/

parting with him, sir, I do assure you."
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He was evidently about to make a very passionate retort,

when a few murmured words from his wifo happening to

(utrh his ear, he turned sharply round, and said, "Eh?
What?"

" We can hardly expect them to sell the bird, against
their own desire," she faltered.

" If they prefer to keep
him

"Prefer to keep him!" he echoed. " These people, who

go tramping about the country, a pilfering and vagabondising
on all hands, prefer to keep a bird, when a landed proprietor
and a justice asks .his price ! That old woman 's been to

school. I know she has. Don't tell me no," he roared to

tin- widow,
"

I say, yes."

Hai-naby's mother pleaded guilty to the accusation, and

hoped there was no harm in it.

"No harm!" said the gentleman. "No. No harm.

No harm, ye old rebel, not a bit of harm. If my clerk was

here, I 'd set ye in the stocks, I would, or lay ye in jail for

prowling up and down, on the look-out for petty larcenies, ye
limb of a gipsy. Here, Simon, put these pilferers out, shove

'em into the road, out with 'em ! Ye don't want to sell the

liird, ye that come here to beg, don't ye? If they an't out in

double-quick, set the dogs upon 'em !"

They waited for no further dismissal, but fled precipitately,

leaving the gentleman to storm away by himself (for .the poor

lady had already retreated), and making a great many vain

attempts to silence Grip, who, excited by the noise, drew
corks enough for a city feast as they hurried down the

avenue, and appeared to congratulate himself beyond measure
on having been the cause of the disturbance. When they
had nearly reached the lodge, another servant, emerging from
the shrubbery, feigned to be very active in ordering them oft',

but this man put a crown into the widow's hand, and

whispering that his lady sent it, thrust them gently from tho

gate.

This incident only suggested to the widow's mind, when
halted at an alehouse some miles further on, and heard

the justice's character as given by his friends, that perhaps

something more than capacity of stomach and tastes for tho

kennel and the stable, were required to form either a perfect

oouutry gentleman, a thorough-prod RpgUflunun, or a genuine
John Bull; and that possibly the tcrnia were bouiotiuxea
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misappropriated, not to say disgraced. She little thought

then, that a circumstance so slight would ever influence their

future fortunes; but time and experience enlightened her in

this respect.
"
Mother," said Barnaby, as they were sitting next day in

a waggon which was to take them to within ten miles of the

capital, "we're going to London first, you 'said. Shall we
see that blind man there?"

She was about to answer "Heaven forbid!" but checked

herself, and told him No, she thought not
; why did he ask ?

"He's a wise man," said Barnaby, with a thoughtful
countenance. "

I wish that we may meet with him ngain.
What was it that he said of crowds ? That gold was to be

found where people crowded, and not among the trees and in

such quiet places ? He spoke as if he loved it
; London is a

crowded place ;
I think we shall meet him there."

" But why do you desire to see him, love?" she asked.
"
Becaiise," said Barnaby, looking wistfidly at her,

" he

talked to me about gold, which is a rare thing, and say what

you will, a thing you would like to have, I know. And
because he came and went away so strangely just as white-

headed old men come sometimes to my bed's foot in the night,
and say what I can't remember when the bright day returns.

He told me he 'd come back. I wonder why he broke his

word!" .

" But you never thought of being rich or gay, before, dear

Barnaby. You have always been contented."

He laughed and bade her say that again, then cried,
"
Ay

ay oh yes," and laughed once more. Then something

passed that caught his fancy, and the topic wandered from

his mind, and was succeeded by another just as fleeting.

But it was plain from what he had said, and from his

returning to the point more than once that day, and on the

next, that the blind man's visit, and indeed his words, had

taken strong possession of his mind. Whether the idea of

wealth had occurred to him for the first time on looking at

the golden clouds that evening and images were often pre
sented to his thoughts by outward objects quite as remote ana

distant
;
or whether their poor and humble way of life had

suggested it, by contrast, long ago ;
or whether the accident

(as he would deem it) of the blind man's pursuing the current

of his own remarks, had done so at the moment or he had
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her-n impressed by the mere circumstance of the man
blind, and, therefore, unlike any one with whom he had
talked before

;
it was impossible to tell. She tried every

Ti leans to discover, but in vain; and the probability is that

Burzinby himself was equally in the dark.

It filled her with uneasiness to find him harping on tin's

string, but all that she could do, was to lead him quickly to

some other subject, and to dismiss it from his brain. To
caution him against their visitor, to show any fear or suspicion
in reference to him, would only be, she feared, to increase

that interest with which Barnaby regarded him, and to

Strengthen his desire to meet him once again. She hoped,

by plunging into the crowd, to rid herself of her terrible

pursuer, and then, by journeying to a distance and observing
increased caution, if that were possible, to live again unknown,
in secrecy and peace.

They reached, in course of time, their halting-place within

ten miles of London, and lay there for the night, after

bargaining to be carried on for a trifle next day, in a light

van which was returning empty, and was to start at five

o'clock in the morning. The driver was punctual, the road

good save for the dust, the weather being very hot and dry
and at seven in the forenoon of Friday the second of June,

one thousand seven hundred and eighty, they alighted at the

foot of "Westminster Bridge, bade their conductor farewell,

and stood alone, together, on the scorching pavement. For

the freshness which night sheds upon such busy thoroughfares
had already departed, and the sun was shining with un

common lustre.

T0tl. V O
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CHAPTER XLYIII.

UNCERTAIN where to go next, and bewildered by the crowd
of people who were already astir, they sat down in one of the

recesses on the bridge, to rest. They soon became aware that

the stream of life was all pouring one way, and that a vast

throiig of persons were crossing the river from the Middlesex

to the Surrey shore, in unusual haste and evident excitement.

They were, for the most part, in knots of two or tliree, or

sometimes half-a-dozen
; they spoke little together many of

them were quite silent
;
and hurried on as if they had one

absorbing object in view, which was common to them all.

They were surprised to see that nearly every man in this

great concourse, which still came pouring past, without

slackening in the least, wore in his hat a blue cockade
;
and

that the chance passengers who were not so decorated,

appeared timidly anxious to escape observation or attack, and

gave them the wall as if they would conciliate them. This,

however, was natural enough, considering their inferiority in

point of numbers
;
for the proportion of those who wore blue

cockades, to those who were dressed as usual, was at least

forty or fifty to one. There was no quarrelling, however : the

blue cockades went swarming on, passing each other when

they could, and making all the speed that was possible in

such a multitude
;
and exchanged nothing more than looks,

and very often not even those, with such of the passers-by as

were not of their number.
'

At first, the current of people had been confined to the two

pathways, and but a few more eager stragglers kept the road.

But after half an hour or so, the passage was completely
blocked up by the great press, which, being now closely

wedged together, and impeded by the carts and coaches it

encountered, moved but slowly, and was sometimes at a stand

for five or ten minutes together.
'i' the lapse of nearly two hours, the numbers began to
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diminish visibly, anil gradually dwindling away, by little and

little, left the bridge quite clear, save that, now and then,

some hot and dusty man with the cockade in his hat, and hi*

coat thrown over his shoulder, went panting by, fearful of

being too late, or stopped to ask which way his friends had

taken, and being directed, hastened on again like one re

freshed. In this comparative solitude, which seemed quite

strange and novel after the late crowd, the widow had for the

lirst time an opportunity of inquiring of an old man who
came and sat beside them, what was the meaning of that

great assemblage.
"
Why, where have you come from," he returned,

" that

you haven't heard of Lord George Gordon's great association ?

This is the day that he presents the petition against the

Catholics, God bless him !

"

" What have all these men to do with that ?
"
she asked.

" What have they to do with it !

"
the old man replied.

"
Why, how you talk ! Don't you know his lordship has

declared he won't present it to the house at all, unless it is

attended to the door by forty thousand good and true men at

least ? There 's a crowd for you !

"

" A crowd indeed !

"
said Barnaby.

" Do you hear that,

mother !

"

"And they're mustering yonder, as I am told," resumed
the old man,

"
nigh upon a hundred thousand strong. Ah !

Let Lord George alone. He knows his power. There '11 be

a good many faces inside them three windows over there,"

and he pointed to where the House of Commons overlooked

the river,
" that '11 turn pale when good Lord George gets up

this afternoon, and with reason too ! Ay, ay. Let his lord

ship alone. Let him alone. He knows !

" And so, with

much mumbling and chuckling and shaking of his forefinger,
he rose, with the assistance of his stick, and tottered off.

" Mother !

"
said Baruaby,

" that's a brave crowd he talks

of. Come !

"

" Not to join it!
"

cried his mother.
''

Yes, yes," he answered, plucking at her sleeve.
" Why

not? Come!"
" You don't know," she urged, "what mischief they may

do, \vlit-rc they may load you, what their meaning is. Dear

Burnaby, for my sake
"

" For your sake ' "
lie cried, patting her hand. " Well ! It
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ix for your sake, motlier. You remember Avlint the Wind man
said. <about the gold. Here 's a brave crowd ! Come ! Ol
wait till I come back yes, yes, wait hero."

She tried with all the earnestness her fears engendered, to

turn him from his purpose, but in vain. lie was stooping
down to buckle on his shoe, when a hackney-coach passed
them rather quickly, and a voice inside called to the driver to

stop.
" '

"
Young man," said a voice within.

" Who 's that ?
"

cried Barnaby, looking up.
" Do you wear this ornament ?

"
returned the stranger,

holding out a blue cockade.

"In Heaven's name, no. Pray do not give it him !

"
ex

claimed the widow.
"
Speak for yourself, woman," said the man within the

coach, coldly. "Leave the young man to his choice; he's

old enough to make it, and to snap your apron-strings. He
knows, without your telling, whether he wears the sign of a

loyal Englishman or not."

Barnaby, trembling with impatience, cried " Yes ! yes, yes,

I do," as he had cried a dozen times already. The man
threw him a cockade, and cn'ing

" Make haste to Saint

George's Fields," ordered the coachman to drive on fast; and

left them.

With hands that trembled with his eagerness to fix the

bauble in his hat, Barnaby was adjusting it as he best could,

and hurriedly replying to the tears and entreaties of hi-s

mother, when two gentlemen passed on the opposite side of

the way. Observing them, and seeing how Barnaby was

occupied, they stopped, whispered together for an instant,

turned back, and came over to them.

"Why are you sitting here?" said one of them, who wan

dressed in a plain suit of black, wore long lank hair, and

carried a great cane. " Why have you not gone with the

rest ?
"

"
I am going, sir," replied Barnaby, finishing his task, and

putting his hat on with an air of pride.
"

I shall be there

directly."

"Say 'my lord,' young man, when his lordship does you
the honour of speaking to you," said the second gentleman

mildly.
" If you don't know Lord George Gordon when you

nee hin, it 'a high time you should."
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"
Nay, Gashford," said Lord George, as Barnaby pulled oflf

his hut again and made him a low bow,
"

it 's no great
matter on a day like this, which every Englishman will

ivnicmVr with delight and pride. Put on your hat, friend,

and follow us, for you lag behind and are late. It 's past
teii now. Didn't you know that the hour of assembling was
ten o'clock ?

"

Barnaby shook his head and looked vacantly from one to

the other.
" You might have known it, friend," said Gashford,

"
it was

perfectly understood. How came you to be so ill informed ?
"

" He cannot tell you, sir," the widow interposed.
"

It 's of

no use to ask him. We are but this morning come from a

long distance in the country, and know nothing of these

matters."
" The cause has taken a deep root, and has spread its

branches far and wide," said Lord George to his secretary.
" This is a pleasant hearing. I thank Heaven for it."

" Amen !

"
cried Gashford with a solemn face.

" You do not understand me, my lord," said the widow.
" Pardon me, but you cruelly mistake my meaning. We
know nothing of these matters. We have no desire or right
to join in what you are about to do. This is my son, my
poor afflicted son, dearer to me than my own life. In mercy's
name, my lord, go your way alone, and do not tempt him
into danger !

"

" My good woman," said Gashford,
" how can you ! Dear

me ! What do you mean by tempting, and by danger ? Do
you think his lordship is a roaring lion, going about and

seeking whom he may devour ? God bless me !

"

"
No, no, my lord, forgive me," implored the widow,

laying both her hands upon his breast, and scarcely knowing
what she did, or said, in the earnestness of her supplication,
" but there are reasons why you should hear my earnest,

mother's prayer, and leave my son with me. Oh do. He is

not in his ri^ht senses, he is not, indeed !

"

"
It is a bad sign of the wickedness of these times," said

Lord George, evading her touch, and colouring deeply,
" that

those who cling to the truth and support the right cause, are

*et down as mad. Have you the heart to say this of your
own son, unnatural mother !

"

"
I am astonished at you!" said Gasliford, with a kiud
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of meek severity. "This is a very sad picture of female

depravity."
" He has surely no appearance," said Lord George, glancing

at Barnaby, and whispering in liis secretary's ear,
" of being

deranged ? And even if he had, we must not construe any

trifling peculiarity into madness. Which of us " and here

he turned red again
" would be safe, if that were made

the law !

"

" Not one," replied the secretary ;
"in that case, the

greater the zeal, the truth, and talent
;
the more direct the

call from above
;
the clearer would be the madness. With

regard to this young man, my lord," he added, with a lip that

slightly curled as he looked at Barnaby, who stood twirling
his hat, and stealthily beckoning them to come away, "he is

as sensible and self-possessed as any one I ever saw."
" And you desire to make one of this great body?" said

Lord George, addressing him
;

" and intended to make one,
did you ?

"

" Yes yes," said Barnaby, with sparkling eyes. "To be

sure I did ! I told her so myself."
"

I see," replied Lord George, with a reproachful glance at

tiie unhappy mother. "
I thought so. Follow me and this

gentleman, and you shall have your wish."

Barnaby kissed his mother tenderly on the cheek, and

bidding her be of good cheer, for their fortunes were both

made now, did as he was desired. She, poor woman,
followed too with how much fear and grief it would be hard

to teU.

They passed quickly through the Bridge-road, where the

shops were all shut up (for the passage of the great crowd

and the expectation of their return had alarmed the tradesmen

for their goods and windows), and where, in the upper

stories, all the inhabitants were congregated, looking down
into the street below, with faces variously expressive of alarm,

of interest, expectancy, and indignation. Some of these

applauded, and some hissed
;
but regardless of these inter

ruptions for the noise of a vast congregation of people at a

little distance, sounded in his ears like the roaring of a sea

Lord George Gordon quickened his pace, and presently arrived

before Saint George's Fields.

They were really tields at that time, and of considerable

Here an iiuinense multitude was collected, bearing
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flags of various kiuds and sizes, but all of the same colour

blue, like the cockades some sections marching to and fix) in

military array, and others drawn up in circles, squares, and
lines. A large portion, both of the bodies which paraded the

ground, and of those which remained stationary, were occupied
in singing hymns or psalms. With whomsoever this origi

nated, it was well done
;

for the sound of so many thousand

voices in the air must have stirred the heart of any man
within him, and could not fail to have a wonderful effect upon
enthusiasts, however mistaken.

Scouts had been posted in advance of the great body, to give
notice of their leader's coming. These falling back, the word

was quickly passed tlvrough the whole host, and for a short

interval there ensued a profound and death-like silence, during
which the mass was so still and quiet, that the fluttering of a

banner caught the eye, and became a circumstance of note.

Then they burst into a tremendous shout, into another, and

another; and the air seemed rent and shaken, as if by the

discharge of cannon.
" Gasliford !

"
cried Lord George, pressing his secretary's

arm tight within his own, and speaking with as much emotion

in his voice, as in his altered face,
"

I am called indeed, now.

I feel and know it. I am the leader of a host. If they sum
moned me at this moment with one voice to lead them on to

death, I
?

d do it Yes. and fall first myself !

"

"
It is a proud sight," said the secretary. "It is a noble

day for England, and for the great cause throughout tho

world. Such homage, my lord, as I, an humble but devoted

man, can render
"

" What are you doing !

"
cried his master, catching him by

both hands
;
for he had made a show of kneeling at his feet ;

" Do not unfit me, dear Gashford, for the solemn duty of this

glorious day
"

the tears stood in the eyes of the poor

gentleman as he said the words. " Let us go among them
;

we have to find a place in some division for this new recruit

give me your hand."

Gashford slid his cold insidious palm into his master's

grasp, and so, hand in hand, and followed still by Harnaby
and by his mother too. they mingled with the concourse.

Tl-ey hud by this time taken to their singing again, and as

tliuir leader passed between their ranks, they raised their

voices to their utmost. Mary of those who were banded
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together to support the religion of their country, oven unto

death, had never heard a hyinn or psalm in all their lives. But
these fellows having for the most part strong lungs, and being

naturally fond of singing, chanted any ribaldry or nonsense

that occurred to them, feeling pretty certain that it would not

be detected in the general chorus, and not caring very much
if it were. Many of these voluntaries were sung under the

very nose of Lord George Gordon, who, quite unconscious of

their burden, passed on with his usual stiff and 1 solemn

deportment, very much edified and delighted by the pious
conduct of his followers.

So they went on and on, up this line, down that, round the

exterior of this circle, and on every side of that hollow square ;

and stilt there were lines, and squares, and circles out of number
to review. The day being now intensely hot, and the sun

striking down his fiercest rays upon the field, those who
carried heavy banners began to grow faint and weary ; most
of the number assembled were fain to pull off their neckcloths,

and throw their coats and waistcoats open ;
and some, towards

the centre, quite overpowered by the excessive heat, which

was of course rendered more unendurable by the multitude

around them, lay down upon the grass, and offered all they
had about them for a drink of water. Still, no man left the

ground, not even of those who were so distressed
; still, Lord

George, streaming from every pore, went on with Gashford
;

and still Barnaby and his mother followed close behind them.

They had arrived at the top of a long line of some eight
hundred men in single file, and Lord George had turned his

head to look back, when a loud cry of recognition in that

peculiar and half-stifled tone which a voice has, when it is

raised in the open air and in the midst of a great concourse of

persons was heard, and a man stepped with a shout of

laughter from the rank, and smote Barnaby on the shoulders

with his heavy hand.
" How now !

" he cried. ''
Barnaby Rudge ! Why, where

have you been hiding for these hundred years !

"

Barnaby had been thinking within himself that the smell

of the trodden grass brought back his old days at cricket,

when he was a young boy and played on Chigwell Green.

Confused by this sudden ond boisterous address, he stared in

a bewildered manner at the man, and could scarcely say
"What! Hugh!"
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"Hugh!" echoed the other; "ay, Hugh Maypole Hugh!
You remember my dog ? He 's alive now, and will know you,
I warrant. What, vou wear the colour, do you ? \Vell

done ! Ha ha ha !

"
*

" You know this,young man, I see," said Lord George.
" Know him, my lord ! as well as I know my own right

hand. My captain knows him. We all know him."
" Will you take him into your division ?

"

"
It hasn't in it a better, nor a nimbler, nor a more active

man, than Barnaby Rudge," said Hugh.
" Show me tho

man who says it has ! Fall in, Barnaby. He shall march,

my lord, between me and Dennis; and he shall carry," he

added, taking a flag from the hand of a tired man who
tendered it,

" the gayest silken streamer in this valiant

army."
" In the name of God, no !

"
shrieked the widow, darting

forward. "
Barnaby my lord see he '11 come back Bar

naby Barnaby !

"

" Women in the field !

"
cried Hugh, stepping between

them, and holding her off.
" Holloa ! My captain there !

"

"What 's the matter here?" cried Simon Tappertit, bustling

up in a great heat. " Do you call this order ?
"

"
Nothing like it, captain," answered Hugh, still holding

her back with his outstretched hand. .

"
It 's against all

orders. Ladies are carrying off our gallant soldiers from
their duty. The word of command, captain ! They 're filing

off the ground. Quick !

"

" Close !

"
cried Simon, with the whole power of his lungs.

" Form ! March !

"

She was thrown to the ground ;
the whole field was in

motion
; Barnaby was whirled away into the heart of a douse

mass of men, and she saw bim no moro.
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CHAPTER XLIX.

THE mob had been divided from its first assemblage into

four divisions
;
the London, the Westminster, the Southwark,

and the Scotch. Each of these divisions being subdivided

into various bodies, and these bodies being drawn up in

various forms and figures, the general arrangement was,

except to the few chiefs and leaders, as unintelligible as the

plan of a great ba'ttle to the meanest soldier in the field. It

was not without its method, however
; for, in a very short

space of time after being put in motion, the crowd had
resolved itself into three great parties, and were prepared, as

had been arranged, to cross the river by different bridges, and

make for the House of Commons in separate detachments.

At the head of that division which had Westminster Bridge
for its approach to the scene of action, Lord George Gordon
took his post ;

with Gashford at his right hand, and sundry
ruffians of most unpromising appearance, forming a kind of

staff about him. The conduct of a second party whose route

lay by Blackfriars, was entrusted to a committee of manage
ment, including perhaps a dozen men : while the third, which

was to go by London Bridge, and through the main streets,

in order that their numbers and their serious intentions might
be the better known and appreciated by the citizens, were led

by Simon Tappertit (assisted by a few subalterns, selected

from the Brotherhood of United Bull-dogs), Dennis the hang
man, Hugh, and some others.

The word of command being given, each of these great
bodies took the road assigned to it, and departed on its way,
in perfect order and profound silence. That which went

through the City greatly exceeded the others in number, and

was of such prodigious extent that when the rear began to

move, the front was nearly four miles in advance, notwith

standing that the men marched three abreast and followed

very close upon each other.
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At the head of this party, in the place where Hugh, in the

madness of his humour, had stationed him, and walking
between that dangerous companion and the hangman, went

Barnaby ;
as many a man among the thousands who looked

on that day afterwards remembered well. Forgetful of all

other things in the ecstacy of the moment, his face flushed

and his eyes sparkling with delight, heedless of the weight of

the great banner he carried, and mindful only of its flashing
in the sun and rustling in the summer bree/e, on he went,

proud, happy, elated past all telling : the only light-heartod,

undesigning creature, in the whole assembly.
" What do you think of this ?

"
asked Hugh, as they passed

through the crowded streets, and looked up at the windows
which were thronged with spectators.

"
They have all turned

out to see our flags and streamers? Eh, Barnaby? Why,.
Barnaby 's the greatest man of all the pack ! Ilis flag's the

largest of the lot, the brightest too. There 's nothing in the

show, like Barnaby. All eyes are turned on him. Ha ha ha !

"

"Don't make that din, brother," growled the hangman,
glancing with no very approving eyes at Barnaby as he spoke :

"
I hope he don't think there 's nothing to be done, but

carrying that there piece of blue rag, like a boy at a breaking

up. You 're ready for action I hope, eh ? You, I mean," he

added, nudging Barnaby rouglily with his elbow. " What are

you staring at ? Why don't you speak ?
"

Barnaby had been gazing at his flag, and looked vacantly
from his questioner to Hugh.

" He don't understand your way," said the latter.
"
Here,

I '11 explain it to him. Barnaby old boy, attend to me."
"

I '11 attend," said Barnaby, looking anxiously round :

" but I wish I could see her somewhere."

"See who?" demanded Dennis in a gruf? tone. "You
an't in love I hope, brother ? That an't the sort ot' thing for

us, you know. Wo mustn't have no love here."
" She would be proud indeed to see me now, eh Hugh ?

"

said Barnaby.
" Wouldn't it make her glad to see me at the

head of this large show ? She 'd cry with joy, I know sh"

would. Where can she be. She never sees me at my best,

ami what do I care to be gay and fine if she
'

not by ?
"

"Why, what palaver's this?" asked Mr. Dennis with

supreme disdain. " We an't got no sentimental member*

among us, I hope."
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"Don't be uneasy, brother," cried Hugh,
" he's only talk

ing of his mother."
" Of his what ?

"
said Mr. Dennis with a strong oath.

" His mother."

"And have I combined myself with this here section, and
turned out on this here memorable day, to hear men talk

about their mothers !

"
growled Mr. Dennis with extreme

disgust.
" The notion of a man's sweetheart 's bad enough,

but a man's mother !

" and here his disgust was so extreme

that he spat upon the ground, and could say no more.
"
Barnaby 's right," cried Hugh with a grin,

" and I say
it. Lookee, bold lad. If she 's not here to see, it 's because

I 've provided for her, and sent half a dozen gentlemen, every
one of 'em with a blue flag (but not half as line as yours), to

take her, in state, to a grand house all hung round with gold
and silver banners, and everything else you please, where
she '11 wait till you come, and want for nothing."

"Ay!" said Barnaby, his face beaming with delight:
" have you indeed ? That 's a good hearing. That 's fine !

Kind Hugh !

"

" But nothing to what will come, bless you," retorted

Hugh, with a wink at Dennis, who regarded his new com

panion in arms with great astonishment.
"
No, indeed ?

"
cried Barnaby.

"
Nothing at all," said Hugh.

"
Money, cocked hats and

feathers, red coats and gold lace
;

all the fine things there are,

ever were, or will be
;
will belong to us if we are true to that

noble gentleman- the best man in the world carry our flags

for a few days, and keep 'em safe. That 's all we 've got to do."
" Is that all?

"
cried Barnaby with glistening eyes, as he

clutched his pole the tighter ;
"I warrant you I keep this one

safe, then. You have put it in good hands. You know me,

Hugh. Nobody shall wrest this flag away."
"Well said!" cried Hugh. "Ha ha! Nobly said!

That 's the old stout Barnaby, that I have climbed and leaped

with, many and many a day I knew I was not mistaken in

Karuaby. Don't you see man," he added in a whisper, as he

slipped to the other side of Dennis,
" that the lad 's a natural,

and can be got to do anything, if you take him the right

\>ay. Letting alone the fun he is, he's worth a dozen men,
in earnest, as you 'd find if you tried a fall with him. Leave

Inm to me. You shall soon see whether he
'

of uso or not."
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Mr Dennis received these explanatory remarks with many
nods and \viuks, and softened his behaviour towards Barnaby
from that moment. Hugh, laying his finger on his nose, stepped
back into his former place, and they proceeded in silence.

It was between two and three o'clock in the afternoon when
the three great parties met at Westminster, and, uniting into

one huge mass, raised a tremendous shout. This was not only
done in token of their presence, but as a signal to those on

whom the task devolved, that it was lime to take possession of

the lobbies of both Houses, and of the various avenues of

approach, and of the gallery stairs. To the last-named place,

Hugh and Dennis, still with their pupil between them, rushed

straightway ; Barnaby having given his flag into the hands of

one of their own party, who kept them at the outer door.

Their followers pressing on behind, they were borne as on a

great wave to the very doors of the gallery, whence it was

impossible to retreat, even if they had been so inclined, by
reason of the throng which choked up the passages. It is a

familiar expression in describing a great crowd, that a person

might have walked upon the people's heads. In this case it

was actually done
;

for a boy who had by some means got

among the concourse, and was in imminent danger of suffoca

tion, climbed to the shoulders of a man beside him and

walked upon the people's hats and heads into the open street ;

traversing in his passage the whole length of two staircases

and a long gallery. Nor was the swarm without less dense
;

for a basket which had been tossed into the crowd, was jerked
from head to head, and shoulder to shoulder, and went spin-

and whirling on above them, until it was lust to view,

without ever once falling in among them or coming near

the ground.

Through this vast throng, sprinkled doubtless here and
with honest zealots, but composed for the most part of

the very scum and refuse of London, whose growth was
d by bad criminal laws, bad prison regulations, and the

'

conceivable police, such of the members of both Houses
of Parliament as had not taken the precaution to l>e already
at their poste, were compelled to fight and force their way.
Their carriages were stopped and broken

;
the wheels

wrenched off
/

the glasses shivered to atoms; the panels
beaten in

; drivers, footmen, and masters, pulled from their

eats and rolled in the mud. Lords, commoners, and reveroml
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bishops, with little distinction of person or party, were
kicked and pinched and hustled

; passed from hand to hand

through various stages of ill-usage ;
and sent to their fellow-

senators at last with their clothes hanging in ribands about

them, their bagwigs torn off, themselves speechless and

breathless, and their persons covered with the powder which

had been cuffed and beaten out of their hair. One lord was
BO long in the hands of the populace, that the Peers as a body
resolved to sally forth and rescue him, and were in the act of

doing so, when he happily appeared among them covered

with dirt and bruises, and hardly to be recognised by those

who knew him best. The noise and uproar were on the

increase every moment. The air was filled with execrations,

hoots, and howlings. The mob raged and roared like a mad
monster as it was, unceasingly, and each new outrage served

to swell its fury.

Within doors, matters were even yet more threatening.
Lord George preceded by a man who carried the immense

petition on a porter's knot through the lobby to the door of

the House of Commons, where it was received by two officers

of the house who rolled it up to the table ready for presenta
tion had taken his seat at an early hour, before the Speaker
went to prayers. His followers pouring in at the same time,

the lobby and all the avenues were immediately filled, as we
have seen. Thus the members were not only attacked in

their passage through the streets, but were set upon within

the very walls of Parliament; while the tumult, both within

and without, was so great, that those who attempted to speak
could scarcely hear their own voices : far less consult upon
hhe course it woidd be wise to take in such extremity, or

animate each other to dignified and firm resistance. So sure

as any member, just arrived, with dress disordered and

dishevelled hair, came struggling through the crowd in the

lobby, it yelled and screamed in triumph ;
and when the

uoor of the House partially and cautiously opened by those

within for his admission, gave them a momentary glimpse of

the interior, they grew more wild and savage, like beasts at

the sight of prey, and made a rush against the portal, which

strained its locks and bolts in their staples, and shook the very
beams.

The strangers' gallery, which was immediately above the

door of the House, had been ordered to be closed on the first
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rumour of disturbance, and was empty; save that now and

tli-'ii Lord George took his seat there, for the convenience of

coming to the head of the stairs which led to it, and repeating
to the people what had passed within. It was on these stairs

tint Ilarnuby, Hugh, and Dennis were posted. There were

two flights, short, steep, and narrow, running parallel to each

other, and leading to two little doors communicating with a

low pst.ssage which opened on the gallery. Between them was
a kind of well, or unglazed skylight, for the admission of light

and air into the lobby, which might be some eighteen or

twenty feet below. .

Upon one of these little staircases not that at the head of

which Lord George appeared from time to time, but the other

Gashford stood with his elbow on the bannister, and his

cheek resting on his hand, with his usual crafty aspect.
Whenever he varied this attitude in the slightest degree so

much as by the gentlest motion of his arm the uproar was
certain to increase, not merely there, but in the lobby below

;

from wliich place, no doubt, some man who acted as fugleman
to the rest, was constantly looking up and watching him.

" Order !

"
cried Hugh, in a voice wliich made itself heard

even above the roar and tumult, as Lord George appeared at

the top of the staircase.
" News ! News from my lord !

"

The noise continued, notwithstanding his appearance, until

Gashford looked round. There was silence immediately
even among the people in the passages without, and on the

other staircases, who could neither see nor hear, but to whom,

notwithstanding, the signal was conveyed with marvellous

rapidity.
"
Gentlemen," said Lord George, who was very pale and

agitated,
" We must be firm. They talk of delays, but we

must have no delays. They talk of taking \oiir petition into

consideration next Tuesday, but we must have it considered

now. Present appearances look bad for our success, but we
must succeed and will !

"

" We must succeed and will !

"
echoed the crowd. And sc

among their shouts and cheers and other cries, ho bowed to

them and retired, and presently came back ngnin. There WUB
another gesture from Gashford, and a dead silence directly.

"
I am afraid," he said, this time,

" that we have little

reason, gentlemen, to hope for any redress from the proceed

ings of Parliament. But we must redress our own grievances,
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we must meet again, we must put our trust in Providence,
and it will bless our endeavours."

This speech being a little more temperate than the last,

was not so favourably received. When the noise and exasper
ation were at their height, he came back once more, and told

them that the alarm had gone forth for many miles round
;

that when the King heard of their assembling together in

that great body, he had no doubt, His Majesty would send

down private orders to have their wishes complied with
;
and

with the manner of his speech as childish, irresolute, and

uncertain as his matter was proceeding in this strain, when
two gentlemen suddenly appeared at the door where he stood.

and pressing past him and coming a step or two lower down

upon the stairs, confronted the people.
The boldness of this action quite took them by surprise.

They were not the less disconcerted, when one of the gentle

men, turning to Lord George, spoke thus in a loud voice

that they might hear liim well, but quite coolly and collectedly.
" You may tell these people, if you please, my lord, that

I am General Conway of whom they have heard
;
and that I

oppose this petition, and all their proceedings, and yours. I

am a soldier, you may tell them, and I will protect the freedom

of this place with my sword. You see, my lord, that the

members of this House are all in arms to-day ; you know that

the entrance .to it is a narrow one
; you cannot be ignorant

that there are men within these walls who are determined to

defend that pass to the last, and before whom many lives must
fall if your adherents persevere. Have a care what you do."

" And my Lord George," said the other gentleman, address

ing him in like manner,
"

I desire them to hear this, from me
Colonel Gordon your near relation. If a man among this

crowd, whose uproar strikes us deaf, crosses the threshold of

the House of Commons, I swear to run my sword that moment
not into his, but into your body !

"

With that, they stepped back again, keeping their faces

towards the crowd
;
took each an arm of the misguided noble-

inan ; drew him into the passage, and shut the door
;
which

they directly locked and fastened on the inside.

This was so quickly done, and the demeanour of both gentle
men who were not young men cither was so gallant and

resolute, that the crowd faltered and stared at each other with

irresolute and timid looks. Many tried to turn towards the
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door
;
some of tho faintest-hearted cried that they had best go

back, and called to those beliind to give way ;
and the panic

and confusion were increasing rapidly, when Gasliford whis

pered Hugh.
" What now! "

Hugh roared aloud, turning towards them.
" Why go back ? Where can you do better than here, boys !

One good rush against these doors and one below at tho same

time, will do the business. Rush on, then ! As to tho door

below, let those stand back who are afraid. Let those who
are not afraid, try who shall be the first to pass it. Hero

goes ! Look out down there !

"

Without the delay of an instant, he threw himself headlong
over the banisters into the lobby below. He had hardly
touched the ground when Barnaby was at his side. The

chaplain's assistant, and some members who were imploring
the people to retire, immediately withdrew

;
and then, with u

great shout, both crowds threw themselves against the doors

pell-mell, and besieged the House in earnest.

At that moment, when a second onset must have brought
them into collision with those who stood on the defensive

within, in which case great loss of life and bloodshed would

inevitably have ensued, the hindmost portion of the crowd

gave way, and the rumour spread from mouth to mouth that

a messenger had been despatched by water for the militaiy,
who were forming in the street. Fearful of sustaining a

charge in the narrow passages in which they were so closely

wedged together, the throng poured out as impetuously as

they had nocked in. As the whole stream turned at once,

Barnaby and Hugh went with it : and so, fighting and

struggling and trampling on fallen men and being trampled
on in turn themselves, they and the whole mass floated by
degrees into the open street, where a large detachment of the

Guards, both horse and foot, came hurrying up ; clearing tho

ground before them so rapidly that the people seemed to melt

as they advanced.

The word of command to halt being given, the soldiers

formed across the street
;
the rioters, breathless and exhausted

with their late exertions, formed likewise, though in a very

irregular and disorderly manner. The commanding officer

rode hastily into the open space between the two bodiea

accompanied by a magistrate and an officer of the House oi

Commons, for whose accouiimodatior a couple of troopers had
VOL. L D D
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hastily dismounted. The Riot Act was read, but not a man
stirred.

In the first rank of the insurgents, Barnaby and Hugh
stood side by side. Somebody had thrust into Barnaby's
hands when he came out into the street, his precious flag ;

which, being now rolled up and tied round the pole, looked

like a giant quarter-staff as he grasped it firmly and stood

upon his guard. If ever man believed with his whole heart

and soul that he was engaged in a just cause, and that he was
bound to stand by his leader to the last, poor Barnaby believed

it of himself and Lord George Gordon.

After an ineffectual attempt to make himself heard, the

magistrate gave the word and the Horse Guards came riding
in among the crowd. But, even then, he galloped here and

there, exhorting the people to disperse ; and, although heavy
stones were thrown at the men, and some were desperately
cut and bruised, they had no orders but to make prisoners of

euch of the rioters as were the most active, and to drive the

people back with the flat of their sabres. As the horses came
in among them, the throng gave way at many points, and the

Guards, following up their advantage, were rapidly clearing
the ground, when two or three of the foremost, who were in

a manner cut off from the rest by the people closing round

them, made straight towards Barnaby and Hugh, who had no

doubt been pointed out as the two men who dropped into the

lobby : laying about them now with some effect, and inflicting

on the more turbulent of their opponents, a few slight flesh

wounds, under the influence of which a man dropped, hero

and there, into the arms of his fellows, amid much groaning
and confusion.

At the sight of gashed and bloody faces, seen for a moment
in the crowd, then hidden by the press around them, Barnaby
turned pale and sick. But he stood his ground, and grasping
his pole more firmly yet, kept his eye fixed upon the nearest

soldier nodding his head meanwhile, as Hugh, with a scowl

ing visage, whispered in his ear.

The soldier came spurring on, making his hor?'? rear as the

people pressed about him, cutting at the hands of those who
would have grasped his rein and forced his charger back, and

waving to his comrades to follow and still Barnaby, without

retreating an inch, waited for his coming. Some called to

him to flj', and some wcro in the very act of closing round





"THE POLE SWEPT TUB AIR ABOVE THE PEOPLE'S HEADS, AND THE MAN'S SADDLE
WAS EMPTY IN AN INSTANT."
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him, to prevent his being taken, when the pole swept the air

above the people's heads, and the man's saddle was empty in

an instant.

Then, ho and Hugh turned and fled
;
the crowd opening to

let them pass, and closing up again so quickly that there was
no clue to the course they had taken. Panting for breath,

hot, dusty, and exhausted with fatigue, they reached the river

aido in safety, and getting into a boat with all despatch were

soon out of any immediate danger.
As they glided down the river, they plainly heard the

people cheering ;
and supposing they might have forced the

soldiers to retreat, lay upon their oars for a few minutes,
uncertain whether to return or not. But the crowd passing

along Westminster Bridge, soon assured them that the popu
lace wero dispersing ;

and Hugh rightly guessed from this,

that they had cheered the magistrate for offering to dismiss

the military on condition of their immediate departure to their

several homes, and that he and Barnaby were better where

they were. He advised, therefore, that they should proceed
to Blackfriars, and, going ashore at the bridge, make the best

of their way to The Boot
;
where there was not only good

entertainment and safe lodging, but where they would cer

tainly be joined by many of their late companions. Barnaby

assenting, they decided on this course of action, and pulled for

Blackfriars accordingly.

They landed at a critical time, and fortunately for them
selves at the right moment. For, coming into Fleet Street,

they found it in an unusual stir
;
and inquiring the cause,

wero told that a body of Horse Guards had just gaHoped past,

and that they were escorting some rioters whom they had

made prisoners, to Newgate for safety. Not at all ill-pleased

to have so narrowly escaped* the cavalcade, they lost no mon>
time in asking questions, but hurried to The Boot with as

much speed as Hugh considered it prudent to make, without

appearing singular or attracting aa inconvenient fiharo of

public notice.



404 BARNABY KUDOS.

CHAPTER L.

THEY were among; the first to reach the tavern, but they
had not been there many minutes, when several groups of

men who had formed part of the crowd, came straggling in.

Among them were Simon Tappertit and Mr. Dennis
;
both of

whom, but especially the latter, greeted Bamaby with the

utmost warmth, and paid him many compliments on the

prowess he had shown.
"
Which," said Dennis, with an oath, as he rested his

bludgeon in a corner with his hat upon it, and took his seat

at the same table with them,
"

it does me good to think of.

There was a opportunity ! But it led to nothing. For my
part, I don't know what would. There 's no spirit among
the people in these here times. Bring something to eat and

drink here. I 'm disgusted with humanity."
"On what account?" asked Mr. Tappertit, who had been

quenching his fiery face in a half-gallon can. " Don't you
consider this a good beginning, mister?

"

" Give me security that ~t an't a ending," rejoined the

hangman.
" When that soldier went down, we might have

made London ours ; but uo
;

we stand, and gape, and look

on the justice (I wish he had had a bullet in each eye, as he

would have had, if we 'd gone to work my way) says
' My

lads, if you '11 give me your word to disperse, I '11 order off

the military,' our people sets up a hurrah, throws up the

game with the winning cards in their hands, and skulks away
like a pack of tame curs as they are. Ah," said the hang
man, in a tone of deep disgust,

"
it makes me blush for my

feller creeturs. 1 wish 1 had been born a ox, I do !
"

" You'd have been quite as agreeable a character if yon
had been, I think," returned Simon Tappertit, going out in a

lofty manner.

"Don't be too sure of that," rejoined the hangman, culling

after him ;
"if I was a horned animal at the present
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with the smallest grain of sense, I 'd toss every man in thai

company, excepting them two," meaning Hugh and Barnaby
"for his manner of conducting himself thia day."
With which mournful review of their proceedings, Mr.

Dennis sought consolation in cold boiled beef and beer ; but

without at all relaxing the grim and dissatisfied expression of

his face, the gloom of which was rather deepened than dissi

pated by their grateful influence.

The company who were thus libelled might hare retaliated

by strong words, if not by blows, but they were dispirited and
worn out. The greater part of them had fasted since morn

ing ;
all had suffered extremely from the excessive heat

;
and

between the day's shouting, exertion, and excitement, many
had quite lost their voices, and so much of their strength that

they could hardly stand. Thei> they were uncertain what to

do next, fearful of the consequences of what they had done

already, and sensible that after all they had carried no point,

but had indeed left matters worse than they had found them.

Of those who had come to The Boot, many dropped off within

an hour; such of them as were really honest and sincere,

never, after the morning's experience, to return, or to hold

any communication with their late companions. Others

remained but to refresh themselves, and then went home de

sponding ;
others who had theretofore been regular in their

attendance, avoided the place altogether. The half-dozen

prisoners whom the Guards had taken, were magnified by
report into half a hundred at least

;
and their friends, being

faint and sober, so slackened in their energy, and so drooped
beneath these dispiriting influences, that by eight o'clock in

the evening, Dennis, Hugh, and Barnaby, were left alone.

Even they were fast asleep upon the benches, when Gashford's

entrance roused them.
" Oh ! You art here then?" said the secretary.

" Dear me !

"

"Why, where should we be, Muster Gasliford!" Dennis

rrjoined as he rose into a sitting posture.
" Oh nowhere, nowhere," he returned with excessive mild

ness. " The streets are filled with blue cockades. I rathei

thought you might have been among them. I am glad you
are not."

You have orders for us, master, then?" aaid Hugh.
"Oh dear, no. Not I. No orders, my good fellow.

What orders should I have ? You arc not in my service."
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" Muster Gashford," remonstrated Dennis, "\ve belong to

the cause, don't we?"
"The cause!" repeated the secretary, looking nt him in a

sort of abstraction. " There is no cause. The cause is lost/'

"Lost!"
"Oh yes. You have heard, I suppose? The petition is

rejected by a hundi-ed and ninety-two, to six. It's quite
final. We might have spared ourselves some trouble. That,
Rnd my lord's vexation, are the only circumstances I regret
t am quite satisfied in all other respects."
As he said this, he took a penknife from his pocket, and

putting his hat upon his knee, began to busy himself in ripping
off the blue cockade which he had worn all day ;

at the same
time humming a psalm tune which had been very popular in

the morning, and dwelling on it with a gentle regret.
His two adherents looked at each other, and at him, as if

they were at a loss how to pursue the subject. At lengtfc

Hugh, after some elbowing and winking between himself and

Mr. Dennis, ventured to stay his hand, and to ask him why
he meddled with that riband in his hat.

"
Because," said the secretary, looking up with something

between a snarl and a smile,
" because to sit still and wear it,

or fall asleep and wear it, or run away and wear it, is a

mockery. That 's all, friend."

"What would you have us do, master!" cried Hugh.
"Nothing," returned Gashford, shrugging his shoulders;

"
nothing. When my lord was reproached and threatened for

standing by you, I, as a prudent man, would have had you
do nothing. When the soldiers were trampling you under

their horses' feet, I would have had you do nothing. When
one of them was struck down by a daring hand, and I saw

confusion and dismay in all their faces, I would have had you
do nothing just what you did, in short. This is the young
man who had so little prudence and so much boldness. Ah !

I am sorry for him."

"Sorry, master!" cried Hugh.
"Sorry, Muster Gashford!" echoed Dennis.

"In case there should be a proclamation out to-morrow,

offering five hundred pounds, or some such trifle, for his

npprehension ;
and in case it should include another man who

dropped into the lobby from the stairs above," said Gashford,

ooldly ;
"

still, do nothing
"
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''Fire and fury, master!" cried Hugh, starting up.
1 What have we done, that you should talk to us like this !"
"
Nothing," returned Gashford with a sneer. " If you am

;;i>t into prison; if the young man "
here he looked hard

at Barnaby's attentive face "
is dragged from us and from

his friends
; perhaps from people whom he loves, and whom

his death would kill
;

is thrown into jail, brought out and

hanged before their eyes ; still, do nothing. You '11 find it

your best policy, I have no doubt."

"Come on!" cried Hugh, striding towards the door.
" Dennis Barnaby come on !"

"Where? To do what?" said Gashford, slipping past

him, and standing with his back against it.

"Anywhere! Anything!" cried Hugh. "Stand aside,

master, or the window will serve our turn as well. Let us

out!"

"Ha ha ha! You are of such of such an impetuous
nature," said Gashford, changing his manner for one of the

utmost goodfellowship and the pleasantest raillery; "you are

such an excitable creature but you '11 drink with mo before

you go?"
"
Oh, yes certainly," growled Dennis, drawing his sleeve

across his thirsty lips. "No malice, brother. Drink with

Muster Gashford!"

Hugh wiped his heated brow, and relaxed into a smile.

The artful secretary laughed outright.
" Some liquor here ! Be quick, or he'll not stop, even for

that. Ho is a man of such desperate ardour!" said the

smooth secretary, whom Mr. Dennis corroborated with sundry
and muttered oaths " Once roused, he is a fellow of

Midi fierce determination!"

Hugh poised his sturdy arm hloft, and clapping Barnaby
<>n tho back, bade him fear nothing. They shook hands

her poor Barnaby evidently possessed with the idea

that he was among the most virtuous and disinterested heroes

in (lio world and Gashford laughed again.
"

I hear," he said smoothly, as he stood among them with

a great measure of liquor in his hand, and filled their glasses
M quickly and as often as they chose,

"
I hear but I cannot

say whether it be true or false that the men who are

iiii,
r in the streets to-night, are half disposed to pull down

a Romish chapel or two, and that they only want leaders. I
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even heard mention of those in Diiko Street, Lincoln's-Inn

Fields, and in Warwick Street, Golden Square ;
but common

report, you know You are not going?"
"To do nothing, master, oh?" cried Hugh. "No jails

and halter for Barnaby and me. They must be frightened
out of that. Leaders are wanted, are they? Now boys!"
"A most impetuous fellow!" cried the secretary. "Ha

ha! A courageous, boisterous, most vehement fellow! A
man who "

There was no need to finish the sentence, for they had
rushed out of the house, and were far beyond hearing. He
stopped in the middle of a laugh, listened, drew on his gloves,

and, clasping his hands behind him, paced the deserted room
for a long time, then bent his steps towards the busy town,
and walked into the streets.

They were filled with people, for the rumour of that day's

proceedings had made a great noise. Those persons who did

not care to leave home, were at their doors or windows, and
one topic of discourse prevailed on every side. Some reported
that the riots were effectually put down

;
others that they had

broken out again : some said that Lord George Gordon had
been sent under a strong guard to the Tower

; others, that an

attempt had been made upon the King's life, that the soldiers

had been again called out, and that the noise of musketry in

a distant part of the town had been plainly heard within an

hour. As it grew darker, these stories became more direful

and mysterious ;
and often, when some frightened passenger

ran past with tidings that the rioters were not far off, and

were coming up, the doors were shut and barred, lower

windows made secure, and as much consternation engendered,
as if the city were invaded by a foreign army.

Gashford walked stealthily about, listening to all he heard,

and diffusing or confirming, whenever he had an opportunity,
such false intelligence as suited his own purpose ; and, busily

occupied in this way, turned into Holborn for the twentieth

time, when a great many women and children came flying

along the street often panting and looking back and the

confused murmur of numerous voices struck upon his ear.

Assured by these tokens, and by the red light which began to

flash upon the houses on either side, that some of his friends

were indeed approaching, he begged a moment's shelter at a

door which opened as he passed, and running with some
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other persons to an upper window, looked out iipon the

crowd.

They had torches among them, and the chief faces were

distinctly visible. That they had been engaged in the destruc

tion of some building was sufficiently apparent, and that it

was a Catholic place of worship was evident from the spoils

they bore as trophies, which were easily recognisable for the

vestments of priests, and rich fragments of altar furniture.

Covered with soot, and dirt, and dust, and lime
;

their

garments torn to rags ;
their hair hanging wildly about them

;

their hands and faces jagged and bleeding with the wounds of

ru^ty nails
; Barnaby, Hugh, and Dennis hurried on before

them all, like hideous madmen. After them, the dense

throng came fighting on : some singing ;
some shouting in

triumph ;
some quarrelling among themselves

;
some menacing

the spectators as they passed ; some with great wooden

fragments, on which they spent their rage as if they had been

alive, rending them limb from limb, and hurling the scattered

morsels high into the air
;
some in a drunken state, uncon

scious of the hurts they had received from falling bricks, and

stones, and beams; one borne upon a shutter, in the very

midst, covered with a dingy cloth, a senseless, ghastly heap.
Thus a vision of coarse faces, with here and there a blot of

flaring smoky light; a dream of demon heads and savage

eyes, and sticks and iron bars uplifted in the air, and whirled

about; a bewildering horror, in which so much was seen,

and yet so little, which seemed so long and yet so short, in

which there were so many phantoms, not to be forgotten all

through life, and yet so many things that could not be

observed in one distracting glimpse it flitted onward and
was gone.
As it passed away upon its work of wrath and ruin, a

piercing scream was heard. A knot of persons ran towards

the spot; Gashford, who just then emerged into the street,

among them. He was on the outskirts of the little concourse,
and could not see or hear what passed within

;
but one who

had a better place, informed him that a widow woman had
descried her son among the rioters.

"
Is that all ?

"
said the secretary, turning his face

homewarda. "Well I think this looks a little more like

business !

"
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CHAPTER LI.

PROMISING as these outrages were to Gashford's view, end

much like business as they looked, they extended that night
no farther. The soldiers were again called out, again they
took half-a-dozen prisoners, and again the crowd dispersed
after a short and bloodless scuffle. Hot and drunken though

they were, they had not yet broken all bounds and set all law

and government at defiance. Something of their habitual

deference to the authority erected by society for its own

preservation yet remained among them, and had its majesty
been vindicated in time, the secretary would have had to

digest a bitter disappointment.

By midnight, the streets were clear and quiet, and, save

that there stood in two parts of the town, a heap of nodding
walls and pile of rubbish, where there had been at sunset a

rich and handsome building, everything wore its usual aspect.

Even the Catholic gentry and tradesmen, of whom there were

many, resident in different parts of the City and its suburbs,

had no fear for their lives or property, and but little indig
nation for the wrong they had already sustained in the

plunder and destruction of their temples of worship. An
honest confidence in the government under whose protection

they had lived for many years, and a well-founded reliance on

the good feeling and light thinking of the great mass of the

community, with whom, notwithstanding their religious

differences, they were every day in habits of confidential

affectionate, and friendly intercourse, re-assured them, even

under the excesses that had been committed
;
and convinced

them that they who were Protestants in anything but the

name, were no inrve to be considered as abettors of these

disgraceful occurrences, than they themselves were chargeable
with the uses of the block, the rack, the gibbet, and the stnk\

in cruel Mary's reign.
The clock was on the stroke of one. when Gabriel V-irdon
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with his lady and Miss Miggs, sat waiting iii the little parlour,
This fact

;
the toppling wicks of the dull, \rasted candles

;
the

ailence that prevailed ;
and above all the nightcaps of both

maid and matron, were sufficient evidence that they had been

prepared for bed some time ago, and had some strong reason

for sitting up so far beyond their usual hour.

If any other corroborative testimony had been required, it

would have been abundantly furnished in the actions of Misa

Mipjrs, who, having arrived at that restless state and sensitive

condition of the nervous system which are the result of long

watching, did, by a constant rubbing and tweaking of her

nose, a perpetual change of position (arising from the sudden

growth of imaginary knots and knobs in her chair), a frequent
friction of her eyebrows, the incessant recurrence of a small

cough, a small groan, a gasp, a sigh, a sniff a spasmodic
start, and by other demonstrations of that nature, so file down
and rasp, as it were, the patience of the locksmith, that after

looking at her in silence for some time, he at last broke out

\nto this apostrophe :

"
Miggs, my good girl, go to bed do go to bed. You 're

really worse than the dripping of a hundred water-butts

outside the window, or the scratching of as many mice behind

the wainscot. I can't bear it. Do go to bed, Miggs. To

oblige me do."
" You haven't got nothing to untie, sir," returned Miss

Mip-trs, "and therefore your requests does not surprise me.

But Missis has and while you set up, mim" she added,

turning to the locksmith's wife,
"

I couldn't, no not if twenty
limp* the quantity of cold water was aperiently running down

my back at this moment, go to bed with a quiet spirit."

Having spoken these words, Miss Miggs made divers efforts

to rub her shoulders in an impossible place, and shivered

from head to foot
; thereby giving the beholders to understand

that the imaginary cascade was still in full flow, but that a

sense of duty upheld her under that, and all other sufferings,
and nerved her to endurance.

Mm. Varden being too sleepy to speak, and Miss Miggs
having, as the phrase is, said her say, the locksmith had

nothing for it but to sigh and be us quiet as he could.

lint to be quiet with such a basilisk before him, wa

impossible.. If he looked another way, it was worse to feel

that she was rubbing her check, or twitching her oar, or
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winking her eye, or making all kinds of extniordiuary shapes
with her nose, than to see her do it. If she was for a moment
free from any of these complaints, it was only because of her

foot being asleep, or of her arm having got the fidgets, or of

her leg being doubled up with the cramp, or of some other

horrible disorder which racked her whole frame. If she did

enjoy a moment's ease, then with her eyes shut and her mouth
wide open, she would be seen to sit very stiff and tipright in

her chair
;
then to nod a little way forward, and stop with

a jerk ;
then to nod a little farther forward, and stop with

another jerk; then to recover herself; then to come forward

again lower lower lower by very slow degrees, until,

just as it seemed impossible that she could preserve her

balance for another instant, and the locksmith was about to

call out in an agony, to save her from dashing down upon her

forehead and fracturing her skull, then all of a sudden and
without the smallest notice, she wc'ild come upright and rigid

again with her eyes open, and in her countenance an expression
of defiance, sleepy but yet most obstinate, which plainly said
"
I 've never once closed 'em since I looked at you last, and

I '11 take my oath of it !

"

At length, after the clock had struck two, there was a

sound at the street door, as if somebody had fallen against
the knocker by accident. Miss Miggs immediately jumping
up and clapping her hands, cried with a drowsy mingling of

the sacred and profane,
"
Ally Looyer, mim ! there 's

Simmuns's knock !

"

" Who 's there ?
"

said Gabriel.

"Me !

"
cried the well-known voice of Mr. Tappertit

Gabriel opened the door, and gave him admission.

He did not cut a very insinuating figure ;
for a man of

his stature suffers in a crowd
;
and having been active in

yesterday morning's work, his dress was literally crushed

from head to foot
;
his hat being beaten out of all shape, and

his slices trodden down at heel like slippers. His coat

fluttered in strips about him, the buckles were torn away
both from his knees and feet, half his neckerchief was gone,
and the bosom of his shirt was rent to tatters. Yet notwith

standing all these personal disadvantages; despite his being

very weak from heat and fatigue ;
and so begrimed with mud

and dust that he might have been in a case, for anything of

the real texture (either of his skin or apparei) that the eye
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could discern; he stalked haughtily into the parlour, and

throwing- himself into a chiiir, and endeavouring to thrust his

hands into the pockets of his small-clothes, which were turned

inside out and displayed upon his legs, like tassels, surveyed
the household with a gloomy dignity.

"
Simon," said the locksmith gravely,

" How comes it that

you return home at this time of night, and in this condition ?

Give me an assurance that you have not been among the

rioters, and I am satisfied."
"
Sir," replied Mr. Ttippertit, with a contemptuous look,

"
I wonder at your assurance in making such demands."
" You have been drinking," said the locksmith.
" As a general principle, and in the most offensive sense of

the words, sir," returned his journeyman with great self-

possession,
"

I consider you a liar. In that last observation

you have unintentionally unintentionally, sir struck upon
the truth."

Martha," said the locksmith, turning to hia wife, and

shaking his head sorrowfully, while a smile at the absurd

figure before him still played upon his open face,
"

I trust it

may turn out that this poor lad is not the victim of the knaves

and fools we have so often had words about, and who have

done so much harm to-duy. If he has been at Warwick Street

or Duke Street to-night
"

" He has been at neither, sir," cried Mr. Tappertit in a

loud voice, which he suddenly dropped into a whisper as ho

repeated, with eyes fixed upon the locksmith,
" he has been

at neither."
"

I am glad of it, with all my heart," said the locksmith in

a serious tone; "for if he had been, and it could bo proved

against him, Martha, your Great Association would have been
to him the cart that draws men to the gallows and leaves

them hanging in the air. It would, as sure as we 're alive !

"

Mrs. Varden was too much scared by Simon's altered

manner and appearance, and by the accounts of the rioters

which had reached her ears that night, to offer any retort, or

to have recourse to her usual matrimonial policy. Miss

Migirs wrung her hands, and wept.
" He was not at Duke Street or at Warwick Street, G.

Varden," said Simon, sternly: ''but he wa at Westminster.

Perhaps, sir, he kicked a county member, perhaps sir he

a lord you may stare, sir I repeat it blood flowed
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from noses, and perhaps lie tapped a lord. Who knows ?

This," he added, putting his hand into his waistcoat-pocket,
and taking out a large tooth, at the sight of which both

Miggs and Mrs. Varden screamed,
" this was a bishop's.

Beware, G. Varden !

"

"Now, I would rather," said the locksmith hastily, "have

paid five hundred pounds, than had this come to pass. You

idiot, do you know what peril you stand in ?
"

"
I know it, sir," replied his journeyman,

" and it is my
glory. I was there, everybody saw me there. I was con

spicuous, and prominent. I will abide the consequences."
The locksmith, really disturbed and agitated, paced to and

fro in silence glancing at his former 'prentice every now and

then and at length stopping before him, said :

" Get to bed, and sleep for a couple of hours that you may
wake penitent, and with some of your senses about you. Be

sorry for what you have done, and we will try to save you.
If I call him by five o'clock," said Varden, turning hurriedly
-o his wife,

" and he washes himself clean and changes his

dress, lie may get to the Tower Stairs, and away by the

Gravesend tide -boat, before any search is made for him.

From there he can easily get on to Canterbury, where your
cousin will give him work till this storm has blown over. I

am not sure that I do right in screening him from the punish
ment he deserves, but he has lived in this house, man and

boy, for a dozen yepjrs, and I should be sorry if for this one

day's work he made a miserable end. Lock the front door

Miggs, and show no light towards the street when you go up
stairs. Quick, Simon ! Get to bed !

"

" And do you suppose, sir," retorted Mr. Tappertit, with a

thickness and slowness of speech which contrasted forcibly
with the rapidity and earnestness of his kind-hearted master
- - ' ' and do you suppose, sir, that I am base and mean enougli
to accept your servile proposition ? Miscreant !

"

" Whatever you please, Sim, but get to bed. Every minute

is of consequence. The light here, Miggs !

"

" Yes yes, oh do ! Go to bed directly," cried the two

women together.
Mr. Tappertit stood upon his feet, and pushing hia chaii

away to show that ho needed "no assistance, answered, swaying
himself to and fro, and managing his head as if it had no

connexion whatever with liis body :
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" You spoke of Miggs, sir Miggs may be smothered !

"

4 Oh Simmuu !
"

ejaculated that young lady in a faint

voice.
" Oh mim ! Oh sir ! Oh goodness gracious, \vhut a

turn ho has give me !

"

"This family may all be smothered, sir," returned Mr.

Tappertit, after glancing at her with a smile of ineffable

disdain,
"
excepting Mrs. V. I have come here, sir, for her

sake, this night. Mrs. Varden, take this piece of paper. It 'a

a protection, ma'am. You may need it."

With these -words he held out at arm's length, a dirty,

crumpled scrap of writing. The locksmith took it from him,

opened it, and read as follows :

" All good friends to our cause, 1 hope will be particular,
and do no injury to the property of any true Protestant. I

am well assured that the proprietor of this house is a staunch

and worthy friend to the cause.

"GEORGE GORDON."

" What 'B this !

"
said the locksmith, with an altered face.

"Something that'll do you good service, young feller,"

replied his journeyman,
" as you '11 find. . Keep that safe,

and where you can lay your hand upon it in an instant.

And chalk ' No Popery
' on your door to-morrow night, and

for a week to come that 's all."
" This is a genuine document," said the locksmith,

"
I

know, for I have seen the hand before. What threat does it

imply ? What devil is abroad ?
"

"A fiery devil," retorted Sim; "a flaming furious devil.

Don't you put yourself in its way, or you're done for, my
buck. Be warned in time, G. Varden. Farewell !

"

But here the two women threw themselves in his way
especially Miss Miggs, who fell upon him with such fervour

that she pinned him against the wall and conjured him in

moving words not to go forth till he was sober
;

to listen to

reason
; to think of it

;
to take some rest, and then determine.

"
I tell you," said Mr. Tappertit,

" that my mind is mado

up. My bleeding country calls me and I go ! Miggs, if you
don't get out of the way, I '11 pinch you."

Miss Miggs, still clinging to the rebel, screamed once

vociferously but whether in tho distraction of her mind, 01

because of his having executed his threat, is uncertain.
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" Release me," said Simon, struggling to frco himself from

her chaste, but spider-like embrace. " Lot me go ! I have
made arrangements for you in an altered state of society, and
mean to provide for you comfortably in life there ! Will

that satisfy you ?
"

" Oh Simmun !

"
cried Miss Miggs.

" Oh my blessed

Simmun ! Oh mim ! what are my feelings at this conflicting
moment !

"

Of a rather turbulent description, it would seem
;
for her

nightcap had been knocked off in the scuffle, and she was on

her knees upon the floor, making a strange revelation of blue

and yellow curl-papers, straggling locks of hair, tags of

staylaces, and strings of it 's impossible to say what
; panting

for breath, clasping her hands, turning her eyes upwards,

shedding abundance of tears, and exhibiting various other

symptoms of the acutest mental suffering.
"

I leave," said Simon, turning to his master, with an utter

disregard of Miggs's maidenly affliction,
" a box of things up

stairs. Do what you like with 'em. I don't want 'em. I 'in

never coming back here, any more. Provide yourself, sir,

with a journe}
rman

;
I 'm my country's journeyman ;

hence

forward that 's my line of business."
" Be what you like in two hours' time, but now go up to

bed," returned the locksmith, planting himself in the door

way.
" Do you hear me ? Go to bed !

"

"
I hear you, and defy you, Varden," rejoined Simon

Tappertit.
" This night, sir, I have been in the country,

planning an expedition which shall fill your bell-hanging
soul with wonder and dismay. The plot demands my utmost

energy. Let me pass !

"

"
I '11 knock you down if you come near the door," replied

the locksmith. " You had better go to bed !

"

Simon made no answer, but gathering himself up as

straight as he could, plunged head foremost at his old master,

and the two went driving out into the workshop together,

plying their hands and feet so briskly that they looked like

half-a-dozen, while Miggs and Mrs. Varden screamed for

twelve.

It would have been easy for Varden to knock his old

'prentice down, and bind him hand and foot
;
but as he was

loth to hurt him in his then defenceless state, he contented

himself with parrying his blows when he could, taking then:
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in perfect good part when lie could not, and keeping between

him and the door, until a favourable opportunity should

present itself for forcing him to retreat up stairs, and shutting
him up in his own room. But, in the goodness of his heart,

he calculated too much upon his adversary's weakness, and

forgot that drunken men who have lost the power of \valking

steadily, can often run. Watching his time, Simon Tappertit
made a cunning show of falling back, staggered unexpectedly

forward, brushed past him, opened the door (he knew the

trick of that lock well), and darted down the street like a mad

dog. The locksmith paused for a moment in the excess of

his astonishment, and then gave ohace.

It was an excellent season for a run, for at that silent hour

the streets were deserted, the air was cool, and the flying

figure before liim distinctly visible at a great distance, as it

sped away, with a long gaunt shadow following at its heels.

But the short-winded locksmith had no chance against a man
of Sim's youth and spare figure, though the day had been

when he could have run him down in no time. The space
between them rapidly increased, and as the rays of the rising
sun streamed upon Simon in the act of turning a distant

corner, Gabriel Varden was fain to give up, and sit down on

a door-step to fetch his breath. Simon meanwhile, without

once stopping, fled at the same degree of swiftness to The

Boot, where, as he well knew, some of his company were

lying, and at which respectable hostelry for he had already

acquired the distinction of being in great peril of the law a

friendly watch had been expecting him all night, and was

even now on the look-out for hia coming.
"Go thy ways, Sim, go thy ways," said the locksmith, as

soon as he could speak.
"

I have done ray best for thee, poor

lad, and would have saved thee, but the rope is round thy
neck, I fear."

So saying, and shaking his head in a very sorrowful and

disconsolate manner, he turned back, and soon re-entered his

own house, where Mrs. Varden and the faithful Miggs had
been anxiously expecting his return.

Now Mrs. Varden (and by consequence Miss Miggs like

wise) was impressed with a secret misgiving that she had
done wrong ; that she had, to the utmost of her small means,
aided and abetted the growth of disturbances, the end of which

it was impossible to foresee ; that she had led remotely to the
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sfjeue which had just passed ;
and that the locksmith's time,

for triumph and reproach had now arrived indeed. And ao

strongly did Mrs. Varden feel this, and so crest-fallen was she

in consequence, that while her husband was pursuing their

lost journeyman, she secreted under her chair the little red

brick dwelling-house with the 3
rello\v roof, lest it should

furnish new occasion for reference to the painful theme
;
and

now hid the same still more, with the skirts of her dress.

But it happened that the locksmith had been thinking of

this very article on his way home, and that, coming into the

room and not seeing it, he at once demanded where it was.

Mrs. Varden had no resource but to produce it, which she

did with many tears, and broken protestations that if she

could have known
"
Yes. yes," said Varden,

" of course I know that. 1

don't mean to reproach you, my dear. But recollect' from

this time that all good things perverted to evil purposes, are

worse than those which are naturally bad. A thoroughly
wicked woman, is wicked indeed. When religion goes wrong,
'she is very wrong, for the same reason. Let us say no more
about it, ray dear."

So he dropped the red-brick dwelling-house on the floor,

and setting his heel upon it, crushed it into pieces. The

halfpence, and sixpences, and other voluntary contributions,

rolled about in all directions, but nobody offered to touch

them, or to take them up.

"That," naid the locksmith, "is easily disposed of, and I

would to Heaven that everything growing out of the same

society could be settled as easily."
" It happens very fortunately, Varden," said his wife, with

her handkerchief to her eyes,
" that in case any more dis

turbances should happen which I hope not; I sincerely

hope not
"

"
I hope so too, my dear."

" That in case any should occur, we have the piece of

paper which that poor misguided young man brought."

"Ay, to be sure," said the locksmith, turning quickly
round. " Where is that piece of paper ?

"

Mrs. Varden stood aghast as he took it from her out

stretched hand, tore it into fragments, and threw them under

the grate.
" Not use it ?

"
she said.
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"Use it!" cried the locksmith. "No! Let them come
and pull tho roof about our ears

;
let them burn us out of

house and home
;

I 'd neither have the protection of theii

leader, nor chalk their howl upon my door, though, for not

doing it, they shot me on my own threshold. Use it ! Let

them come and do their worst. The first man who crosses

my door-step on such an errand as theirs, had better be a

hundred miles away. Let him look to it. The others may
have their will. I wouldn't beg or buy them off, if, instead

of every pound of iron in the place, there was a hundred

weight of gold. Get you to bed, Martha. I shall take down
the shutters and go to work."

" So early !

"
said his wife.

"
Ay," replied the locksmith cheerily,

" so early. Come
when they may, they shall not find us skulking and hiding, as

if we feared to take our portion of the light of day, and left

it all to them. So pleasant dreams to you, my dear, and
cheerful sleep !

"

With that he gave his wife a hearty kiss, and bade her

delay no longer, or it would be time to rise before she lay
down to rest. Mrs. Varden quite amiably and meekly walked

up stairs, followed by Miggs, who, although a good deal

subdued, coidd not refrain from sundry stimulative coughs and
sniffs by the way, or from holding up her hands in astonish

ment at the dariug conduct of master.

*2
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A MOB is usually a creature of very mysterious existence,

particularly in a large city. Where it comes from or whithei

it goes, few men can tell. Assembling and dispersing with

equal suddenness, it is as difficult to follow to its various

sources as the sea itself; nor does the parallel stop here, lor

the ocean is not more fickle and uncertain, more terrible when

roused, more unreasonable, or more cruel.

The people who were boisterous at Westminster upon the

Friday morning, and were eagerly bent upon the work of

devastation in Duke Street and Warwick Street at night, were,
in the mass, the same. Allowing for the chance accessions of

which any crowd is morally sure in a town where there must

always be a large number of idle and profligate persons, one

and the same mob was at both places. Yet they spread
themselves in various directions when they dispersed in the

afternoon, made no appointment for re-assembling, had no

definite purpose or design, and indeed, for anything they

knew, were scattered be}
rond the hope of future union.

At The Boot, which, as has been shown, was in a manner
the headquarters of the rioters, there were not, upon this

Friday night, a dozen people. Some slept in the stable and

outhouses, some in the common room, some two or three in

beds. The rest were in their usual homes or haunts. Perhaps
not a score in all lay in the adjacent fields and lanes, and
under haystacks, or near the warmth of brick-kilns, who had
not their accustomed place of rest beneath the open sky. As
to the public ways within the town, they had their ordinary

nightly occupants, and no others
;
the usual amount of vice

nnd wretchedness, but no more.

The experience of one evening, however, had taught the

reckless leaders of disturbance, that they hzM but to show

themselves in the streets, to be immediately surrounded by
materials whic-h they could only have kept together when thoir
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aid "was not required, at great risk, expense, and trouble

Once possessed of this secret, they were as confident as if

twenty thousand men, devoted to their will, had been encamped
about them, and assumed a confidence which could not have

boon surpassed, though that had really been the case. All

day, Saturday, thoy remained quiet On Sunday they rather

studied how to keep their men within call, and in full hope,
than to follow out, by any very fierce measure, their first day's

proceedings.
"

I hope," said Dennis, a, with a loud yawn, he raised his

body from a heap of straw on which he had been sleeping,
and supporting his head upon his hand, appealed to Hugh on

Sunday morning, "that Muster Gashford allows some rest?

Perhaps he 'd have us at work again already, eh ?
"

"
It 's not his way to let matters drop, you may be sure ol

thatT," growled Hugh in answer. "
I 'm in no humour to stir

yet, though. I 'm as stiff as a dead body, and as full of ugly
scratches as if I had been fighting all day yesterday with

wild cats."
" You 've so much enthusiasm, that 's it," said Dennis,

looking with great admiration at the uncombed head, matted

beard, and torn hands and face of the wild figure before him;
"
you 're such a devil of a fellow. You hurt yoursolf a

hundred times moi-e than you need, because you will be fore

most in everything, and will do more than the rest."
" For the matter of that," returned Hugh, shaking back

his ragged hair and glancing towards the door of the stable

in which they lay ;

" there 's one yonder as good as uie

What did I tell you about him ? Did I say he was worth a

dozen, when you doubted him ?
"

Mr. Dennis rolled la/ily over upon his breast, and resting
his chin upon his hand in imitation of the attitude in which

Hugh lay, said, as he, too, looked towards the door :

"
Ay, ay, you knew him brother, you knew him. But

who 'd suppose to look at that chap now, that he could bo the

man he is! Isn't it a thousand cruel pities, brother, that

instead of taking his nat'ral rest and qualifying himself for

further exertions in this here /touorable cause, he should Ije

playii.g at soldiers like a boy ? And his cleanliness t(X> !

"

s;ii<l Mr. Dennis, who certainly had no reason to entertain

a follow feeling with anybody who was particular on that

"what weaknesses he's guilty oi, with respect to his
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cleanliness ! At live o'clock this morning, there he was at

the pump, though any one would think he had gone through
enough, the day before yesterday, to be pretty fust asleep at

that time. But no when I woke for a minute or two, there

he was at the pump, and if you 'd have seen him sticking
them peacock's feathers into his hat when he 'd done washing

ah ! I 'm sorry he 's such a imperfect character, but the best

on us is incomplete in some pint of view or another."

The subject of this dialogue and of these concluding

remarks, which were uttered in a tone of philosophical

meditation, was, as the reader will have divined, no other than

Barnaby, who, with his flag in his hand, stood sentry in the

little patch of sunlight at the distant door, or walked to and
fro outside, singing softly to himself, and keeping time to the

music of some clear church bells. Whether he stood still,

leaning with both hands on the flagstaff, or, bearing it upon
his shoulder, paced slowly up and down, the careful arrange
ment of his poor dress, and his erect and lofty bearing, showed
how high a sense he had of the great importance of his trust,

and how happy and how proud it made him. To Hugh and
his companion, who lay in a dark corner of the gloomy shed,

he, and the sunlight, and the peaceful Sabbath sound to which

he made response, seemed like a bright picture framed by the

door, and set off by the stable's blackness. The whole formed

such a contrast to themselves, as they lay wallowing, like some
obscene animals, in their squalor and wickedness on the two

heaps of straw, that for a few moments they looked on without

speaking, and felt almost ashamed.
" Ah !

"
said Hugh at length, carrying it off with a laugh:

" He 's a rare fellow is Barnaby, and can do more, with less

rest, or meat, or drink, than any of us. As to his soldiering
/ put him on duty there."

" Then there was a object in it, and a proper good one

too, I '11 be sworn," retorted Dennis with a broad grin,

and an oath of the same quality.
" What was it, brother ?

"

"
Why, you see," said Hugh, crawling a little nearer to

him,
" that our noble captain yonder, came in yesterday

morning rather the worse for liquor, and was like you and

m ditto last night."
Dennis looked to where Simon Tappertit lay coiled upon a

truss of hay, snoring profoundly, and nodded.
" And our noble captain," continued Hugh with anotlu'T
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laugh,
'

our noble captain and I, have planned for to-morrow
a roaring expedition, with good profit in it."

"Again, the papists?" asked Dennis, rubbing his hands.
41

Ay, against the papists against one of "em at least,

that some of us, and I for one, owe a good heavy grudge
to."

" Not Muster Gasliford's friend that he spoke to us

about in my house, eh?" said Dennis, briinfull of pleasant

expectation.
" The same man," said Hugh.
" That 'B your sort," cried Mr. Dennis, gaily sliaking hands

with him,
" that 's the kind of game. Let 's have revenges

and injuries, and all that, and we shall get on twice as fast.

Now you talk, indeed !

"

" Ha ha ha ! The captain," added Hugh,
" has thoughts

of carrying off a woman in the bustle, and ha ha ha ! and
so have I !

"

Mr. Dennis received this part of the scheme with a wry
face, observing that as a general principle he objected to

women altogether, as being unsafe and slippery persons, on
whom there was no calculating with any certainty, and who
were never in the same mind for four-and-twenty hours at

a stretch. He might have expatiated on this suggestive
theme at much greater length, but that it occurred to him to

ask what connexion existed between the proposed expedition
and Barnaby's being posted at the stable door as sentry ;

to

which Hugh cautiously replied in these words :

"
Why, the people we mean to visit, were friends of his,

once upon a time, and I know that much of him to feel pretty
sure that if he thought we were going to do them any harm,
he'd be no friend to our side, but would lend a ready hand to

the other. So I 've persuaded him (for I know him of old)
that Lord George has picked him out to guard this place to

morrow while we 're away, and that it 's a great honour and
BO he 's on duty now, and as proud of it as if he was a general.
Ha ha ! What do you say to me for a careful man as well as

a devil of a one ?
"

Mr. Dennis exhausted himself in compliments, and then

added,
" Hut about the expedition itself

"

" About that," said Hugh,
"
you shall hear all particulars

from me and the great captain conjointly and both together'
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for soo, he's waking up. House yourself lion heart. I fa ha!

Put a good face upon it, and drink again. Another hair of

the dog that bit 3-011, captain ! Call for drink ! There 's

enough of gold and silver cups and candlesticks buried under

neath my bed," lie added, rolling back the straw, and pointing
to where the ground was newly turned,

"
to pay for it, if it

was a score of casks full. Drink captain !

"

Mr. Tappertit received these jovial promptings with a very
bad grace, being much the worse, both in mind and body, for

his two nights of debauch, and but indifferently able to stand

upon his legs. With Hugh's assistance, however, he contrived

to stagger to the pump ;
and having refreshed himself with

an abundant draught of cold water, and a copious shower of

the same refreshing liquid on his head and face, he ordered

some rum and milk to be served
;
and upon that innocent

beverage and some biscuits and cheese made a pretty hearty
meal. That done, he disposed himself in an easy attitude on

the ground beside his two companions (who were carousing
after their own tastes), and proceeded to enlighten Mr. Dennis

in reference to to-morrow's project.

That their conversation was an interesting one, was
rendered minifest by its length, and by the close attention of

all three. That it was not of an oppressively grave character,

but was enlivened by various pleasantries arising out of the

subject, was clear from their loud and frequent roars of

laughter, which startled Barnaby on his post, and made him
wonder' at their levity. But he was not summoned to join

them, until they had eaten, and drunk, and slept, and talked

together for some hours
; not, indeed, until the twilight ;

when they informed him that they were about to make a

slight demonstration in the streets jtist to keep the people's
hands in, as it was Sunday night, and the pxiblic might other

wise be disappointed and that he was frea to accompany
them if he would.

Without the slightest preparation, saving that they carried

clubs and wore the blue cockade, they sallied out into the

streets
; and, with no more settled design than that of doing

as much mischief as they could, paraded them at random.

Their numbers rapidly increasing, they soon divided into

parties ;
and agreeing to meet by-and-by, in the fields near

Welbeck Street, scoured the town in various directions. The

largest body, and that which augmented with the greator.t
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rapidity, was the ono to which Hugh and Burnaby belonged.
This took its way towards Moorfields, whcro there was a rich

cl apel, and in which neighbourhood several Catholic families

wore known to reside.

Beginning with the private houses so occupied, they broke

open the doors and windows
;
and while they destroyed the

furniture and left but the bare walls, made a sharp search for

tools and engines of destruction, such as hammers, pokers,

axos, saws, and such like instruments. Many of the rioters

made belts of cord, of handkerchiefs, or any material they
found at hand, and wore these weapons as openly as pioneers

upon a field-day. There was not the least disguise or con

cealment indeed, on this night, very little excitement or

hurry. From the chapels, they tore down and took away the

very altars, benches, pulpits, pews, and flooring; from the

dwelling-houses, the very wainscoting and stairs. This

Sunday evening's recreation they pursued like mere workmen
who had a certain task to do, and did it. Fifty resolute men
might have turned them at any moment

;
a single company

of soldiers could have scattered them like dust
;
but no man

interposed, no authority restrained them, and, except by the

terrified persons who fled from their approach, they were as

little heeded as if they were pursuing their lawful occupation*
with the utmost sobriety and good conduct.

In the same manner, they inarched to the place of rendez

vous agreed upon, made great fires in the fields, and reserving
the most valuable of their spoils, burnt the rest. Priestly

garments, images of saints, rich stuffs and ornaments, altar-

i in niture and household goods, were cast into the flames, and
shed a glare on the whole country round

;
but they danced,

and howled, and roared about these fires till they were tired,

and were never for an instant checked.

As the main body filed off from this scene of action, and

passed down Welbeck Street they came upon Gashford, who
had been a witness of their proceedings, and was walking
stealthily along the pavement. Keeping up with him, and

yet not seeming to speak, Hugh muttered in his ear :

"
Is this better, master?

"

"
No," said Gashford. " It is n:>t."

"What would you have?" said Hugh. "Fevers are

never at their height at once. They must get on by
degrees."
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"
I would have you," said Gashford, pinching his arm with

such malevolence that his nails seemed to meet in the skin :

"I would have you put some meaning into your work. Fools'.

Can you make no better bonfires than of rags and scraps ?

Can you burn nothing whole ?
"

" A little patience, master," said Hugh. "Wait but a few

hours, and you shall see. Look for a redness in the sky, to

morrow night."
With that, he fell back into his place beside Barnaby ;

and

when the sec; etary looked after him, both, were lost lit tiio

orovd.
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CHAPTER LIU.

THE next day was ushered in by merry peals of Lolls, and

by the firing of the Tower guns ; flags were hoisted on many
of the church-steeples ;

the usual demonstrations were made,
in honour of the anniversary of tho King's birth-day; and

every man went about his pleasure or business, as if the city

were in perfect order, and there were no half-smouldering
embers in its secret places which on the approach of night
would kindle up again, and scatter ruin and dismay abroad.

The leaders of the riot, rendered still more daring by tho

success of last night and by the booty they had acquired, kept

steadily together, and only thought of implicating the mass
of their followers so deeply that no hope of pardon or reward

might tempt them to betray their more notorious confederates

into the hands of justice.

Indeed, the sense of having gone too far to be forgiven,
held the timid together no less than the bold. Many, who
woidd readily have pointed out the foremost rioters and given
evidence against them, felt that escape by that means was

hopeless, when their every act had been observed by scores of

people who had taken no part in the disturbances; who had
suffered in their persons, peace, or property, by the outrages
of the mob

; who would be most willing witnesses
;
and whom

the government would, no doubt, prefer to any King's evidence

that might be offered. Many of this class had deserted their

usual occupations on the Saturday morning; some, had been

seen by their employers, active in the tumult
; others, knew

they must 1x3 suspected, and that they would be discharged if

they returned
; others, had been desperate from the beginning,

and comforted themselves with the homely proverb, that, being

hanged at all, tlioy might as well be hanged for a sheep as a

lamb. They all hoped and believed, in a greater or less

degree, that the government they seemed to have paralysed,

would, in its terror, conic to terms with them in the cud, and
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suffer them to make their own conditions. The least sanguine

among them reasoned with himself that, at the worst, thy
were too many to be all punished, and that lie had as good a

chance of escape as any other man. The great mass never

reasoned or thought at all, but were stimulated by their own

headlong passions, by poverty, by ignorance, by the love of

mischief, and the hope of plunder.
One other circumstance is worthy of remark

;
and that is,

that from the moment of their first outbreak at Westminster,

every symptom of order or preconcerted arrangement among
them, vanished. When they divided into parties and ran to

different quarters of the town, it was on the spontaneous

suggestion of the moment. Each party swelled as it went

along, like rivers as they roll towards the sea
;
new leaders

sprang up as they were wanted, disappeared when the neces

sity was over, and reappeared at the next crisis. Each tumult

took shape and form, from the circumstances of the moment
;

sober workmen going home from their day's labour, were

seen to cast down their baskets of tools and become rioters in

an instant
;
mere boys on errands did the like. In a word, a

moral plague ran through the city. The noise, and hurry,
and excitement, had for hundreds and hundreds an attraction

they had no firmness to resist. The contagion spread, like a

dread fever : an infectious madness, as yet not near its height,
seized on new victims every hour, and society began to tremble

at their ravings.
It was between two and three o'clock in the afternoon when

Gashford looked into the lair described in the last chapter,
and seeing only Baniaby and Dennis there, inquired for

Hugh.
He was out, Barnaby told him

;
had gone out more than

an hour ago ; and had not yet returned.
" Dennis !

"
said the smiling secretary, in his smoothest

voice, as he sat down cross-legged on a barrel,
" Dennis !

"

The hangman struggled into a sitting posture directly, and

with his C3'cs wide open, looked towards him.
" How do you do, Dennis?" said Gashford, nodding. "I

hope you have suffered no inconvenience from your late

exertions, Dennis ?
"

"
I always will say of 3-011, Muster Gashford,

1 '

returned the

hangman, staring at him, "that that 'ere quiet way of yours

might almost \vuke a, dead man. Jt is,'
1

lie added with a
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muttered oath- -still staring at him in a tlujughtful manner
" so awful sly !

"

" So distinct, eh Dennis ?
"

" Distinct!
" he answered, scratching his head, and keeping

his eyes upon the secretary's face;
'*

I seem to hear it, Muster

Gasliford, in my wery bones."
"

I am very glad your sense of hearing is so sharp, and
that I succeed in making myself so intelligible," said Gash-

ford, in his unvarying, even tone.
" Where is your friend ?

"

Mr. Dennis looked round as in expectation of beholding
him asleep upon his bed of straw

;
then remembering that he

had seen him go out, replied :

"
1 can't say where lie is, Muster Gashford, I expected him

hack afore now. I hope it isn't time that we was busy,
Muster Gashford ?

"

"
Nay," said the secretary,

" who should know that as well

as you ? How can 7 tell you, Dennis ? You are perfect
master of your own actions, you know, and accountable to

nobody except sometimes to the law, eh ?
"

Dennis, who was very much baffled by the cool matter-of-

course manner of this reply, recovered his self-possession on

hit) professional pursuits being referred to, and pointing
towards Barnaby, shook his head and frowned.

" Hush !

"
cried Barnaby.

" Ah ! Do hush about that, Muster Gnshford," said the

hangman in a low voice,
"
pop'lar prejudices you always

forget well, Barnaby, my lad, what 's the matter ?
"

"
I hear him coming," he answered :

" Hark ! Do you
mark that ? That 's his foot ! Bless you, I know his step,

and his dog's too. Tramp, tramp, pit-pat, on they come

top ( her, and, ha ha ha! and here they are!" he cried

joyfully, welcoming Hugh with both hands, and then patting
him fondly on the back, as if instead of being the rough com

panion lie was. he had been one of the most prepossessing of

men. " Here he is, and safe too '

I am glad to see him'back

again, old Hugh !

"

"
1 'm a Turk if he don't give mo a wanner welcome always

than any man of sense," said Hugh, shaking hands with him
witli a kind of ferocious friendship, strange enough to see.
'* How are 3*011, boy ?

"

"
Hearty !

"
cried Barnuby, waving /iis hat. " Ha ha ha !

And merry too, Hugh ' And reudv to do anything for the
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good cause, and the right, and to help tho kind, mild, pale-
faced gentleman the lord they used so ill ch, Hugh ?

"

"
Ay !

"
returned his friend, dropping his hand, and looking

at Gasliford for an instant ~yith a changed expression before

he spoke to him. " Good day, master !

"

" And good day to you," replied the secretary, nursing hia

leg.
" And many good days whole years of them, I hope.

You are heated."
" So would you have been, master," said Hugh, wiping his

face,
"

if you 'd been running here as fast as I have."

"You know the news then? Yes, I supposed you would
have heard it."

" News ! what news !

"

" You don't ?
"

cried Gashford, raising his eyebrows with

an exclamation of surprise.
" Dear me ! Come

;
then I am

the first to make jou. acquainted with your distinguished

position after all. Do you see the King's Arms a-top ?
" he

smilingly asked, as he took a large paper from his pocket,
unfolded it, and held it out for Hugh's inspection.

" Well !

"
said Hugh.

" What 's that to me ?
"

" Much. A great deal," replied the secretary.
" Read it."

"
I told you, the first time I saw you, that I couldn't read,"

aaid Hugh, impatiently. "What in the Devil's name's
inside of it?"

"It is a proclamation from the King in Council," said

Gashford,
" dated to-day, and offering a reward of five

hundred pounds five hundred pounds is a great deal of

money, and a large temptation to some people to any one

who will discover the person or persons most active in

demolishing those chapels on Saturday night."
"

Is that all?" cried Hugh, with an indifferent air. "I
knew of that."

"
Truly I might have known you did," said Gashford, smiling

and -folding up the document again.
" Your friend, I might

have guessed indeed I did guess was sure to tell you."
" My friend !

" stammered Hugh, with an unsuccessful effort

to appear surprised.
" What friend ?

"

" Tut tut do you suppose I don't know where you have

oeen?" retorted Gashford, rubbing his hands, and beating
the back of one on the palm of the other, and looking at him

with a cunning eye.
" Hov lull you think me ! Shall I say

his name ?
*'
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" No," said Hugh, with a hasty glance towards Dennis.
" You have also heard fix>m him, no doubt," resumed the

secretary, after a moment's pause,
" that the rioters who have

been taken (poor fellows) are committed for trial, and that

some very active witnesses have had the temerity to appear

against them. Among others
" and here he clenched his

teeth, as if he would suppress, by force, some violent words
that rose upon his tongue ;

and spoke very slowly.
"
Among

others, a gentleman who saw the work going on in Warwick
Street

;
a Catholic gentleman ;

one Haredale."

Hugh would have prevented his uttering the word, but it

was out already. Hearing the name, Barnaby turned swiftly
round.

"
Duty, duty, bold Barnaby !

"
cried Hugh, assuming his

wildest and most rapid manner, and thrusting into his hand
his staff and flag which leant against the wall.

" Mount

guard without loss of time, for we are off upon our expedition.

Tip, Dennis, and get ready ! Take care that no one turns the

straw upon my bed, brave Barnaby ;
we know what 's under

neath it eh ? Now, master, quick ! What you have to say,

say speedily, for the little captain and a cluster of 'em are in

the fields, and only waiting for us. Sharp 's the word, and

strike 's the action. Quick !

"

Barnaby was not proof against this bustle and despatch.
The look of mingled astonishment and anger which had

appeared in his face when he turned towards them, faded from

it as the words passed from his memory, like breath from a

polished mirror; and grasping the weapon which Hugh forced

upon him, he proudly took his station at the door, beyond
their hearing.

' You might have spoiled our plans, master," said Hugh.
"You, too, of all men!"

" Who would have supposed that he would be so quick ?
"

urged Gashford.
" He's as quick sometimes I don't mean with his hands,

for that you know, but with his head as you, or any man,"
said Hugh. "Dennis, it's time we were going; they're

waiting for us; I came to tell you. Roach mo my stick and

belt. Here ! Lend a hand, master. Fling this over my
shoulder, and buckle it behind, will you ?

"

" Brisk as ever!
"

said the secretary, adjusting it for hire

as he il
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" A man need be brisk to-day ;
there 's brisk work a-foot."

"There is, is there?" said Gashford. He said it with

such a provoking assumption of ignorance, that Hugh, look

ing over his shoulder and angrily down upon him, replied :

" Is there ! You know there is ! Who knows better tlmrs

you, master, that the first great step to be taken is to make

examples of these witnesses, and frighten all men from

appearing against us or any of our body, any more ?
"

" There 's one we know of," returned Gashford, with an

expressive smile, ''who is at least as well informed upon that

subject as you or I."
"

If we mean the same gentleman, as I suppose we do,"

Hugh rejoined, softlv,
"

I tell you this he 's as good and

quick information about everything as
"
here he paused

and looked round, as if to make quite sure that the person in

question was not within hearing
" as Old Nick himself.

Have you done that, master ? How slow yon are !

"

"
It 's quite fast now," said Gashford, rising.

"
I say

you didn't find that your friend disapproved of to-day's little

expedition? Ha ha ha! It is fortunate it jumps so well

with the witness' policy ;
for once planned, it must have been

carried out. And now you are going, eh ?
"

"Now we are going, master!" Hugh replied. "Any
parting words ?

"

" Oh dear, no," said Gashford sweetly.
" None !

"

"You're sure?" cried Hugh, nudging the grinning
Dennis.

"Quite sure, eh, Muster Gashford?" chuckled the hang
man.

Gashford paused a moment, struggling with his caution

and his malice; then putting himself between the two men,
and laying a hand upon the arm of each, said, in a cramped
whisper :

" Do not, my good friends I am sure you will not

forget our talk one night in your house, Dennis about

this person. No mercy, no quarter, no two beams of his

bouse to be left standing where the buildei placed them !

Fire, the Baying goes, is a good servant, but a bad master.

Make it his master
;
he deserves no better. But I am sure

you will be firm, I am sure you will be very resolute, I am
sure you will remember that he thirsts for your lives, and

those of ol1

your brave companions. If you ever acted like
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stanch fellows, you will do so to-day. Won't you, Dennis

won't you, Hugh ?
"

The two looked at him, and at each other
;
then bursting

into a roar of laughter, brandished their staves abo^e their

heads, shook hands, and hurried out.

"When they had been gone a little time, Gasliford followed.

They were yet in sight, and hastening to that part of tho

adjacent fields in which their follows had already mustered

Hugh was looking back, and flourishing his hat to Bamuby,
who, delighted witli his trust, replied in the same manner,
and then resumed his pacing up and down before the stabio-

door, where his feet had worn a path already. And when
Giishford himself was far distant, and looked back, for the lust

time, he was still walking to and fro, with the same measured

tread; the most devoted and the blithest champion that ever

maintained a post, and felt his heart lifted up with a brave

ttense of duty, and determination to defend it to the List.

Smiling at the simplicity of the poor idiot, Gasliford betook

himself to Welbeck Street by a different path from that

which he know the rioters would take, and sitting down
behind a curtain in one of the upper windows of Lord George
Gordon's house, waited impatiently for their coming. They
wen- so long, that although he knew it had been settled they
should come that way, he had a misgiving they must have

changed their plana and taken some other route. But at

length the roar of voices was hoard in the neighbouring fields,

and soon afterwards they came thronging past, in a great

body.

However, they were not all, nor nearly all, in one body,
but were, as he soon found, divided into four parties, each of

which stopped l>ofore the house to give tliree cheers, and then

went on
; the leaders crying out in what direction they were

going, and culling on the spectators to join them. The first

detachment, carrying, by way of banners, some relics of tho

havoc they had made in Moorfields, proclaimed that they were
on their way to Chelsea, whence they would return in tho

same order, to make of 'the spoil they bore, a great bonfire,

near at hand. The second gave out that they were bound for

Wapping, to destroy a chapel ; the third, that their place of

destination was East Smithficld, and their object tho same
All this was done in broad, bright, summer day. Gay
carriages and chairs stopped to let them pass, or turned buck

i. f r



434 BARXABY KUDOE.

to avoid them ; people on foot stood aside in doorways, or

perhaps knocked and begged permission to stand at a window,
or in the hall, until the rioters had passed : but nobody
interfered with them ; and when they had gone by, everything
went on as usual.

There still remained the fourth body, and for that the

secretary looked with a most intense eagerness. At last it

came up. It was numerous, and composed of picked men ;

for as he gazed down among them, he recognised many
upturned-faces which he knew well those of Simon Tappertit,

Hugh, and Dennis in the front, of course. They halted and

cheered, as the others had done ;
but when they moved again,

they did not, like them, proclaim what design they had.

Hugh merely raised his hat upon the bludgeon he carried,

and glancing at a spectator on the opposite side of the way,
was gone.

Gashford followed the direction of his glance instinctively,

and saw, standing on the pavement, and wearing the blue

cockade, Sir John Chester. He held his hat an inch or two

above liis head, to propitiate the mob ; and, resting gracefully
on his cane, smiling pleasantly, and displaying his dress and

person to the very best advantage, looked on in the most

tranquil state imaginable. For all that, and quick and

dexterous as he was, Gashford had seen him recognise Hugh
with the air of a patron. He had no longer any eyes for the

crowd, but fixed his keen regards upon Sir John.

He stood in the same place and posture, until the last man
in the concourse had turned the corner of the street

;
then

very deliberately took the blue cockade out of his hat ; put it

carefully in his pocket, ready for the next emergency ;

refreshed himself with a pinch of snuff; put up his box
;

and was walking slowly off, when a passing carriage stopped,
and a lady's hand let down the glass. Sir John's hat was off

again immediately. After a minute's conversation at the

carriage window, in which it was apparent that he was

vastly entertaining on the subject of the mob, he stepped

lightly in, and was driven away.
The secretary smiled, but he had other thoughts to dwell

upon, and soon dismissed the topic. Dinner was brought

him, but he sent it down uutasted; and, in restless paring;-;

up and down the room, and constant glances at the clock, and

many futile efforts to sit down and read, or go to sleep, 01
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look out of the window, consumed four weary hours. "When

the dial told him thus much time had crept away, he stole up
stairs to the top of the house, and coming out upon the roof

sat down, with his face towards the east.

Heedless of the fresh air that blew upon his heated brow,
of the pleasant meadows from which he turned, of the piles of

roofs and chimneys upon which he looked, of the smoke and

rising mist he vainly sought to pierce, of the shrill cries of

fthildren at their evening sports, the distant hum and turmoil

of the town, the cheerful country breath that rustled past to

meet it, and to droop, and die
;
he watched, and watched, till

it was dark save for the specks of light that twinkled in the

streets below and far away and, as the darkness deepened,
strained his gaze and grew more eager yet.

"Nothing but gloom in that direction, still!" he muttered

restlessly. "Dog! where is the redness in the sky, you
promised me I"
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CHAPTER LIV.

RTTMOTTRS of the prevailing disturbances had, by this time,

begun to be pretty generally circulated through the towns and

villages round London, and the tidings were everywhere
received with that appetite for the marvellous and love of the

terrible which have probably been among the natural

characteristics of mankind since the creation of the world.

These accounts, however, appeared, to many persons at that

day as they would to us at the present, but that we know
them to be matter of history so monstrous and improbable,
that a great number of those who were resident at a distance,

and who were credulous enough on other points, were really

unable to bring their minds to believe that such things could

be
;
and rejected the intelligence they received on all hands,

as wholly fabulous and absurd.

Mr. Willet not so much, perhaps, on account of his having

nrgued and settled the matter with himself, as by reason of

his constitutional obstinacy was one of those who positively
refused to entertain the currem topic for a moment. On this

very evening, and perhaps at tlie very time when Gashford kept
his solitary watch, old John was so red in the face with per

petually shaking Ids head in contradiction of his three ancient

cronies and pot companions, that he was quite a phenomenon
to behold, and lighted up the Maypole Porch wherein they
sat together, like a monstrous carbuncle in a fairy tale.

" Do you think, sir," said Mr. Willet, looking hard at

Solomon Daisy for it was his custom in cases of personal
altercation to fasten upon the smallest man in the party
"do you think sir, that I 'm a born fool?"

"No, no, Johnny," returned Solomon, looking round upon
the little circle of which he formed a part :

" We all know
better than that. You 're no fool, Johnny. No, no!"

Mr. Cobb and Mr. Parkes shook their heads in unison,

muttering "No, no, Johnny, not you!" But as such compli-
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mnrts had usually the effect of making Mr. Willet rather more
I than before, he surveyed them with a look of deep

disdain, and returned for answer :

" Then what do you mean by coming here, and telling me
that this evening you 're a going to walk up to London

together you three you and have the evidence of your
own senses? An't," said Mr. Willet, putting his pipe in his

mouth with an air of solemn disgust,
" an't the evidence of

my senses enough for you?"
" But we haven't got it, Johnny," pleaded Parkes, humbly.
" You haven't got it, sir ?" repeated Mr. Willet, eyeing him

from top to toe. "You haven't got it, sir? You have got it,

sir. Don't I tell you that His blessed Majesty King George
the Third would no more stand a rioting and rollicking in his

streets, than he'd stand being crowed over by his own
Parliament?"

"
Yes, Johnny, but that 's your sense not your senses,"

said the adventurous Mr. Parkes.
" How do you know," retorted John with great dignity.

" You 're a contradicting pretty free, you are, sir. How do

you know which it is ? I 'm not aware I ever told you, sir."

Mr. Parkes, finding himself in the position of having got
into metaphysics without exactly seeing his way out of them,
stammered forth an apology and retreated from the argument.
There then ensued a silence of some ten minutes or a quarter
of an hour, at the expiration of which period Mr. Willet was
observed to rumble and shake with laughter, and presently

remarked, in reference to his late adversary,
" that ho hoped

lif hud tackled him enough." Thereupon Messrs. C'obb and

Daisy laughed, and nodded, and Parkes was looked upon as

thoroughly and effectually put down.
" Do you suppose if all this was true, that Mr. Haredale

would l>e constantly away fiom home, as he is?" said John,
after another silence. " Do you think lie wouldn't be afraid

to leave his house with them two young women in it, and

only a couple of mon, or so /
"

"
Ay, but then you kn< w," returned Solomon Daisy,

" his

house is a goodish way out of Ix>ndon, and they do say that

the rioters won't go more than vwo mile, or three at farthest,

oil' the stones. Besides, you know, some of the Catholic

gi-ntlcfolks have actxially sent trinkets and suth-like down
Lore for safety at least, so the story goes."
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" The stoiy goes !

"
said Mr. Willet testily.

"
Yes, sir.

The story goes that you saw a ghost last March. But nobody
believes it."

" Well !

"
said Solomon, rising, to divert the attention of

his two friends, who tittered at this retort :
" believed or

disbelieved, it 's true
;
and true or not, if we mean to go to

London, we must be going at once. So shake hands, Johnny,
and good night."

"
I shall shake hands," returned the landlord, putting his

into his pockets,
" with no man as goes to London on such

nonsensical errands."

The three cronies were therefore reduced to the necessity of

shaking his elbows
; having performed that ceremony, and

brought from the house their hats, and sticks, and great-coats,

they bade him good night and departed ; promising to bring
him on the morrow full and true accounts of the real state of

the city, and if it were quiet, to give him the full merit of his

victory.

John Willet looked after them, as they plodded along the

road in the rich glow of a summer evening; and knocking
tbe'ftshes out of his pipe, laughed inwardly at their folly, until

his sides were sore. When he had quite exhausted himself

which took some time, for he laughed as slowly as he thought
and spoke he sat himself comfortably with his back to the

house, put his legs upon the bench, then his apron over his

face, and fell sound asleep.
How long he slept, matters not; but it was for no brief

space, for when he awoke, the rich light had faded, the

sombre hues of night were falling fast upon the landscape,
and a few bright stars were already twinkling over-head.

The birds were all at roost, the daisies on the green had closed

their fairy hoods, the honeysuckle twining round the porch
exhaled its perfume in a two-fold degree, as though it lost its

coyness at that silent time and loved to shed its fragrance on

the night; the ivy scarcely stirred its deep green leaves.

How tranquil, and how beautiful it was !

Was there no sound in the air, besides the gentle rustling

of the trees and the grasshopper's merry chirp ? Hark !

Something very faint and distant, not unlike the murmuring
in a sea-shell. Now it grew louder, fainter now, and now it

altogether died away. Presently, it came again, subsided,

cnuie once more, grew louder, fainter swelled into a roar.
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It was on the road, and varied with its windings. All at once

it burst into a distinct sound the voices, and the trumping
feet of many men.

It is questionable whether old John Willet, even then, would

have thought of the rioters, but for the cries of his cook and

housemaid, who ran screaming up stairs and locked themselves

into one of the old garrets, slirieking dismally when they had
done so, by way of rendering their place of refuge perfectly

secret and secure. These two females did afterwards depone
that Mr. Willet in his consternation uttered but one word, and

culled that up the stairs in a stentorian voice, six distinct

times. But as this word was a monosyllable, which, however

inoffensive when applied to the quadruped it denotes, is highly

reprehensible when used in connection with females of unim

peachable character, many persons were inclined to believe

that the young women laboured under some hallucination

caused by excessive fear
;
and that their ears deceived them.

Be this as it may, John Willet, in whom the very utter

most extent of dull-headed perplexity supplied the place of

courage, stationed himself in the porch, and waited for their

coming up. Once, it dimly occurred to him that there was a

kind of door to the house, which hud a lock and bolts
;
and at

the same time some shadowy ideas of shutters to the lower

windows, flitted through his brain. But he stood stock still,

looking down the road in the direction in which, the noise was

rapidly advancing, and did not so much as take his hands out

of his pockets.
He had not to wait long. A dark mass, looming through

a cloud of dust, soon become visible
;
the mob quickened their

pace ; shouting and whooping like savages, they came rushing
on pell-mell ;

and in a few seconds he was bandied from hand
to hand, in the heart of a crowd of men.

" Holloa !

"
cried a voice he knew, as the man who spoke

came cleaving through the throng.
" Where is he ?

Give him to me. Don't hurt him. How now, old J;ick!

Ha ha ha !

"

Mr. Willet looked at him, and saw it was Hugh ;
but he

said nothing, and thought nothing.
" These lads are thirsty and must drink !

"
cried Hugh,

thrusting him back towards the house. "
Bustle, Juc.k,

bustle. Show us the best the very best the over-proof
that you keep for your own drinking. Jock '

"
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John faintly articulated the words,
" Who e to pay P

"

"He says 'Who's to pay!' cried Hugh, with a roar t

laughter which was loudly echoed by the crowd. Then

turning to John, he added,
"
Pay ! Why, nobody."

John stared round at the mass of faces some grinning,
some fierce, some lighted up by torches, some indistinct, some

dusky and shadowy : some looking at him, some at his house,
some at each other and while he was, as he thought, in the

vory act of doing so, found himself, without any consciousness

of having moved, in the bar
; sitting down in an arm-chair,

and watching the destruction of his property, as if it were

some queer play or entertainment, of an astonishing and

stupifying nature, but having no reference to himself that he

could make out at all.

Yes. Here was the bar the bar that the boldest never

entered without special invitation the sanctuary, the mystery,
the hallowed ground : here it was, crammed with men, clubs,

sticks, torches, pistols ;
filled with a deafening noise, oaths,

shouts, screams, hootings ; changed all at once into a bear

garden, a madhouse, an infernal temple : men darting in and

out, by door and Mandow, smashing the glass, turning the

taps, drinking liquor out of China punchbowls, sitting astride

of casks, smoking private and personal pipes, cutting down the

sacred grove of lemons, hacking and hewing at the celebrated

cheese, breaking open inviolable drawers, putting things in

their pockets which didn't belong to them, dividing his own

money before his own eyes, wantonly wasting, breaking,

pulling down and tearing up : nothing quiet, nothing private :

men everywhere above, below, overhead, in the bedrooms,
in the kitchen, in the yard, in tli3 stables clambering in at

windows when there were doors wide open ; dropping out of

windows when the stairs were handy ; leaping over the

banisters into chasms of passages : new faces and figures pre

senting themselves every instant some yelling, some singing,
some fighting, some breaking glass and crockery, some laying
the dust with the liquor they couldn't drink, some ringing the

bells till they pulled them down, others beating them with

pokers till they beat them into fragments : more men still

more, more, more swarming on like insects : noise, smoke,

light, darkness, frolic, anger, laughter, groans, plunder, fear,

and ruin !

Nearly all the time while John looked on at this bewil-
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Bering scene, Hugh kept near him
;
and tlu ugh he was the

loudest, wildest, most destructive villain there, he saved his

old master's bones a score of times. Nay, even when Mr.

Tappertit, excited by liquor, came up, and in assertion of his

prerogative politely kicked John Willet on the shins, Hugh
bade him return the compliment ;

and if old John had had
sufficient presence of mind to understand this whispered

direction, and to profit by it, he might no doubt, under

11ugh' s protection, have done so with impunity.
At length the band began to re-assemble outside the house,

and to call to those witliin, to join them, for they were losing
time. These murmurs increasing, and attaining a high pitch,

Hugh, and some of those who yet lingered in the bar, and

who plainly were the leaders of the troop, took counsel

together, apart, as to what was to be done with John, to keep
him quiet until their Chigwell work was over. Some pro

posed to set tiie house on fire and leave him in it
; others,

that he should be reduced to a state of temporary insensibility,

by knocking on the head
; others, that he should be sworn to

eit where he was until to-morrow at the same hour
;
others

again, that he should be gagged and taken off with them,
under a sufficient guard. All these propositions being over

ruled, it was concluded, at last, to bind him in his chair, and
the word was passed for Dennis.

" Look'ee here, Jack !

"
said Hugh, striding up to him :

" We 're going to tie you, hand and foot, but otherwise you
won't be hurt. D' ye hear ?

"

John Willet looked at another man, as if he didn't know
which was the speaker, and muttered something about an

ordinary every Sunday at two o'clock.'
" You won't be hurt I tell you, Jack do you hear me ?

"

roared Hugh, impressing the assurance upon him by mean*
of a heavy blow on the back. " He 's so dead scared, he 's

wool-gathering, I think. Give him a drop of something to

drink here. Hand over, one of you."
A glass of liquor being passed forward, Hugh poured the

contents down old John's tliroat. Mr. Willet feebly smacked
his lips, thrust his hand into his pocket, and inquired what
was to pay; adding, as he looked vacantly round, that he

believed there was a trifle of broken glass
" He's out of his senses for the time, it's my belief," said

Hugh, after shaking him, without any visible effect upon his

r
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system, until his keys rattled in his pocket.
" Where '

that

Dennis ?
"

The word was again passed, and presently Mr. Dennis with

a long cord bound about his middle, something after the

manner of a friar, came hurryinp- in, attended by a body
guard of half-a-dozen of his men.

" Come ! Be alive here !

"
cried Hugh, stamping his foot

upon the ground.
" Make haste !

"

Dennis, with a wink and a nod, unwound the cord from

about his person, and raising his eyes to the ceiling, looked

all over it, and round the walls and cornice, with a curious

eye ;
then shook his head.

" Move man, can't you !

"
cried Hugh, with another im

patient stamp of his foot.
" Are we to wait here, till the

cry has gone for ten miles round, and our work 's inter

rupted ?
"

*' It 's all very fine talking, brother," answered Dennis,

stepping towards him; "but unless
" and here he whispered

in his ear " unless we do it over the door, it can't be dono

at all in this here room."
" What can't ?

"
Hugh demanded.

"What can't!" retorted Dennis. "Why, the old man
can't."

"
Why, you weren't going to hang him !

"
cried Hugh.

"
No, brother ?

"
returned the hangman, with a stare.

" What else ?
"

Hugh made no answer, but snatching the rope from his

companion's hand, proceeded to bind old John himself; but

his very first move was so bungling and unskilful, that Mr.

Dennis entreated, almost with tears in his eyes, that he might
be permitted to perform the duty. Hugh consenting, he

achieved it in a twinkling.
" There !

" he said, looking mournfully at John Willet,

who displayed no more emotion in his bonds than lie had

shown out of them. "That's what I call pretty, and work
manlike. He's quite a picter now. But, brother, just a

word with you now that he's ready trussed, as one may aay,

wouldn't it be better for all parties if we was tc work him

off? It would read uncommon well in the newspapers, it

would indeed. Tho public would think a great deal more

on us !

"

Hugh, inferring what his companion meant, rather ironi
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his gestures than his technical mode of expi-essing himself (to

which, as he was ignorant of his calling, ho wanted the clue),

rejected this proposition for the second time, and gave tho

word " Forward !

" which was echoed by a hundred voices

from without.
" To the Warren !

"
shouted Dennis as he ran out, followed

by the rest.
" A witness's house, my lads !

"

A loud yell followed, and the whole throng hurried off,

mad for pillage and destruction. Hugh lingered behind for a

few moments to stimulate himself with more drink, and to set

all the taps running, a few of Avhich had accidentally been

spared; then, glancing round the despoiled and plundered
room, through whose shattered window the rioters had thrust

the Maypole itself, for even that had been sawn down,

lighted a torch, clapped the mute and motionless John "Willet

on the back, and waving his light above his head, and

uttering a iier e shout, hastened after his companions
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CHAPTER LY.

JOHN "WiLLET, left alone in his dismantled bar, continued

to sit staring about him
;
awake as to his eyes, certainly, but

with all his powers of reason and reflection in a sound and
dreamless sleep. He looked round upon the room which had
been for years, and was within an hour ago, the pride of his

heart
;
and not a muscle of his face was moved. The night,

without, looked black and cold through the dreary gaps in

the casement
;
the precious liquids, now nearly leaked away,

dripped with a hollow sound upon the floor; the Maypole

peered ruefully in through the broken window, like the

bowsprit of a wrecked ship ;
the ground might have been the

bottom of the sea, it was so strewn with precious fragments.
Currents of air rushed in, as the old doors jarred and creaked

upon their hinges ;
the candles flickered and guttered down,

and made long winding-sheets ; the cheery deep-red curtains

flapped and fluttered idly in the wind
;
even the stout Dutch

kegs, overthrown and lying empty in dark corners, seemed
the mere husks of good fellows whoso jollity had departed,
and who could kindle with a friendly glow no more. John
saw this desolation, and yet saw it not. He was perfectly
contented to sit there, staring at it, and felt no more in

dignation or discomfort in his bonds than if they had been

robes of honour. So far as he was personally concerned, old

Time lay snoring, and the world stood still.

Save for the dripping from the barrels, the rustling of such

light fragments of destruction as the wind affected, and the

dull creaking of the open doors, all was profoundly quiet :

indeed, these sounds, like the ticking of the death-watch in

the night, only made the silence they invaded deeper and

more apparent. l.ut quiet or nois}', it was all one to John.

If a train of heavy artillery could have come up and com
menced ball practice outside the window, it w^ould have been

all the same to him. He was a long way l>eyond surprise
'A. ghost couldn't have overtaken him.
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Fy and by he hoard a footstep a hurried, and yet cautious

footstep coming on towards the house. It stopped, advanced

again, then seemed to go quite round it. Having done that,

it came beneath the window, and a head looked in.

It was strongly relieved against the darkness outside by the

glare of the guttering candles. A pale, worn, withered face
;

the eyes but that was owing to its gaunt condition un

naturally large and bright ;
the hair, a grizzled black. It

gave a searching glance all round the room, and a deep voice

said :

" Are you alone in this house ?
"

John made no sign, though the qxiestion was repeated twice,
and he heard it distinctly. After a moment's pause, the man

got in at the window. John was not at all surprised at this,

either. There had been so much getting in and out of window
in the course of the last hour or so, that he had quite forgotten
the door, and seemed to have lived among such exercises from

infancy.
The man wore a large, dark, faded cloak, and a slouched

hat ; he walked up close to John, and looked at him. John

returned the compliment with interest.
" How long have you been sitting thus ?

"
said the man.

John considered, but nothing came of it.

" Which way have the party gone?
"

Some wandering speculations relative to the fashion * **e

stranger's boots, got into Mr. WiUet's mind by * me acc :

or other, but they got out again in a h-".% and left llim in

his former state.
" You would do well to RI>P*," saij *ho man :

"
Jou mav

keep a whole skin, tho^h you have nothing else left that can

be hurt. AVhi^ **y have the party gone ?
"

" That '
"

s:i ' (l John, finding his voice ?>U at once, and

':ip with perfect good faith he couldn't point ;
lie was

July bound in exactly the opposite direction to the

one.

"You lie!" said the man angrily, and with a threatening

ire. "I came that way. You would !,<>tr;iv me."

It was so evident that John's imperturbability was not

assumed, but was the result of the late proceedings under his

roof, that the man stayed his hand in the very act of striking

him, and turned away.
John looked after him without so much as a twitch in *
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flingle nerve of his face. lie seized a glass, and holding it

under one of the little casks until a few da-ops were collected,

drank them greedily off; then throwing it down upon the

floor impatiently, lie took the vessel in his hands and drained

it into his throat. Some scraps of bread and meat were scat

tered about, and on these he fell next; eating them with

voracity, and pausing every now and then to listen for some
fancied noise outside. When he had refreshed himself in this

manner with violent haste, and raised another barrel to his

lips, he pulled his hat upon his brow as though he were about

to leave the house, and turned to John.
" Where are your servants ?

"

Mr. Willet indistinctly remembered to have heard the rioters

calling to them to throw the key of the room in which they

were, out of window, for their keeping. He therefore replied
" Locked up."

" Well for them if they remain quiet, and well for you if

you do the like," said the man. " Now show me the Avay
the party went."

This time Mr. Willet indicated it correctly. The man was

hurrying to the door, when suddenly there came towards them

on the wind, the loud and rapid tolling of an alarm bell, and

then a bright and vivid glare streamed up, which illumined,

not only the whole chamber, but all the country.
It was not the sudden change from darkness to this dreadful

light, it was not the sound of distant shrieks nnd shouts of

*''iumph, it was not this dread invasion of the serenity and

peace 01 'igv,f that drove the man back as though a thunder
bolt had struck him. jt was the Bell. If the ghastliest
shape the human mind has eve. Dictured in its wildest dreams
had risen up before him, he could u^t have staggered back
ward from its touch, as he did from the fint sound of that
loud iron voice. With eyes that started from if, ii..ud, his

limbs convidsed, his face most horrible to see, he raised one arm

high up into tha air, and holding something visionary, buck

and down, with his other hand, drove at it as though he held

a knife and stabbed it to the heart. He clutched his hair,

and stopped his ears, and travelled madly round and round ;

then gave a frightful cry, and with it rushed away : still,

still, the Bell tolled on and seemed to follow him louder and

louder, hotter and hotter yet. The glare grew brighter, the

roar of voices deeper; the crash of heavy bodies fulling
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shook the air
; bright streams of sparks rose up into the sky ;

but louder than them all rising
1 faster far, to Heaven a

million times more fierce and furious pouring forth dreadful

.secrets after its long silence speaking the language of the

dead the Bell the Bell !

What hunt of spectres could surpass that dread pursuit and

flight ! Had there been a legion of them on his track, he

could have better borne it. They would have had a beginning
and an end, but here all space was full. The one pursuing
voice was everywhere : it sounded in the earth, the air

;

shook the long grass, and howled among the trembling trees.

The echoes caught it up, the owls hooted as it flew upon the

breeze, the nightingale was silent and hid herself among the

thickest boughs : it seemed to goad and urge the angry fire,

and lash it into madness
; everything was steeped in one pre

vailing red
;
the glow was everywhere ;

nature was drenched

in blood : still the remorseless crying of that awful voice the

Bell, the Bell !

It ceased
;
but not in his ears. The knell was at his heart.

No work of man had ever voice like that which sounded there,

and warned him that it cried unceasingly to Heaven. Who
could hear that bell, and not know what it said ! There was
murder in its every note cruel, relentless, savago murder -

tlie murder of a confiding man, by one who held his every
trust. Its ringing summoned phantoms from their graves.
What face was that, in which a friendly smile changed to a

look of half incredulous horror, which stiffened for a moment
into one of pain, then changed again into an imploring glance
at Heaven, and so fell idly down with upturned eyes, like the

dead stags he had often peeped at when a little child : shrink

ing and shuddering there was a dreadful thing to think of

now ! and clinging to an apron as he looked ! He sank upon
tho ground, and grovelling down as if he would dig himself a

place to liide in, covered liis face and ears : but no, no, no

a hundred walls and roofs of brass would not shut out that

bell, for in it spoke the wrathful voice of God, and from that

voice, the whole wide universe could not afford a refuge !

While he rushed up and down, not knowing where to turn,

and while he lay crouching there, the work went briskly on

indeed. When they left the Maypole, tho rioters formed info

a solil body, and advanced at a quick pace towards the

Warr;n Rumour of their approach having gone before, they
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found the garden doors fast closed, the windows made secure,

and the house profoundly dark : not a light being visible in

an}' poition of the building. After some fruitless ringing at

the bells, and beating at the iron gates, they drew off a few

paces to reconnoitre, and confer upon the course it woiild bo

best to take.

Very little conference was needed, when all Avere bent upcn
one desperate purpose, infuriated with liquor, and flushed

with successful riot. The word being given to surround the

house, some climbed the gates, or dropped into the shallow

trench and scaled the garden wall, while others pulled down
the solid iron fence, and while they made a breach to enter

by, made deadly weapons of the bars. The house being com

pletely encircled, a small number of men were despatched to

break open a tool-shed in the garden ;
and during their

absence on this errand, the remainder contented themselves

with knocking violently at the doors, and calling to those

within, to come down and open them on peril of their lives.

No answer being returned to this repeated summons, and

the detachment who luid been sent away, coming back with

an accession of pickax<-s, spades, and hoes, they, together
with those who had siuh arms already, or carried (as many
did) axes, poles, and crow-bars, struggled into the foremost

rank, ready to beset the doors and windows. They had not

at this time more than a dozen lighted torches among them ;

but when these preparations were completed, flaming links

were distributed and passed from hand to hand with such

rapidity, that, in a minute's time, at least two-thirds of tho

whole roaring mass, bore, each man in his hand, a blazing
brand. Whirling these about their heads they raised a loud

shout, and fell to work upon the doors and windows.

Amidst the clattering of heavy blows, the rattling of broken

glass, the cries and execrations of tha mob, and all tile din

and turmoil of the scene, Hugh and his friends kept together
at the turret door where Mr. Haredale had last admitted him
and old John "VVillet

;
and spent their united force on that.

It was a strong old oaken door, guarded by good bolts and a

heavy bar. but it soon went crashing in upon the narrow

stairs behind, and made, as it were, a platform to facilitate

their tearing up into the rooms above. Almost at the same

moment, a dozen other points were forced, and at every one

he crowd poured in lik> water.
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A few armed servant-men were posted in the hall, and

when the rioters forced an entrance there, they fired some

half-a-dozen shots. But these taking
1 no effect, and the con

course coming on like an army of devils, they only thought of

consulting their own safety, and retreated, echoing their

assailants' cries, and hoping in the confusion to be taken for

rioters themselves
;
in which stratagem they succeeded, with

the exception of one old man who was never heard of again,
and was said to have had his brains beaten out with an iron

bar (one of his fellows reported that he had seen the old man

fall), and to have been afterwards burnt in the flames.

The besiegers being now in complete possession of the

house, spread themselves over it from garret to cellar, and

plied their demon labours fiercely. While some small parties
kindled bonfires underneath the windows, others broke Tip the

furniture and cast the fragments down to feed the flames

below
;
where the apertures in the wall (windows no longer)

were large enough, they threw out tables, chests of drawers,

beds, mirrors, pictures, and flung them whole into the fire
;

while every fresh addition to the blazing masses was received

with shouts, and howls, and yells, which added new and
dismal terrors to the conflagration. Those who had axes and
had spent their fury on the moveablcs, chopped and tore down
the doors and window frames, broke up the flooring, hewed

away the rafters, and buried men who lingered in the upper
rooms, in heaps of ruins. Some searched the drawers, the

chests, the boxes, writing-desks, and closets, for jewels, plate,
and money ;

while others, less mindful of gain and more mad
for destruction, 'Cast their whole contents into the court-yard
without examination, and called to those below, to heap them
on the blaze. Men who had been into the ceDars, and had
staved the casks, rushed to and fro stark mad, setting fire to

all they saw often to the dresses of their own friends and

kindling the building in so many parts that some had no time
for escape, and were seen, with drooping hands and blackened

faces, hanging senseless on the window-sills to which they had

crawled, until they were sucked and drawn into the burning
gulf. The more the fire crackled and raged, the wilder and
more cruel the men grew ;

as though moving in that element

thoy became fiends, and changed their eartldy nature for tho

qualities that give delight in hell.

The burning pile, revealing rooms and passages red hot,
VOl.. T. O fl
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through gaps made in tho crumbling walls
;
the tributary

fires that licked the outer bricks and stones, with their long
forked tongues, and ran up to meet the glowing mass within ;

the shining of the flames upon the villains who looked on and
fed them

;
the roaring of the angry blaze, so bright and high

that it seemed in its rapacity to have swallowed up the very
smoke

;
the living flakes the wind bore rapidly away and

hurried on with, bike a storm of fiery snow; the noiseless

breaking of great beams of wood, which fell like feathers on
the heap of ashes, and crumbled in the very act to sparks and

powder; the lurid tinge that overspread the sky, and the

darkness, very deep by contrast, which prevailed around
;
the

exposure to the coarse, common gaze, of every little nook
which usages of home had made a sacred place, and the

destruction by rude hands of every little household favourite

Trliich old associations made a dear and precious thing : all

this taking place not among pitying looks and friendly
murmurs of compassion, but brutal shouts and exultations,

which seemed to make the very rats who stood by the old

house too long, creatures with some claim upon the pity and

regard of those its roof had sheltered : combined to form a

scene never to be forgotten by those who saw it and were not

actors in the work, so long as life endured.

And who were they? The alarm-bell rang and it was

pulled by no faint or hesitating hands for a long time
;
but

not a soul was seen. Some of the insurgents said that when
it ceased, they heard tho shrieks of women, and saw some

garments fluttering in the air, as a party of men bore away
no unresisting burdens. No one could say that this was true

or false, in such an uproar ;
but where was Hugh ? Who

among them had seen him, since the forcing of the doors ?

The ciy spread through the body. Where was Hugh !

"Here!" he hoarsely cried, appearing from the darkness;
out of breath, and blackened with the smoke. " We have

done all we can
;
the fire is burning itself out

;
and even the

corners where it hasn't spread, are nothing but heaps of ruins.

Disperse, my lads, while the coast 's clear
; get back by

different ways ;
and meet as usual !

" With that, he dis

appeared again, contrary to his wont, for he was always
first to advance, and last to go away, leaving them to follow

homewards as they would.

It was not an easv task to draw off such a throng. If
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Bedlam gates had been flung open wUe, there would not

havo issued forth such maniacs as the frenzy of that night
had made. There were men there who danced and trampled
on the beds of flowers as though they trod down human

enemies, and v.^nched them from the stalks, like savages
who twisted human necks. There were men who cast their

lighted torches in the air, and suffered them to fall upon
their heads and" faces, blistering the skin with deep unseemly
burns. There were men who rushed up to the fire, and

paddled in it with their hands as if in water ; and others who
were restrained by force from plunging in, to gratify their

deadly longing. On the skull of one drunken lad not

twenty, by his looks who lay upon the ground with a bottle

to his mouth, the lead, from the roof came streaming down in

a shower of liquid lire, white hot
; melting his head like wax.

When the scattered parties were collected, men living yet,

but singed as with hot irons were plucked out of the cellars,

and carried off upon the shoulders of others, who strove to

wake them as they went along, with ribald jokes, and left

them, dead, in the passages of hospitals. But of all the

howling throng not one learnt mercy from, or sickened at,

these sights ;
nor was the fierce, besotted, senseless rage of

one mean glutted. . . :

Slowly, and in small clusters, with hoarse hurrahs and

repetitions of their usual cry, the assembly dropped away
The last few red-eyed stragglers reeled after those who had

gone before
;
the distant noise of men calling to each other,

and whistling for others whom they missed, grew fainter and

fainter
;

at length even these sounds died away, and silence

reigned alono.

Silence indeed ! The glare of the flames had sunk into a

fitful flashing light ;
and the gentle stars, invisible till now,

looked down upon the blackening heap. A dull smoke hung
upon the ruin, as though to hide it from those eyes of Heaven;
and the wind forebore to move it. Bare walls, roof open to

the sky chambers, where the beloved dead had, many and

many a fair day, risen to new life and energy; where so

many dear ones had been sad and merry ;
which were con

nected with o many thoughts and hopes, regrets and changes
all gone. Nothing left but a dull and dreary blank a

smoiddering heap of dust and ashes the silence and solitude

of utter desolation.

1
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CHAPTER LVL

THE Maypole cronies, little dreaming of the change so soon

to come upon their favourite haunt, struck through the Forest

path upon their way to London
;
and avoiding the main road,

which was hot and dusty, kept to the by-paths and the

fields. As they drew nearer to their destination, they began
to make inquiries of the people whom they passed, concerning
the riots, and the truth or falsehood of the stories they had

heard. The answers went far beyond any intelligence that

had spread to quiet Chigwell. One man told them that that

afternoon the Guards, conveying to Newgate some rioters who
had been re-examined, had been set upon by the mob and

compelled to retreat
; another, that the houses of two witnesses

near Clare Market were about to be pulled down, when ho

came away; another, that Sir George Saville's house in

Leicester Fields was to bo burned that night, and that it

would go hard with Sir George if he fell into the people's

hands, as it was he who had brought in the Catholic bill. All

accounts agreed that the mob were out, in stronger numbers
and more numerous parties than had yet appeared ;

that the

streets were unsafe
;
that no man's house or life was worth an

hour's purchase ;
that the public consternation was increasing

every moment ; and that many families had already fled the

city. One fellow who wore the popular colour, damned them
for not having cockades in their hats, and bade them set a

good watch to-morrow night upon the prison doors, for the

locks would have a straining ;
another asked if they were

fire-proof, that they walked abroad without the distinguishing
mark of all good and true men

;
and a third who rode on

horseback, and was quite alone, ordered them to throw, each

nan a, shilling, in his hat, towards the support of the rioters.

Although they were afraid to refuse compliance with this

demand, and were much alarmed by these reports, they

ag!i<ed, having crme so far, to go forward and see the real
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etato of things with their own eyes. So they pushed on

quicker, as men do who are excited by portentous news
; and

ruminating on what they had heard, spoke little to each

other.

It was now night, and as they came nearer to the city, they
had dismal confirmation of this intelligence in three great

fires, all close together, which burnt fiercely and were gloomily
reflected in the sky. Arriving in the immediate suburbs,

they found that almost every house had chalked upon its door

in largo characters " No Popery," that the shops were shut,

and that alarm and anxiety were depicted in every face they

passed.

Noting these things with a degree of apprehension which

neither of the three cared to impart, in its full extent, to his

companions, they came to a turnpike gate, which was shut.

They Avere passing through the turnstile on the path, when a

horseman rode up from London at a hard gallop, and called

to the toll-keeper in a voice of great agitation, to open quickly
in the name of God.

The adjuration was so earnest, and vehement, that the man,
with a lantern in his hand, came running out toll-keeper

though he was and was about to thrwv the gate open, when

happening to look behind him, he exclaimed,
" Good Heaven,

what 's that ! Another fire !

''

At this, the three turned their heads, and saw in the

distance straight in the direction whence they had come a

broad sheet of flame, casting a threatening light upon the

clouds, which glimmered as though the conflagration were

behind them, and showed like a wrathfid sunset.
"
My mind misgives me," said the horseman, "or I know

from what far building those flames come. Don't stand

aghast, my good fellow. Open the gate !

"

"Sir," cried the man, laying his hand upon his horse's

bridle as ho let him through : "I know you now, sir
;
be

ailvised by me ;
do not go on. I saw them pass, and know

what kind of men they are. You will bo murdered."
" So be it !

"
said the horseman, looking intently towards

the fire, and not at him who spoke.
" But sir sir,"cried the man, grasping at his rein more

tightly yet,
"

if you do GO on, wear the blue riband. Here.

*ir," ho added, taking one from his own hat, "it's necessity,

cot choice, that makes me wear it : it's lovo of life and homo,
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sir. Wear it for this one night, sir; only for this one

night."
" Do !

"
cried the three friends, pressing round his horso.

" Mr. Ilaredale worthy sir good gentleman pray be

persuaded."
" Wlio 's that?

"
cried Mr. Haredole, stooping down to look.

" Did I hear Daisy's voice ?
"

"You did, sir," cried the little man. "Do be persuaded,
sir. This gentleman says very true. Your life may hang
upon it."

" Are you," said Mr. Haredale abruptly,
" afraid to come

with me ?
"

"
I, sir ? N-n-no."

" Put that riband in your hat. If we meet the rioters,

swear that I took you prisoner for wearing it. I will tell them
so with my own lips ;

for as I hope for mercy when I die, I

will take no quarter from them, nor shall they have quarter
from me, if we come hand to hand to-night. Up here

behind me quick ! Clasp me tight round the body, and

fear nothing."
In an instant they were riding away, at full gallop, in a

dense cloud of dust, and speeding on, like hunters in a

dream.

It was well the good horse knew the road he traversed, for

never once no, never once in all the journey did Mr. Hare-

dale cast his eyes upon the ground, or turn them, for an

instant, from the light towards which they sped so madly.
Once he said in a low voice "

It is my house," but that was

the only time he spoke. When they came to dark and

doubtful places, he never forgot to put his hand upon the

little man to hold him more securely in his seat, but ne

kept his head erect and his eyes fixed on the fire, then, and

always.
The road was dangerous enough, for they went the nearest

way headlong far from the highway by lonely lanes and

paths, where waggon-wheels had worn deep ruts; where

hedge and ditch hemmed in the narrow strip of ground ;
and

tall trees, arching overhead, made it profoundly dark. But

on, on, on, with neither stop nor stumble, till they reached

the Maypole door, and could plainly see that the fire began to

fade, as if for want of fuel.

"Down for one moment for but one moment," eaid
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Mr. Ilaredale, helping Daisy to the ground, and following
himself. " Willet Willet where are my niece and servants

Willot!"

Crying to him distractedly, he rushed into the bar. Th<

landlord bound and fastened to his chair; the place dis-

mautled, stripped, and pulled about his ears
; nobody could

have taken shelter here.

Ho was a strong man, accustomed to restrain himself, and

suppress his strong emotions ; but this preparation for what

was to follow though he had seen that fire burning, and

knew that his house must be razed to the ground was more
than he could bear. He covered his face with his hands for

a moment, and turned away his head.
"
Johnny, Johnny," said Solomon and the simple-hearted

fellow cried outright, and wrung his hands "Oh dear old

Jolmny, here's a change! That the Maypole bar should

come to this, and we should live to see it ! The old Warren

too, Jolmny Mr. Haredale oh, Johnny, what a piteous

sight this is !

"

Pointing to Mr. Haredale as he said these words, little

Solomon Daisy put his elbows on the back of Mr. Willet' *

chair, and fairly blubbered on his shoulder.

While Solomon was speaking, old John sat, mute as ;

stock-fish, staring at him with an unearthly glare, and

displaying, by every possible symptom, entire and complete
uiuonsciousness. But when Solomon was silent again, John

followed, \vitli his great round eyes, the direction of his look.-,

and did appear to have some dawning distant notion thai

somebody had come to see him.
" You know us, don't you, Johnny?" said the little clerk,

rapping himself on the breast. "
Daisy, you know Chigweli

Church bell-ringer little desk on Sundays eh, Johnny?"
Mr. Willet reflected for a few moments, and then muttered,

as it were mechanically: "Let us sing to the praise anl

glory of
"

"
Yes, to be sure," cried the little man, hastily;

" that's it

that's me, Johnny. You're all right now, an't you? S>
you 're all right, Johnny."

" All right ?" pondered Mr. Willet, as if that were a matter

entirely between himself and his conscience. "All right
*

Ah!"
"
They haven't been misusing you with sticks, or pokc-ni
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or any other blunt instruments, have they, Johnny?" nslcod

Solomon, with a very anxious glance at Mr. Willet's head

"They didn't beat you, did they?"
John knitted his brow

;
looked downwards, as if he were

mentally engaged in some arithmetical calculation; then

upwards, as if the total would not come at his call
;
then at

Solomon Daisy, from his eyebrow to his shoe-buckle
;
then

very slowly round the bar. And then a great, round, leaden-

looking, and not at all transparent tear, came rolling out of

each eye, and he said, as he shook his head :

" If they 'd only had the goodness to murder me, I 'd have

thanked 'em kindly."
"
No, no, no, don't say that, Johnny," whimpered his little

friend. "It's very, very bad, but not quite so bad as that.

No, no!"
"Look'ee here, sir!" cried John, turning his rueful eyes

on Mr. Haredale, who had dropped on one knee, and was

hastily beginning to untie his bonds. "Look'ee here, sir!

The very Maypole the old dumb Maypole stares in at the

winder, as if it said,
' John Willet, John Willet, let 's go and

pitcli ourselves in the nighest pool of water as is deep enough
to hold us

;
for our day is over !

' '

"Don't, Johnny, don't," cried his friend: no less affected

by this mournful effort of Mr. Willet's imagination, than by
the sepulchral tone in which he had spoken for the Maypole.
" Please don't, Johnny!"

" Your loss is great, and your misfortune a heavy one,"
said Mr. Haredale, looking restlessly towards the door :

" and

this is not a time to comfort you. If it were, I am in no

condition to do so. Before I leave you, tell mo one thing,
and try to tell me plainly, I implore you. Have you seen,

or heard of Emma?" \

"No!" said Mr. Willet.

"Nor any one but these bloodhounds?"
"No!"
"They rode away, I trust in Heaven, before these dreadful

scones began," said Mr. Haredale, who, between his agitation,

his eagerness to mount his horse again, and the dexterity with

which the cords were tied, had scarcely yet undone one knot.

"A knife, Daisy!"
"You didn't," said John, looking about, as though he had

lost his pocket-handkerchief or somo such slight article
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' either of yen gentlemen see a a coffin anywheres, did

you?"
"Willot!" cried Mr. Harcdnle. Solomon dropped tho

knife, and instantly becoming limp from head to foot, exclaimed
" Good gracious !

"

"
Because," said John, not at all regarding them, "a

dead man called a little time ago, on his way yonder. I

could have told you what name was on the plate, if he had

brought his coffin with him, and left it behind. If ho didn't,

it don't signify."
His landlord, who had listened to these words with breath

less attention, started that moment to his feet
; and, without a

word, drew Solomon Daisy to the door, mounted his horse,

took him up behind again, and flew rather than galloped
towards the pile of ruins, which that day's sun had shone

upon, a stately house. Mr. Willet stared after them, listened,

looked down upon himself to make quite sure that he was
still unbound, and, without any manifestation of impatience,

disappointment, or surprise, gently relapsed into the condition

from which he had so imperfectly recovered.

Mr. Haredale tied his horse to the trunk of a tree, and

grasping his companion's arm, stole softly along the footpath,
and into what had been the garden of his house. He stopped
for an instant to look upon its smoking walls, and at the stars

that shone through roof and floor upon the heap of crumbling
ashes. Solomon glacced timidly in his face, but his lips

were tightly pressed together, a resolute and stern expression
sat upon his brow, and not a tear, a look, or gesture

indicating grief, escaped him.

He drew his sword
;

felt for a moment in his breast, as

though he carried other arms about him
;

then grasping
Solomon by the wrist again, went with a cautious step all

round the house. He looked into every doorway and gap in

the wall
;

retraced his steps at every rustling of the air

among the leaves
;
and searched in every shadowed nook with

out-stretched hands. Thus they made the circuit of the

building : but they returned to the spot from which they had
set out, without encountering any human being, or finding
the least trac% of any concealed straggler.

After a short pause, Mr. Haredalo shouted twice or thrice.

Then cried aloud,
"

Is there any one in hiding hen?, who
knows my yoico ! There is nothing to fear now If any of
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my people are here, I entreat them to answer!" He called

them all by name
;
his voice was echoed in many mournful

tones
;
then all was silent as before.

They were standing near the foot of the turret, where the

alarm-bell hung. The fire had raged there, and the floors

had been sawn, and hewn, and beaten down, besides. It was

opet to the night ;
but a part of the staircase still remained,

winding upward from a great mound of dust and cinders.

Fragments of the jagged and broken steps offered an insecure

and giddy footing here and there, and then were lost again,

behind protruding angles of the wall, or in the deep shadows

cast upon it by other portions of the ruin
;

for by this time

the moon had risen, and shone brightly.
As they stood here, listening to the echoes as they died

away, and hoping in vain to hear a voice they knew, some of

the ashes in this turret slipped and rolled down. Startled by
the least noise in that melancholy place, Solomon looked up
at his companion's face, and saw that he had turned towards

the spot, and that he watched and listened keenly.
He covered the Little man's mouth with his hand, and

looked again. Instantly, with kindling eyes, he bade him on

his life keep still, and neither speak nor move. Then holding
his breath, and stooping down, he stole into the turret, with

his drawn sword in his hand, and disappeared.
Terrified to be left there by himself, under such desolate

circumstances, and after all he had seen and heard that night,
Solomon would have followed, but there had been something
in Mr. Haredale's manner and his look, the recollection of

which held him spell-bound. He stood rooted to the spot ;

and scarcely venturing to breathe, looked up with mingled
fear and wonder.

Again the ashes slipped and rolled very, very softly

again and then again, as though they crumbled underneath

the tread of a stealthy foot. And now a figure was dimly
visible

; climbing very softly ;
and often stopping to look

down
;
now it pursued its difficult way ;

and now it was
hidden from the view again.

It emerged once more, into the shadowy and uncertain

light higher now, but not much, for the way -fos steep and

toilsome, and its progress very slow. What phantom of the

brain did ho pursue ;
and why did he look down so con-

Btantly. He knew he was alone ? Surely his mind was not
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affected by that night's loss and agony. He was not about to

throw himself headlong from the summit of the tottering
wall. Solomon turned sick, and clasped his hands. His
limbs trembled beneath him, and a cold sweat broke out upon
his pallid face.

If he complied with Mr. Huredalo's last injunction now, it

was because lie had not the power to speak or move. He
strained his gaze, and fixed it on a patch of moonlight, into

which, if he continued to ascend, he must soon emerge.
When he appeared there, he would try to call to him.

Again the ashes slipped and crumbled
; some stones rolled

down, and fell with a dull, heavy sound upon the ground
below. He kept his eyes upon the piece of moonlight. Tho

figure was coming on, for its shadow was already thrown

upon the wall. Now it appeared and now looked round at

him and now
The horror-stricken clerk uttered a scream that pierced the

air, and cried " The ghost ! The ghost !
"

Long before the echo of his cry had died away, another

form rushed out into the light, flung itself upon the foremost

one, knelt down upon its breast, and clutched its throat with

both hands.
" Villain !

"
cried Mr. Haredale, in a terrible voice for it

was he. " Dead and buried, as all men supposed through

your infernal arts, but reserved by Heaven for this at last

at last I have you. You, whose hands are red with my
brother's blood, and that of his faithful servant, shed to

conceal your own atrocious guilt You, Rudge, double mur
derer and monster, I arrest you in the name of God, who ha/

delivered you into my hands. No. Though you had the

strength of twenty men," he added, as the murderer writhed

and struggled,
"
you could not escape me, or loosen my grasp

to night !
"
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CHAPTER LVH.

BAKNABT, armed as we have seen, continued to paco up
and down before the stable-door

; glad to be alono again, and

neartily rejoicing in the unaccustomed silence and tranquillity.
After the whirl of noise and riot in which the last two days
had been passed, the pleasures of solitude and peace were
enhanced a thousandfold. He felt quite happy; and as he
leaned upon his staff and mused, a bright smile overspread
his face, and none but cheerful visions floated into his brain.

Had he no thoughts of her, whose sole delight he was, and
whom he had unconsciously plunged in such bitter sorrow and
suc,h deep affliction ? Oh yes. She was at the heart of all his

cheerful hopes and proud reflections. It was she whom all

this honour and distinction were to gladden ;
the joy and

profit were fox her. What delight it gave her to hear of the

bravery of her poor boy ! Ah ! He would have known that,

without Hugh's telling him. And what a precious thing it

was to know she lived sc happily, and heard with so much

pride (he pictured to himself her look when they told her) that

he was in such high esteem : bold among the boldest, and

trusted before them all. And when these frays were over,

and the good lord had conquered his enemies, and they wei-e

all at peace again, and he and she were rich, what happiness

they would have in talking of these troubled times when he

was a great soldiei : and when they sat alone together in the

tranquil twilight, and she had no longer reason to be anxious

for the morrow, what pleasure would he have in the reflection

that this was his doing his poor foolish Barnaby's ;
and in

patting her on the cheek, and saying with a merry laugh,
" Am I eilly now, mother am I silly now ?"
With a lighter heart and step, and eyes the brighter for

the happy teai that dimmed them for a moment, Barnaby
resumed his walk

;
and singing gr.ily to himself, kept guard

upon his quiet post.
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His comrade Grip, tho partner of his watch, though fond of

basking
1 in the sunshine, preferred to-day to walk about the

stable
; having a great deal to ilo in the way of scattering the

straw, hiding under it such small articles as had been casually
left about, and haunting Htigh's bed, to which he seemed to

have taken a particular attachment. Sometimes Barnaby
looked in and called him, and then he came hopping out

;
but

he merely did this as a concession to his master's weakness,

and soon returned again to his own grave pursuits : peering
into tho straw with his bill, and rapidly covering up the

place, as if, Midns-like, he were whispering secrets to the

earth and burying them ; constantly busying himself upon the

sly ;
and affecting, whenever Barnaby came past, to look up

in the clouds and have nothing whatever on his mind : in

short, conducting himself, in many respects, in a more than

usually thoughtful, deep, and mysterious manner.

As the day crept on, Barnaby, who had no directions

forbidding him to eat and drink upon his post, but had been,

on the contrary, supplied with a bottle of beer and a basket

of provisions, determined to break his fast, which he had not

done since morning. To this end, he sat down on tho ground
before the door, and putting his staff across his knees in case

of alarm or surprise, summoned Grip to dinner.

This call, the bird obeyed with great alacrity; crying, as

he sidled up to his master, ".I 'm a devil, I 'm a Polly, I 'm a

kettle, I 'm a Protestant, No Popery !

"
Having learnt this

latter sentiment from the gentry among whom he had lived of

late, he delivered it with uncommon emphasis.
" Well said, Grip !

"
cried his master, as he fed him with

the daintiest bits.
" Well said, old boy !

"

" Never say die, bow wow wow, keep up your spirits, Grip

Grip Grip. Holloa ! We '11 all have tea, I 'm a Protestant

kettle, No Popery !

"
cried the raven.

" Gordon for ever, Grip !

"
cried Barnaby.

The raven, placing his head upon the ground, looked at his

master sideways, as though he would have said,
"
Say that

again !

"
Perfectly understanding his desire, Barnaby re

peated the phrase a great many times. The bird listened

with profound attention ;
sometimes repeating the populai

cry in a low voice, as if to compare the two, and try if it

would at all help him to this new accomplishment; sometimes

his wings, or baiking: and sometimes in a kind of
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desperation drawing a multitude of corks, with extraordinary
vieiousness.

Barnaby Avas so intent upon his favourite, that he was not

at first aware of the approach of two persons on horsebaclc.

who were riding
1 at a Hotpace, and coming straight towards

his post. When he perceived them, however, which he did

when they were within some fifty yards of him, he jumped
hastily up, and ordering Grip within doors, stood with both

hands on his staff, waiting until he should know whether they
were friends or foes.

He had hardly done so, when he observed that those who
advanced were a gentleman and his servant

;
almost at the

same moment he recognised Lord George Gordon, before whom
ho stood uncovered, with his eyes turned towards the ground.

" Good day !

"
said Lord George, not reining in his horse

until he \vas close beside him. " Well !

"

" All quiet, sir, all safe !" cried Barnaby. "The rest ai-e

away they went by that path that one. A grand party !

"

" Ay ?
"

said Lord George, looking thoughtfully at him.
" And you ?

"

" Oh ! They left me here to watch to mount guard to

keep everything secure till they come hack. I '11 do it, sir,

for your sake. You 're a good gentleman ;
a kind gentleman

ay, you are. There are many against you, but we '11 bo a

match for them, never fear !

"

" What 's that ?
"

said Lord George pointing to the raven

who was peeping out of the stable-door but stiB. looking

thoughtfully, and in some perplexity, it seemed, at Barnaby.

"Why, don't you know!" retorted Barnaby, with a

wondering laugh.
" Not know what he is ! A bird, to be

sure. My bird my friend Grip.*'
" A devil, a kettle, a Grip, a Polly, a Protestant, no

Popery !

"
cried the raven.

"Though, indeed," added Barnaby, laying his hand upon
the neck of Lord George's horse, and speaking softly :

"
you

had good reason to ask me what he is, for sometimes it puzzles
mo and I am used to him to think he 's only a bird. He 'a

my brother, Grip is always with me always talking always

merry eh, Grip?"
The raven answered by an affectionate croak, and hopping

on his master's arm, which he held downward for that purpose
submitted with an air of perfect indifference to be fondled,
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and turned his restless, curious eye, now upon Lord George,
and now upon his man.

Lord George, biting his nails in a discomfited manner,

regarded Bar* by for some time in silence
;
then beckoning to

his servant, said :

" Come hither, John."

John Grueby touched his hat, and came.
" Have you ever seen this young man before?" his master

asked, in a low voice.
"
Twice, my lord," said John. " I see him in the crowd

last night and Saturday."
" Did did it seem to you that his manner was at all wild or

strange ?
" Lord George demanded, faltering.

"
Mad," said John, with emphatic brevity.

"And why do you thiuk him mad, sir?" said his master

speaking in a peevish tone. " Don't use that word too freely

Why do you think him mad ?
"

"My lord," John Grueby answered, "look at his dress,

look at his eyes, look at his restless way, hear him cry
' No

Popery !

'

Mad, my lord."
" So because one man dresses unlike another," returned hi-i

angry master, glancing at" himself,
" and happens to diffe?

from other men in his carriage and manner, and to advocate a

great cause which the corrupt and irreligious desert, he is to

be accounted mad, is he ?
"

"
Stark, staring, raving, roaring mad, my lord," returned

the unmoved John.
" Do you say this to my face ?

"
cried his master, turning

sharply upon him.
" To nny man, my lord, who asks me," answered John.

"Mr. Gashford, I find, was right," said Lord George;
"

I

thought him prejudiced, thorgh I ought to have known a man
like him better than to have supposed it possible !

"

"
I shall never have Mr. Gashford's good word, my lord,"

replied John, touching his hat respectfully,
" and I don't

covet it."

" You are an ill-conditioned, most ungrateful fellow," said

Lord George : "a spy, for anything I know. Mr. Gashford

is perfectly correct, as I might have felt convinced he was. I

have done wrong to retain you in my service. It is a tacit

insult to him as my choice and confidential friend to do so,

remembering the cause you sided with, on the day he was
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maligned at Westminster. You will leave mo to-night- tay,
as soon as we reach home. The sooner the better."

"If it comes to that, I say so too, my lord. Lot Mr.

Gashford have his will. As to my being a spy, my lord, you
know me better than to believe it, I am sure. I don't know
much about causes. My cause is the cause of one man against
two hundred; and I hope it always will be."

" You have said quite enough," returned Lord George,

motioning him to go back. "
I desire to hear no more."

"If you'll let me add another word, my lord," returned

John Grtieby,
"

I 'd give this silly fellow a caution not to stay
hero by himself. The proclamation is in a good many hands

alread}-, and it's well known that he was concerned in the

business it relates to. lie had better get to a place of safety
if he can, poor creature."

" You hear what this man says ?
"

cried Lord George,

addressing Barnaby, who had looked on and wondered while

this dialogue passed.
" He thinks you may be afraid to

remain upon your post, and are kept here perhaps against

your will. What do you say ?
"

"J think, young man," said John, in explanation,
" that

the soldiers may turn out and take'you; and that if they do,

you will certainly be hung by the neck till you 're dead dead

dead. And I think you 'd better go from here, as fast as

you can. That 's what I think."
" He's a coward, Grip, a coward! "

cried Barnaby, putting
the raven on the ground, and shouldering his staff.

" Let

them como ! Gordon for ever ! Let them come !

"

"Ay!" said Lord George, "let them! Let us see who
will venture to attack a power like ours

;
the solemn league of

a whole people. This a madman ! You have said well, very
well. I am proud to be the leader of such men as you."

Barnaby's heart swelled within his bosom as he heard these

words. He took Lord George's hand and carried it to his

lips ; patted his horse's crest, as if the affection and admira

tion ho had conceived for tho man extended to the animal he

rode
;
then unfurled his flag, and proudly waving it, resumed

his pacing up and down.

Lord George, with a kindling eye and glowing cheek,' took

off his hat, and flourishing it above his head, bade him

exultingly Farewell ! then cantered off at a brisk pace ;
after

glancing angrily round to see that his servant followed.



BAUNAIIY KUIiCJE. 466

Honest John act spurs to his horse and rode after his master,
but not before he had again Avarned Barnahy to retreat, with

many significant gestures, "which indeed lie continued to

make, and Barnaby to resist, until the windings of the road

concealed them from each other's view.

Left to himself again with a still higher sense of tho

importance of his post, and stimulated to enthusiasm by the

special notice and encouragement of his leader, Barnaby
walked to and fro in a delicious trance rather thoji as a

waking man. The sunsliine which prevailed around was in

his mind. lie had but one desire ungratified. If she could

only aee him now !

The day wore on
;

its heat was gently giving place to the

cool of evening ;
a light wind sprung up, fanning his long

hair, and making the banner rustle pleasantly above his head

There was a freedom and freshness in the sound and in the

time, which chimed exactly with his mood. He was happiei
than ever.

He was leaning on his staff looking towards the declining

sun, and reflecting with a smile that he stood sentinel at that

moment over buried gold, w*\en two or three figures appeared
in the distance, making towards the house at a rapid pace,
and motioning with their hands as though they urged its

inmates to retreat from some approaching danger. As they
drew nearer, they became more earnest in their gestures ;

and

they were no sooner within hearing, than the foremost among
them cried that the soldiers were coming up.
At these words Barnaby furled his flag, and tied it round

the pole. His heart beat high while he did so, but he had no

more fear or thought of retreating than the pole itself. The

friendly stragglers hurried paot him, after giving him notice

of his danger, and quickly passed into the house, where the

utmost confusion immediately prevailed. As those within

hastily closed the windows and the doors, they urged him by
looks and signs to fly without loss of time, and called to him

many times to do so
;
but he only shook his head indignantly in

answer, and stood the firmer on his post. Finding that he
was not to be persuaded, they took care of themselves

;
and

leaving the place with only one old woman in it, speedily
withdrew.

As yet there had been no symptom of the news having any
hotter foundation than in the fears of those who brought

TOI. t UK
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it, but The Boot had not been deserted five mmutod, when
there appeared coming across the fields, a body of men who,
it was easy to see, by the glitter of their arms and ornaments

in the sun, and by their orderly and regular mode of advanc

ing for they came on as one man were soldiers. In a

very little time, Barnaby knew that they were a strong
detachment of the Foot Guards, having along with them two

gentlemen in private clothes, and a small party of Horso
;
the

latter brought up the rear, and were not in number more than

six or eight.

They advanced steadily ;
neither quickening their pace as

they came nearer, nor raising any cry, nor showing the loast

emotion or anxiety. Though this was a matter of course in

the case of regular troops, even to Barnaby there was some

thing particularly impressive and disconcerting in it to one

accustomed to the noise and tumult of an undisciplined mob.

For all that, he stood his ground not a whit the less resolutely,

and looked on undismayed.

Presently, they marched into the yard, and halted. The

commanding officer despatched a messenger to the horsemen,
one of whom came riding back. Some words passed between

them, and they glanced at Barnaby ; who well remembered
the man he had unhorsed at Westminster, and saw him now
before his eyes. The man being speedily dismissed, saluted,

and rode back to his comrades, who were drawn up apart at

a short distance.

The officer then gave the word to prime and load. The

heavy ringing of the musket-stocks upon the ground, and the

sharp and rapid rattling of the ramrods in their barrels, were a

kind of relief to Barnaby, deadly though he knew the purport of

such sounds to be. When this was done, other commands
were given, and the soldiers instantaneously formed in single

file all round the house and stables
; completely encircling

them in every part, at a distance, perhaps, of some half-dozen

yards ;
at least that seemed in Barnaby's eyes to be about the

space left between himself and those who confronted him.

The horsemen remained drawn up by themselves as before.

The two gentlemon in private clothes who had kept aloof,

now rode forward, one on either side the officer. The procla
mation having been produced and read by one of them, the

officer called on Barnaby to surrender.

He made no ansver, but stopping within the door, before
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which he had kept guard, held his pole crosswise to protect it.

In the midst of a profound silence, he was again called upon
to yield.

Still he offered no reply. Indeed he had enough to do, to

run his eye backward and forward along the half-dozen men
who immediately fronted him, and settle hurriedly within

himself at which of them he would strike first, when they

pressed on him. He caught the eye of one in the centre, and

resolved to hew that fellow down, though he died for it

Again there was a dead silence, and again the same voice

called upon him to deliver himself up.
Next moment he was back in the stable, dealing blows

about him like a madman. Two of the men lay stretched at

his feet : the one he had marked, dropped first he had a

thought for that, even in the hot blood and hurry of the

struggle. Another blow another ! Down, mastered, wounded
in the breast by a heavy blow from the butt-end of a gun (he
saw the weapon in the act of falling) breathless and a

prisoner.
An exclamation of suprise from the officer recalled him, in

some degree, to himself. He looked round, Grip, after work

ing in secret all the afternoon, and with redoubled vigour
while every body's attention was distracted, had plucked away
the straw from Hugh's bed, and turned up the loose ground
with his iron bill. The hole had been recklessly filled to the

brim, and was merely sprinkled with earth. Golden cups,

spoons, candlesticks, coined guineas all the riches were

revealed.

They brought spades and a sack
; dug up everything that

was hidden there; and carried away more than two men could

lift. They handcuffed him and bound his arms, searched

him, and took away all he had. Nobody questioned or

reproached him, or seemed to have much curiosity about him.

The two men he had stunned, were carried off by their com

panions in the same business-like way in which everytliing
else was done. Finally, he was left under a guard of four

soldiers with fixed bayonets, while the officer directed in

person the search of the house and the other buildings con

nected with it.

This was soon completed. The soldiers formed again in

the yard ;
he wr.s marched out, with his guard about him ;

and ordered to fall in where a space was left. The other*
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closed up all round, and so they moved away, with thu

prisoner in the centre.

When they came into the streets, he felt he was a Bi<rht ;

and looking up as they passed quickly along, could see people

running to the windows a little too late, and throwing up the

sashes to look after him. Sometimes he met a staring faco

beyond the heads above him, or under the arms of his con

ductors, or peering down upon him from a waggon-top or

coach-box
;
but this was all he saw, being surrounded by so

many men. The very noises of the streets seemed muffled

and subdued
;
and the air came stale and hot upon him, like

the sickly breath of an oven.

Tramp, tramp. Tramp, tramp. Heads erect, shoulders

square, every man stepping in exact time all so orderly and

regular nobody looking at him nobody seeming conscious

of his presence, he could hardly believe he was a Prisoner.

But at the word, though only thought, not spoken, he felt the

handcuffs galling his wrists, the cord pressing his arms to his

sides : the loaded guns levelled at his head
;
and those cold,

bright, sharp, shining points turned towards him : the mere

looking down at which, now that he was bound and helpless,

mado the warm current of his life run cold.
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CHAPTER LVIII.

THEY were not long in reaching the barracks, for the officer

who commanded the party was desirous to avoid rousing the

people by the display of military force in the streets, and was

humanely anxious to give as little opportunity as possible for

any attempt at rescue
; knowing that it must lead to blood

shed and loss of life, and that if the civil authorities by whom
he was accompanied, empowered him to order his men to fire,

many innocent persons would probably fall, whom curiosity
or idleness had attracted to the spot. He therefore led the

party briskly on, avoiding with a merciful prudence the more

public and crowded thoroughfares, and pursxiing those which
lie deemed least likely to be infested by disorderly persons.
This wise proceeding not only enabled them to gain their

quarters without any interruption, but completely baffled a

body of rioters who had assembled in one of the main streets,

through which it was considered certain they would pass, and
who remained gathered together for the pxirpose of releasing
the prisoner from their hands, long after they had deposited
him in a place of security, closed the barrack gates, and set a

double guard at every entrance for its better protection.
Arrived at this place, poor Bamaby was marched into a

stone-floored room, where there was a very powerful smell of

tobacco, a strong thorough draft of air, and a great wooden

bedstead, large enough for a score of men. Several soldiera

in undress were lounging about, or eating from tin-cans ;

military accoutrements dangled on rows of pegs along the

whitewashed wall; and some half-dozen men lay fast asleep

upon their backs, snoring in concert. After remaining here

just long enough to note these things, he was marched out

again, and corn-eyed across the parade-ground to another

portion of the building.

Perhaps a man never sees so much at a glance as when he
is in a situation t f extremity. The chances are a hundred to
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one, that if Barnaby had lounged in at the gate to look about

him, he would have lounged out again with a very imperfect
idea of the place, and would have r.emembered very little

about it. But as he was taken handcuffed across the gravelled

area, nothing escaped his notice. The dry, arid look of the

dusty square, and of the bare brick building; the clothes

hanging at some of the windows
;
and the men in their shirt

sleeves and braces, lolling with half their bodies out of the

others
;
the green sun-blinds at the officers' quarters, and the

little scanty trees in front
;
the drummer-boys practising in a

distant courtyard ;
the men on drill on the parade ;

the two

soldiers carrying a basket between them, who winked to each

other as he went by, and slily pointed to their throats; the

spruce Serjeant who hurried past with a cane in his hand,
and under his arm a clasped book with a vellum cover

;
the

fellows in the ground-floor rooms, furbishing and brusliing up
their different articles of dress, who stopped to look at him,
and whose voices as they spoke together echoed loudly

through the empty galleries and passages ; everything, down
to the stand of muskets before the guard-house, and the drum
with a pipe-claj'ed belt attached, in one corner, impressed
itself upon his observation, as though he had noticed them in

the same place a hundred times, or had been a Avhole day

among them, in place of ono brief hurried minute.

He was taken into a small paved back yard, and there they

opened a great door, plated with iron, and pierced some five

feet above the ground with a few holes to let in air and light.

Into this dungeon he was walked straightway ;
and having

locked him up there, and placed a sentry over him, they left

him to his meditations.

The cell, or black hole, for it had those words painted on

the door, was very dark, and having recently accommodated a

drunken deserter, by no means clean. Barnaby felt his way
to some straw at the farther end, and looking towards the

door, tried to accustom himself to the gloom, which, coining
from the bright sunshine out of doors, was not an easy task.

There was a kind of portico or colonnade outside, and this

obstructed even the little light that at the best could have

found its way through the small apertures in the door. The

footsteps of the sentinel echoed monotonously as he paced its

stone pavement to and fro (reminding Barnaby of the watch

he had so lately kept himself) ;
and as he passed and repassed
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the door, ho made the cell for an instant so black by the

interposition of his body, that his going away again seemed

like the appearance of a new ray of light, and was quite a

circumstance to look for.

When the prisoner had sat sometime upon the ground,

gazing at the chinks, and listening to the advancing and

receding footsteps of his guard, the man stood still upon his

post. Barnaby, quite unable to think, or to speculate on

what would be done with him, had been lulled into a kind of

doze by his regular pace ;
but his stopping roused him

;
and

then he became aware that two men were in conversation

under the colonnade, and very near the door of his cell.

How long they had been talking there, he could not tell,

for he had fallen into an unconsciousness of his real position,
and when the footsteps ceased, was answering aloud some

question which seemed to have been put to him by Hugh in

the stable, though of the fancied purport, either of question
or reply, notwithstanding that he awoke with the latter on
his lips, he had no recollection whatever. The first words
that reached his ears, were these :

" Why is he brought here then, if he has to be taken away
again, so soon ?

"

" Why where would you have him go ! Damme, he 'R not

as safe anywhere as among the king's troops, is he? What
would you do with him ? Would you hand him over to a

pack of cowardly civilians, that shake in their shoes till they
wear the soles out, with trembling at the threats of the

ragamuffins lie belongs to ?"
" That 's true enough."
" True enough ! I '11 tell you what. I wish, Tom Green,

that I was a commissioned instead of a non-commissioned

officer, and that I had the command of two companies only
two companies of my own regiment. Call me out to stop
these riots give mo the needful authority, and half-a-dozen

rounds of ball cartridge
"

"Ay!
"

said the other voice. "That's all very well, but

they won't give the needful authority. If the magistrate
won't give the word, what 's the officer to do ?

"

Not very well knowing, as it seemed, how to overcome this

difficult}-, the other man contented himself with damning the

magistrates.
"With all mv heart," said his friend.
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" Where 'a the use of a magistrate ?
"

returned the other

voice. " What 'a a magistrate in this case, but an impertinent,

unnecessary, unconstitutional sort of interference ? Here 'a a

proclamation. Here 's a man referred to in that proclamation .

Here's proof against him, and a witness on the spot. Damme '

Take him out and shoot him, sir. Who wants a magistrate ?
"

f< Wheu does he go before Sir John Fielding ?
" asked the

man who had spoken first.

"
To-iiight at eight o'clock," returned the other. " Mark

what follows. The magistrate commits him to Newgate.
Our people take him to Newgate. The rioters pelt our

people. Oar people retire before the rioters. Stones are

thrown, insults are offered, not a shot 's fired. Why ?

Because of the magistrates. Damn the magistrates !

"

When he had in some degree relieved his mind by cursing
the magistrates in various other forms of speech, the man
was silent, save for a low growling, still having reference to

those authorities, which from time to time escaped him.

Barnaby, who had wit enough to know that this conver

sation concerned, and very nearly concerned, himself, remained

perfectly quiet until they ceased to speak, when he groped his

way to the door, and peeping through the air-holes, tried to

make out what kind of men they were, to whom he had been

listening.

The one who condemned the civil power in such strong

terms, was a Serjeant engaged just then, as the streaming
ribands in his cap announced, on the recruiting service. lie

stood leaning sideways against a pillar nearly opposite the

door, and as he growled to himself drew figui'es on the

pavement with his cane. The other man had his back

towards the dungeon, and Barnaby could only see his form.

To judge from that, he was a gallant, manly, handsome

fellow, but he had lost his left arm. It had been taken ofl

between the elbow and the shoulder, and his empty coat-

sleeve hung across his breast.

It was probably this circumstance which gave him an

interest beyond any that his companion could boast of, and

attracted Barnabj-'s attention. There was something soldierly

in his bearing, and he wore a jaunty cap and jacket. Perhaps
lie had been in the service ut one time or other. If he had,

it could not hav ) been very long ago, for he was but a youig
fellow now.
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"Well, well," he said thoughtfully; "let the fault be

where it may, it makes a man sorrowful to come back to old

England, and see her in this condition."
"

I suppose the pigs will join 'em next," said the serjoant,
with an imprecation on the rioters,

" now that the birds Ixave

set 'em the example."
" The birds !

"
repeated Tom Green.

"Ah birds," said the serjeant testily;
" that 's English,

an't it ?
"

" I don't know what you mean."
" Go to the guard-house, and see. You '11 find a bird

there, that *s got their cry as pat as any of 'em, and bawls
' No Popery,' like a man or like a devil, as he says he is. I

shouldn't wonder. The devil 's loose in London somewhere.

D.imme if I wouldn't twist his neck round, on the chance, if

I had my way."
The young man had taken two or three steps away, as if to

go and see this creature, when he was arrested by the voice

of Barnaby.
" It 's mine," he called out, half laughing and half weep

ing
" my pet, my friend Grip. Ha ha ha ! Don't hurt him,

he lias done no harm. I taught him
;

it 's ray fault. Let me
have him, if you please. He 's the only friend I have left now.

He '11 not dance, or talk, or whistle for you, I know
;
but he

will for me, because he knows me, and loves me though
you wouldn't think it very well. You wouldn't hurt a bird,

I 'm sure. You 're a brave soldier, sir, and wouldn't harm a

woman or a child no, no, nor a poor bird, I 'm certain."

This latter adjuration was addressed to the serjeant, whom
Barnaby judged from his red coat to be high in office, and
able to seal Grip's destiny by a word. But that gentlemen*,
in reply, surlily damned him for a thief and rebel as he was,
and with many disinterested imprecations on his own eyes,

liver, blood, and body, assured him thaf if it rested with him
to decide, he would put a final stopper on the bird, and his

master too.
" You talk boldly to a caged man," said Barnaby, in

anger.
" If I was on the other side of the door and there

were none to part us, you 'd change your note ay, you may
toss your head you would L Kill the bird do. Kill any
thing you can, and so revenge yourself on those who with
th"ir bare hands untied could do as much to you !

"

u i. IX
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Having vented his defiance, he flung himself into the

furthest corner of his prison, and muttering,
" Good bye,

Grip good bye, dear old Grip !

" shed tears for the first time

since he had been taken captive; and hid his face in the

straw.

He had had some fancy at first, that the one-armed man would

help him, or would give him a kind word in answer. He
hardly knew why, but he hoped and thought so. The young
fellow hac1

stopped when he called out, and checking himself

in the veiy act of turning round, stood listening to every word
he said. Perhaps he built his feeble trust on this

; perhaps
on his being young, and having a frank and honest manner.

However that might be, he built on sand. The other went

away directly he had finished speaking, and neither answered

him, nor returned. No matter. They were all against him
here ; he might have knoAvn as much. Good bye, old Grip,

good bye !

After some time, they came and unlocked the door, and

called to him to come out. He rose directly, and complied,
for he would not have them think he was subdued or fright
ened. He walked out like a man, and looked from face to

face.

None of them returned his gaze or seemed to notice it.

They marched him back to the parade by the way they had

brought him, and there they halted, among a body of soldiers,

at least twice as numerous as that which had taken him

prisoner in the afternoon. The officer he had seen before,

bade him in a few brief words take notice that if he attempted
to escape, no matter how favourable a chance he might

suppose he had, certain of the men had orders to lire upon
him, that moment. They then closed round him as before,

and marched him off again.
In the same unbroken order they arrived at Bow-street,

followed and beset on* all sides by a crowd which was con

tinually increasing. Here he was placed before a blind

gentleman, and asked if he wished to say anything. Not he.

What had he got to tell them ? After a very little talking,

which he was careless of and quite indifferent to, they told

iiim he was to go to Newgate, and took him away.
He went out into the street, so surrounded and hemmed in

on every side by soldiers, that he could see nothing : but he

knew there was a great crowd of people, by the murmur ;
.ind
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that they weie not friendly to the soldiers, was soon rendered

evident by their yells and hisses. How often and how eagerly
he listened for the voice of Hugh ! No. There was not a

voice ho knew among them all. Was Hugh a prisoner too ?

Was there no hope !

As they came nearer and nearer to the prison, the hootings
of the people grew more violent

;
stones were thrown

; and

every now and then, a rush was made against the soldiers,

which they staggered under. One of them, close before him,

smarting under a blow upon the temple, levelled his nmsket,
but the officer struck it upwards with his sword, and ordered

him on peril of his life to desist. This was the last thing he
saw with any distinctness, for directly afterwards he was
tossed about, and beaten to and fro, as though in a tem

pestuous sea. But go where he would, there were the same

guards about him. Twice or thrice he was thrown down, and
so were they ;

but even then, he could not elude their

vigilance for a moment. They were up again, and had
closed about him, before he, with his wrists so tightly bound,
could scramble to his feet. Fenced in, thus, he felt himself

hoisted to the top of a low flight of steps, and then for a

moment he caught a glimpse of the fighting in the crowd,
and of a few red coats sprinkled together, here and there,

struggling to rejoin their fellows. Next moment, everything
was dark and gloomy, and he was standing in the prison

lobby ; the centre of a group of men.
A smith was speedily in attendance, who riveted upon him

a set of heavy irons. Stumbling on as well as he could,

beneath the unusual burden of these fetters, he was conducted

to a strong stone cell, where, fastening the door with locks,

and bolts, and chains, they left him, well secured
; having

first, unseen by him, thrust in Grip, who, with his head

drooping and his deep black plumes rough and rumpled,
appeared to comprehend and to partake, his master's fallen

fortunes.

ND or voi*, L
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BARNABY RUDGE.

CHAPTER I.

IT is necessary at this juncture to return to Hugh, who,

having, as we have seen, called to the rioters to disperse from

about the Warren, and meet again as usual, glided back into

the darkness from which he had emerged, and reappeared no
more that night.
He paused in the copse which sheltered him from the

observation of his mad companions, and waited to ascertain

whether they drew off at his bidding, or still lingered and
called to him to join them. Some few, he saw, were indis

posed to go away without him, and made towards the spot
where he stood concealed as though they were about to follow

in his footsteps, and urge him to come back
;
but these men,

being in their turn called to by their friends, and in truth not

greatly canng to venture into the dark parts of the grounds,
where they might be easily surprised and taken, if any of the

neighbours or retainers of the family were watching them
from among the trees, soon abandoned the idea, and hastily

assembling such men as they found of their mind at the

moment, straggled off.

When he was satisfied that the great mass of the insurgents
were imitating this example, and that the ground was rapidly

clearing, he plunged into the thickest portion of the little

wood
; and crashing the branches as he went, made straight

towards a distant light : guided by that, and by the sullen

glow of the fire behind him.
As he drew nearer and nearer to the twinkling beacon

towards which he bent his course, the red glare of a few

torches began to reveal itself, and the voices of men speaking
VOL. IT. p
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together in a subdued tone, broke the silence, which, save for

a distant shouting now and then, already prevailed. At

length he cleared the wood, and, springing across a ditch,
stood in a dark lane, where a small body of ill-looking vaga
bonds, whom he had left there some twenty minutes before,
waited his coming with impatience.

They were gathered round an old post-chaise or chariot,
driven by cuo of themselves, who sat postilion-wise upon the

near horse. The blinds were drawn up, and Mr. Tappertit
-and Dennis kept guard at the two windows. The former

assumed the command of the party, for he challenged Hugh
as he advanced towards them

;
and when he did so, those

who were resting on the ground about the carriage rose to

their feet and clustered round him.
" Well !

"
said Simon, in a low voice ;

"
is all right ?

"

"Right enough," replied Hugh, in the same tone. "They're

dispersing now had begun before I came away."
" And is the coast clear ?

"

"Clear enough before our men, I take it," said Hugh.
" There are not many who, knowing of their work over

yonder, will want to meddle with 'em to-night. Who 's got
some drink here ?

"

Everybody had some plunder from the cellar
;
half-a-dozen

flasks and bottles were offered directly. He selected the

largest, and putting it to his mouth, sent the Avine gurgling
down his throat. Having emptied it, he threw it down, and
stretched out his hand for another, which he emptied likewise,

at a draught. Another was given him, and this he half

emptied too. Reserving what remained, to finish with, he

asked:
" Have you got anything to eat, any of you ? I 'm as

ravenous as a hungry wolf. Which of you was in the larder

come ?
"

"
I was, brother," said Dennis, pulling off his hat, and

fumbling in the crown. "Tacre 'e a matter of cold venison

pasty somewhere or another here, if that '11 do ?
"

" Do !

"
cried Hugh, seating himself on the pathway.

"
Bring it out ! Quick ! Show a light here, and gather

round ! Let me sup in state, my lads ! Ha ha ha !

"

Entering into his boisterous humour, for they all had drunk

deeply, and were as wild as he, they crowded about him, while

two of their number who aad torches, held them up, one on
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either side of him, that his banquet might not be despatched
in the dark. Mr. Dennis, having by this time succeeded in

extricating from his hat a great mass of pasty, which had

been wedged in so tightly that it was not easily got out, put
it before him

;
and Hugh, having borrowed a notched and

jagged knife from one of the company, fell to work upon it

vigorously.
"

I should recommend yo'j. to swallow a little fire every day,
about an hour afore dinnar, brother," said Dennis, after a

pause.
"

It seems to agree with you, and to stimulate your

appetite."

Hugh looked at him, and at the blackened faces by which
he was surrounded, and, stopping for a moment to flourish

his knife above his head, answered with a roar of laughter.
"
Keep order there, will you ?

"
said Simon Tappertit.

"
Why, isn't a man allowed to regale himself, noble

captain," retorted his 1' utenant, parting the men who stood

between them, with his knife, that he might see him,
" to

regale himself a little bit, after such work as mine ? What a

hard captain ! Wliat a strict captain ! What a tyrannical

captain ! Ha ha ha !

"

"
I wish one of you fellers would hold a bottle to his

mouth to keep him quiet," said Simon, "unless you want the

military to be down upon us."
" And what if they are down upon us !

"
retorted Hugh.

" Who cares ? Who 's afraid ? Let 'em come, / say, let 'em

come. The more, the merrier. Give me bold Barnaby at

my side, and we two will settle the military, without troubling

any of you. Bafnaby 's the man for the military. Barnaby'8
health !

"

But as the majority of those present were by no means
anxious for a second engagement that night, being already

weary and exhausted, they sided with Mr. Tappertit, and

pressed him to make haste with his supper, for they had

already delayed too long. Knowing, even in the height of

his frenzy, that they incurred great danger by lingering so

near the scene of the late outrages, Hugh made an end of his

meal without more remonstrance, and rising, stepped up to

Mr. Tappertit and smote him on the back.
" Now then," he cried,

"
I 'm ready. There are brave

birds inside thij cage, eh ? Delicate birds, tender, loving,
little doves. I caged 'em I caged 'em one more peep !

"

2
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He thrust the little man aside as he spoke, and mounting
on tha steps which were half let down, pulled down the blind

by force, and stared into the chaise like an ogre into hia

larder.
" Ha ha ha ! and did you scratch, and pinch, and struggle,

pretty mistress ?
" he cried, as he grasped a little hand that

sought in vain to free itself from his grip :
"
you, so bright-

eyed, and cherry-lipped, and daintily made ? But I love you
better for it, mistress. Ay, I do. You should stab me and

welcome, so that it pleased you, and you had to cure me
afterwards. I love to see you proud and scornful. It makes

you handsomer than ever
;
and who so handsome as you at

any time, my pretty one !

"

" Come !

"
said Mr. Tappertit, who had waited during this

speech with considerable impatience.
" There 's enough of

that. Come down."
The little hand seconded this admonition by thrusting

Hugh's great head away with all its force, and drawing up
the blind, amidst his noisy laughter, and vows that he must
have another look, for the last glimpse of that sweet face had

provoked him past all bearing. However, as the suppressed

impatience of the party now broke out into open murmurs, he

abandoned this design, and taking his seat upon the bar,

contented himself with tapping at the front windows of the

carriage, and trying to steal a glance inside
;
Mr. Tappertit,

mounting the steps and hanging on by the door, issued his

directions to the driver with a commanding voice and attitude;

the rest got up behind, or ran by the side of the carriage, as

they could
; some, in imitation of Hugh, endeavoured to see

the face he had praised so highly, and were reminded of their

impertinence by hints from the cudgel of Mr. Tappertit.
Thus they pursued their journey by circuitous and winding
roads

; preserving, except when they halted to take breath, or

to quarrel about the best way of reaching London, pretty good
order and tolerable silence.

In the mean time, Dolly beautiful, bewitching, captivating
little Dolly her hair dishevelled, her dress torn, her dark

eyelashes wet with tears, her bosom heaving her face, now

pale with fear, now crimsoned with indignation her whole

self a hundred times more beautiful in this heightened aspect

than ever she had >/een before vainly strove to comfort

Emma Haredale, and to impart to her the consolation of
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which she stood in so much need herself. The soldiers were

sure to come
; they must be rescued

;
it would be impossible

to convey them through the streets of London, when they set

the threats of their guards at defiance, and shrieked to the

passengers for help. If they did this, when they came into

the more frequented ways, she was certain she was quite
certain they must be released. So poor Dolly said, and so

poor Dolly tried to think
;

btit the invariable conclusion of all

such arguments was, that Dolly burst into tears
; cried, as she

wrung her hands, what would they do or think, or who would
comfort them, at home, at the Golden Key ;

and sobbed most

piteously.
Miss Haredale, whose feelings were usually of a quieter

kind than Dolly's, and not so imich upon the surface, was

dreadfully alarmed, and indeed had only just recovered from

a swoon. She was very pale, and the hand which Dolly held

was quite cold; but she bade her, nevertheless, remember

that, under Providence, much must depend upon their own
discretion

;
that if they remained quiet and lulled the vigilance

of the ruffians into whose hands they had fallen, the chances

of their being able to procure assistance when they reached

the town, were very much increased
;
that unless society were

quite unhinged, a hot pursuit must be immediately com
menced

;
and that her uncle, she might be sure, would never

rest until he had found them out and rescued them. But
as she said these latter words, the idea that he had fallen

in a general massacre of the Catholics that night no

very wild or improbable supposition, after what they had
seen and undergone struck her dumb

; and, lost in the

horrors they had witnessed, and those they might be yet
reserved for, she sat incapable of thought, or speech, or out

ward show of grief: as rigid, and almost as white and cold.

as marble.

Oh, how many many times, in that long ride, did Dolly
think of her old lover poor, fond, slighted Joe ! How many,
many times, did she recall that night when she ran into his

arms from the very man now projecting his hateful ga/e into

the darkness where she sat, and leering through the glass, in

monstrous admiration ! And when she thought of Joe, and
what a brave fellow he was, and how lie would have rode

boldly up, and dashed in among these villains now, yes,

though they were douMe lie uuml>er and liore she clenched
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her little hand, and pressed her foot upon the ground the

pride she felt for a moment in having won his heart, faded in

a burst of tears, and she sobbed more bitterly than ever.

As the night wore on, and they proceeded by ways which
were quite unknown to them for they could recognise none
of the objects of which they sometimes caught a hurried

glimpse their fears increased
;
nor were they without good

foundation
;

it was not difficult for two beautiful young women
to find, in their being borne they knew not whither, by a

band of daring villains who eyed them as some among these

fellows did, reasons for the worst alarm. When they at last

entered London by a suburb with which they were wholly

unacquainted, it was past midnight, and the streets were dark

and empty. Nor was this the worst, for the carriage stopping
in a lonely spot, Hugh suddenly opened the door, jumped in,

and took his seat between them.

It was in vain they cried for help. He put his arm about

the neck of each, and swore to stifle them with kisses if they
were not as silent as the grave.

"
I come here to keep you quiet," he said,

" and that 's the

means I shall take. So don't be quiet, pretty mistresses

make a noise do and I shall like it all the better."

They were proceeding at a rapid pace, and apparently with

fewer attendants than before, though it was so dark (the
torches being extinguished) that this was mere conjecture.

They shrunk from his touch, each into the farthest corner of

the carriage; but shrink as Dolly would, his arm encircled

her waist, and held her fast. She neither cried nor spoke, for

terror and disgust deprived her of the power ;
but she plucked

at his hand as though she would die in the effort to disengage
herself

;
and crouching on the ground, with her head averted

and held down, repelled him with a strength she wondered at

as much as he. The carriage stopped again.
" Lift this one out," said Hugh to the man who opened tlie

door, as he took Miss Haredale's hand, and felt how heavily

it fell.
" She 's fainted."

" So much the better," growled Dennis it was that

amiable gentleman. "She's quiet. I always like 'em to

fuiut, unless the}' 're very tender and composed."
" Can you take her by yourself?" asked Hugh.
"1 don't knc-w till I try. I ought to be able to; I've

liilcd up a good many m my time,'' said the hangman. "l"p
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then ! She 's no small weight, brother ;
none of these here

fine gals are. Up again ! Now we have her."

Having by this time hoisted the young lady into his aims,
he staggered off with his burden.

" Look ye, pretty bird," said Hugh, drawing Dolly towards

him. "-Remember what I told you a kiss for every cry.

Scream, if you love me, darling. Scream once, mistress.

Pretty mistress, only once, if you love me."

Thrusting his face away with all her force, and holding
down her head, Dolly submitted to be carried out of the

chaise, and borne after Miss Haredale into a miserable

cottage, where Hugh, after hugging her to his breast, set her

gently down upon the floor.

Poor Dolly ! do what she would, she only looked the better

for it, and tempted them the more. When her eyes flashed

angrily, and her ripe lips slightly parted, to give her rapid

breathing vent, who could resist it? When she wept and
sobbed as though her heart would break, and bemoaned her

miseries in the sweetest voice that ever fell upon a listener's

ear, who could be insensible to the little winning pettislmess

which now and then displayed itself even in the sincerity and

earnestness of her grief? When, forgetful for a moment of

herself, as she was now, she fell on her knees beside her

friend, and bent over her, and laid her cheek to hers, and put
her arms about her, what mortal eyes could have avoided

wandering to the delicate bodice, the streaming hair, the

neglected dress, the perfect abandonment and unconsciousness

of the blooming little beauty ? Who could look on and s ve

her lavish caresses and endearments, and not desire to be in

Kiuina Huredale's place ; to be either her or Dolly ;
either

the hugging or the hugged ? Not Hugh. Not Dennis.
"

I tell you what it is, young women," said Mr. Dennia,
"

I an't much of a lady's man myself, nor am I a party in

the present business further than lending a willing hand to

ni v friends : but if I seo much more of this here sort of thing,
1 shall become a principal instead of a accessory. I tell you
candid."

"
Why have you brought us here?" said Emma. "Are

we to bo murdered ?"
" Murdered !" cried Dennis, sitting down upon a stool, and

regarding her with great favour. "
Why, my dear, who 'd

murder sich chi -kabiddies as you ? If you was to ask me.
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now, whether you was Brought here to be married, there

might be something in it."

And here he exchanged a grin with Hugh, who removed
his eyes from Dolly for the purpose.

"
No, no," said Dennis,

" there '11 be no murdering, my
pets. Nothing of that sort. Quite the contrairy."

" You are an older man than your companion, sir," said

Emma, trembling.
" Have you no pity for us ? Do you not

consider that we are women?"
"I do indeed, my dear," retorted Dennis. "It would be

very hard not to, with two such specimens afore my eyes.
Ha ha ! Oh yes, I consider that. Wo all consider that,

miss."

He shook his head waggishly, leered at Hugh again, and

laughed very much, as if he had said a noble thing, and
rather thought he was coming out.

" There '11 be no murdering, my dear. Not a bit on it. I

tell you what though, brother," said Dennis, cocking his hat

for the convenience of scratching his head, and looking gravely
at Hugh, "it's worth)' of notice, as a proof of the ama/ing
equalness and dignity of our law, that it don't make no dis

tinction between men and women. I 've heerd the judge say,

sometimes, to a highwayman or housebreaker as had tied the

ladies neck and heels you '11 excuse me making mention of

it, my darlings and put 'em in a cellar, that he showed no

consideration to women. Now, I say that there judge didn't

know his business, brother
;
and that if I had been that there

highwayman or housebreaker, I should have made answer :

' What are you a talking of, my lord ? 1 showed the women as

much consideration as the law does, and what more would }
rou

have me do ?
'

If you was to count up in the newspapers the

number of females as have been worked off in this here city

alone, in the last ten year," said Mr. Dennis thoughtfully,

"you'd be surprised at the total quite amazed, you woidd.

There 's a dignified and equal thing ;
a beautiful thing ! But

wo 've no security for its lasting. Now that they 've begun to

favour these here Papists, I shouldn't wonder if they went

and altci-ed even thai, one of these days. Upon my soul, 1

shouldn't."

This subject, perhaps from being of too exclusive and

professional a nature, failed to interest Hugh as much as his

friend had anticipated. But he had no time to pursue it, for
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at this crisis, Mr. Tappertit entered precipitately ;
at sight of

whom Dolly uttered a scream of joy, and fairly throw herself

into his arms.
"

I knew it, I was sure of it !

"
cried Dolly.

" My dear

father 's at the door. Thank God, thank God ! Bless you,
Sim. Heaven bless you for this !

"

Simon Tapportit, who had at first implicitly believed that

the locksmith's daughter, unable any longer to suppress her

secret passion for himself, was about to give it full vent in its

intensity, and to declare that she was his for ever, looked

tremely foolish when she said these words
;

the more so,

they were received by Hugh and Dennis with a loud laugh,
rhich made her draw back, and regard him with a fixed and

lost look.
" Miss Haredale," said Sim, after a very awkward silence,

"
I hope you 're as comfortable as circumstances will permit

Dolly Varden, my dailing my own, my lovely one I

you 're pretty comfortable likewise."

Poor little Dolly ! She saw how it was
;
hid her face in

hands; and sobbed more bitterly than ever.

"You meet in me, Miss V.," said Simon, laying his hand
his breast,

" not a 'prentice, not a workman, not a slave,

not the wictim of your father's tyrannical behaviour, but the

Ic.-nlcr of a great people, the captain of a noble band, in which
these gentlemen are, as I may say, corporals and Serjeants.
You behold in me, not a private individual, but a public
character

;
not a mender of locks, but a healer of the wounds

of his unhappy country. Dolly V., sweet Dolly V., for how

many years have I looked forward to this present meeting !

For how many years has it been my intention to exalt and

ennoble you ! I redeem it. Behold in me, your husband.

Yes, beautiful Dolly charmer enslaver S. Tappertit is all

y<mr own !

"

As lie said these words he advanced towards her. Dolly
'ill she could go no farther, and then sank down

upon the floor. Thinking it very possible that this might be

ii modesty, Simon essayed to raise her
;
on which Dolly,

<l to dosporution, wound her hands in his hair, and
on ing out amidst her tears that he was a dreadful little

!i, and always had boon. shook, and pulled, and l>eat

Mm, until he was fain to call for heip, most lustily. Hugh
li-ul i)>vor admired her half so much as at tliat moment.
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"She's in an excited state to-night," said Simon, as he
smoothed his rumpled feathers,

" and don't know when she 's

\voll off. Let her be by herself till to-morrow, and that '11

bring
1 her down a little. Carry her into the next house !

"

Hugh had her in his arms directly. It might be that Mr.

Tappertit's heart was really softened by her distress, or it

might be that he felt it in some degree indecorous that his

intended bride should be struggling in the grasp of another

man. lie commanded him, on second thoughts, to put her

down again, and looked moodily on as she flew to Miss Hare-
dale's side, and clinging to her dress, hid her flushed face in

its folds.
"
They shall remain here together till to-morrow," said

Simon, who had now quite recovered his dignity
"

till to

morrow. Come away !

"

"
Ay !

"
cried Hugh.

" Come away, captain. Ha ha
La !

"
'

" What are you laughing at ?
" demanded Simon sternly.

"
Nothing, captain, nothing," Hugh rejoined ;

and as he

Bpoke, and clapped his hand upon the shoulder of the little

man, he laughed again, for some unknown reason, with tenfold

violence.

Mr. Tappertit surveyed him from head to foot with lofty

scorn (this only made him laugh the more), and turning to

the prisoners, said :

" You '11 take notice, ladies, that this place is well watched

on every side, and that the least noise is certain to be attended

with unpleasant consequences. You '11 hear both of you
more of our intentions to-morrow. In the mean time, don't

show yourselves at the window, or appeal to any of the people

you may see pass it ; for if you do, it '11 be known directly

that you come from a Catholic house, an*d all the exertions our

men can make, may not be able to save your lives."

With this last caution, which was true enough, he turned

to the door, followed by Hugh and Dennis. They paused for a

moment, going out, to look at them clasped in each other's

arms, and then left the cottage; fastening the door, anil

setting a good watch upon it, and indeed all round the

house.
"

I say," growled Dennis, as they walked away in company,
"that's a dainty pair. Muster Gashford's one is as hand

some as /he other, eh ?
"
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" Hush !

"
said Hugh, hastily.

" Don't you mention names.

It 's a bad habit."
"

I wouldn't like to be him, then (as you don't like names),
when he breaks it out to her; that's all," said Dennia
" She 's one of them fine, black-eyed, proud gals, as I

wouldn't trust at such times with a knife too near 'em. I 'TO

seen some of that sort, afore now. I recollect one that was
worked off, many year ago and there was a gentleman in that

case too that says to me, with her lip a trembling, but her

hand as steady as ever I see one
;

'

Dennis, I 'm near my end,

but if I had a dagger in these fingers, and he was within my
reach, I 'd strike him dead afore me

;

'

ah, she did and
she 'd have done it too !

"

" Strike who dead ?
" demanded Hugh.

" How should I know, brother?
"
answered Dennis. " Sh*

never said
;
not she."

Hugh looked, for a moment, as though he would have
made some further inquiry into this incoherent recollection

;

but Simon Tappertit, who had been meditating deeply, gave
his thoughts a new direction.

"
Hugh !

"
said Sim. " You have done well to-day. You

shall be rewarded. So have you, Dennis. There 's no young
woman you want to carry off, is there ?

"

" N no," returned that gentleman, stroking his grizzled

beard, which was some two inches long.
" None in partickle^

I think."
"
Very good," said Sim

;

" then we '11 find some other way
of making it up to you. As to you, old boy

" he turned to

Hugh "you shall have Miggs (her that I promised you,

you know) within three days. Mind. I pass my word for it."

Hugh thanked him heartily; and as he did so, his laughing
fit returned with such violence that he was obliged to hold

his side with one hand, and to lean with, the other on the

shoulder of his small captain, without whose support he
woidd certainly have rolled upon the ground.
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CHATTER IL

THE throe worthies turned their faces towards The Boot,

with the intention of passing the night in that place of

rendezvous, and of seeking the repose they so much needed in

the shelter of their old den
;

for now that the mischief and
destruction they had purposed were achieved, and their

prisoners were safely bestowed for the night, they began to

be conscious of exhaustion, and to feel the wasting effects of

the madness which had led to such deplorable results.

Notwithstanding the lassitude and fatigue which oppressed
him now

>
in common with his two companions, and indeed

with all who had taken an active share in that night's work,

Hugh's boisterous merriment broke out afresh whenever he

looked at Simon Tappertit, and vented itself much to that

gentleman's indignation in such shouts of laughter as bade

fair to bring the watch upon them, and involve them in a

skirmish, to which in their present worn-out condition they

might prove by no means equal. Even Mr. Dennis, who was
not at all particular on the score of gravity or dignity, and

who had a great relish for his young friend's eccentric

numours, took occasion to remonstrate with him on this

imprudent behaviour, which he held to be a species of suicide,

tantamount to a man's working himself off without being
overtaken by the law, than which he could imagine nothing
more ridiculous or impertinent.

Not abating one jot of his noisy mirth for these remon

strances, Hugh reeled along between them, having an arm of

each, until they hove in sight of The Boot, and were within a

field or two of that convenient tavern. He happened by

great good luck to have roared and shouted himself into

silence by this time. They were proceeding onward without

noise, when a scout who had been creeping about the ditches

all night, to warn any stragglers from encroacliing further on

what was now such dangerous ground, peeped cautiously

from his hiding-place, and called to them to stop.
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"
Stop ! and why ?

"
said Hugh.

Because (the scout replied) the house was filled with

constables and soldiers
; having been surprised, that after

noon. The inmates had fled or been taken into custody, lie

could not say which. He had prevented a great many people
from approaching nearer, and he believed they had gone to

the markets and such places to pass the night. He had

seen the distant fires, but they were all out now. He had
hourd the people who passed and repassed, speaking of them

too, and could report that the prevailing opinion was one of

apprehension and dismay. He had not heard a word of

Barnaby didn't even know his name but it had been said

in his hearing that some man had been taken and carried off

to Newgate. Whether this was true or false he could not

affirm.

The three took counsel together, on hearing this, and
debated what it might be best to do. Hugh, deeming it

possible that Barnaby was in the hands of the soldiers, and at

that moment under detention at The Boot, was for advancing

stealthily, and firing the house
;
but his companions, who

objected to such rash measures unless they had a crowd at

their backs, represented that if Barnaby were taken he had

assuredly been removed to a stronger prison; they would
never have dreamed, he said, of keeping him all night in a

place so weak and open to attack. Yielding to this reasoning,
and to their persuasions, Hugh consented to turn back, and
to repair to Fleet Market

;
for which place, it seemed, a few

of their boldest associates had shaped their course, on receiving
the same intelligence.

Feeling their strength recruited and their spirits roused,
now that there was a new necessity for action, they hurried

away, quite forgetful of the fatigue under which they had
been sinking but a few minutes before ; and soon arrived at

their place of destination.

Fleet Market, at that time, was a long irregular row of

wooden sheds and pent-houses, occupying the centre of what
is now called Farringdon Street. They were jumbled together
in a most unsightly fashion, in the middle of the road; to the

great obstruction of the thoroughfare and the annoyance of

passengers, who were fain to make their way, as they best

Mvkl, among carts, baskets, barrows, trucks, casks, bulks,
and benches, and to jostle witli porters, hucksters, waggorers.
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and a motley crowd of buyers, sellers, pickpockets, vagrants,
and idlers. The air was perfumed with the stench of rotten

leaves and faded fruit; the refuse of the butchers' stalls, and

offal and garbage of a hundred kinds. It was indispensable
to most public conveniences in those days, that they should be

public nuisances likewise
;
and Fleet Market maintained the

principle to admiration.

To this place, perhaps because its sheds and baskets were
a tolerable substitute for beds, or perhaps because it afforded

the means of a hasty barricade in case of need, many of the

rioters had straggled not only that night, but for two or three

nights before. It was now broad day, but the morning being

cold, a group of them were gathered round a fire in a public-

house, drinking hot purl, and smoking pipes, and planning
new schemes for to-morrow.

Hugh and his two friends being known to most of these

men, were received with signal marks of approbation, and
inducted into the most honourable seats. The room-door was
closed and fastened to keep intruders at a distance, and then

they proceeded to exchange news.

"The soldiers have taken possession of The Boot, I hear,"
said Hugh.

" Who knows anything about it ?
"

Several cried that they did
;

but the majority of the

company having been engaged in the assault upon the

Warren, and all present having been concerned in one or

other of the night's expeditions, it proved that they kne\v no

more than Hugh himself
; having been merely warned by

each other, or by the scout, and knowing nothing of their

own knowledge.
" We left a man on guard there to-day," said Hugh, look

ing round him,
" who is not here." You know who it is

Barnaby, who brought the soldier down, at Westminster.

Has any man seen or heard of him ?
"

They shook their heads, and murmured an answer in the

negative, as each man looked round and appealed to his

fellow
;
when a noise was heard without, and a man was

heard to say that he wanted Hugh that he must see Hugh.
"He is but one man," cried Hugh to those who kept tho

door
;

"
let him come in."

"
Ay, ay !

"
muttered the others. " Lot him come in

let him come in."

The door was accordingly unlocked and opened. A ono
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arnied man, with his head and face tied up with a Woody
cloth as though he had been severely beaten, his clothes torn,

and his remaining hand grasping a thick stick, rushed in

among them, and panting for breath, demanded which was

Hugh.
" Here he is," replied the person ho inquired for.

"
I am

Hugh. What do you want with me ?
"

"
I have a message for you," said the man. " You know

one Harnaby."
" What of him ? Did he send the message ?

"

" Yes. He 's taken. lie 's in one of the strong cells in

Newgate. Ho defended himself as well as he could, but was

overpowered by numbers. That 's his message."
" When did you see him ?

" asked Hugh, hastily.
" On his way to prison, where he was taken by a party of

soldiers. They took a by-road, and not the one we expected.
I was one of the lew who tried to rescue him, and he called to

me, and told me to tell Hugh where he was. Wo made a

good struggle, though it failed. Look here !

"

He pointed to his dress and to his bandaged head, and still

panting for breath, glanced round the room
;

then faced

towards Hugh again.
"

I know you by sight," he said,
" for I was in the crowd

on Friday, and on Saturday, and yesterdaj
r
,
but I dii'.i't

know your name. You 're a bold fellow, I know. So is he.

He fought like a lion to-night, but it was of no use. I did

my best, considering that I want this limb."

Again he glanced inquisitively round the room or seemed
to do so, for his face was nearly hidden by the bandage and

again facing sharply towards Hugh, grasped his stick as if he

half expected to be set upon, and stood on the defensive.

If he had any such apprehension, however, he was speedily
re-assured by the demeanour of all present. None thought of

the bearer of the tidings. He was lost in the news he

brought. Oaths, threats, and execrations were vented on nil

Bides. Some cried that if they bore this tamely, another day
would see them all in jail ; some, that they should havo

rescued the other prisoners, and this would not have

happened. One man cried in a loud voice,
" Who '11 follow

me to Newgate !

" and there was a loud shout and a gonend
rush towards the d<xir.

Hut Hugh uud Dennis sto-jd with their bucks against it,
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and kept them back, until the clamour had so far subsided

that their voices could be heard, when they called to them

together that to go now, in broad day, would be madness
;

and that if they waited until night and arranged a plan of

attack, they might release, not only their own companions,
but all the prisoners, and buru down the jail.

"Not that jail alone," cried Hugh, "but every jail in

London. They shall have no place to put their prisoners in.

We '11 burn them all down
;
make bonfires of them every one !

Here !

" he cried, catching at the hangman's hand. " Let all

who 're men here, join with us. Shake hands upon it.

Barnaby out of jail, and not a jail left standing ! Who
joins ?

"

Every man there. And they swore a great oath to release

their friends from Newgate next night ;
to force the doors and

burn the jail ; or perish in the fire themselves.
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CHAPTER ITT.

Ox that same night events so crowd upon each other in

convulsed and distracted times, that more than the stirring
incidents of a whole life often become compressed into thi*

compass of four-and-twenty hours on that same night, Mr.

Haredale, having strongly bound his prisoner, with the

assistance of the sexton, and forced him to mount his horse,

conducted him to Chigwell ;
bent upon procuring a conveyance

to London from that place, and carrying him at once before a

Justice. The disturbed state of the town would -be, he knew,
a sufficient reason for demanding the murderer's committal to

prison before daybreak, as no man could answer for the

security of any of the watch-houses or ordinary places of

detention
;
and to convey a prisoner through the streets when

the mob were again abroad, would not only be a task of great

danger and hazard, but would be to challenge an attempt at

rescue. Directing the sexton to lead the horse, he walked
close by the murderer's sido, and in this order they reached the

village about the middle of the night.
The people were all awake and up, for they were fearful of

Aeing burnt in their beds, and sought to comfort and assure

oaf h other by watching in company. A few of the stoutest-

hcorted were armed and gathered in a body on the green.
To these who knew him well, Mr. Haredale addressed himself,

briefly narrating what had happened, and beseeching them to

aid in conveying the criminal to London before the dawn of

day.

But not a man among them dared to help him by so much
as the m ition of a finger. The rioters, in their passage

through the village, had menaced with their fiercest vengeance
any person who should aid in extinguishing the fire, or render

the least assistance to him, or any catholic whomsoever.
Their threats extended to thrir lives and nil that they

possessed. They wore assemUi'd for Their o\vn prntectiou,
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and could not endanger themselves by lending any aid to him.

This they told him, not without hesitation and regret, as they

kept aloof in the moonlight and glanced fearfully at the ghostly

rider, who, with his head drooping on his breast and his hat

slouched down upon his brow, neither moved nor spoke.

Finding it impossible to persuade them, and indeed hardly

knowing how to do so after what tney had seen of the fury of

the crowd, Mr. Haredale besought them that at least they would
leave him free to act for himself, and would suffer him to take

the only chaise and pair of horses that the place afforded.

This was not acceded to without some difficulty, but in the end

they told him to do what he would, and go away from them
in Heaven's name.

Leaving the sexton at the horse's bridle, he drew out the

chaise with his own hands, and would have harnessed the

horses, but that the post-boy of the village a soft-hearted,

good-for-nothing, vagabond kind of fellow was moved by his

earnestness and passion, and, throwing down a pitchfork with

which he was armed, swore that the rioters might cut him
into mince-meat if they liked, but he would not stand by and
see an honest gentleman who had done no wrong, reduced to

such extremity, without doing what he could to help him.

Mr. Haredale shook him warmly by the hand, and thanked

him from his heart. In five minutes' time the chaise was

ready, and this good scapegrace in his saddle. The murderer

was put inside, the blinds were drawn up, the sexton took his

seat upon the bar, Mr. Haredale mounted his horse and rode

close beside the door; and so they started in the dead of

night, and in profound silence, for London.

The consternation was so extreme that even the horses

which had escaped the flames at the Warren, could find no

friends to shelter them. They passed them on the road,

browzing on the stunted grass ;
and the driver told them,

that the poor beasts had wandered to the village first, but had

been driven away lest they should bring the vengeance of the

crowd on any of the inhabitants.

Nor was this feeling confined to such small places, where

the people were timid, ignorant, and unprotected. "When.

they came near London they met in the grey light of morning,
more than one poor catholic family who, terrified by the

threats and warnings of their neighbours, were quitting the

city on foot, and wuo told them they could hire no cart or
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horse for the removal of their goods, and had been compelled
to leave them behind, at the mercy of the crowd. Near
Mile-end they passed a house, the master of which, a catholic

gentleman of small means, having hired a waggon to remove

las furniture by midnight, hud had it all brought down into

the street to wait the vehicle's arrival, and save time in the

pat-king. But the man with whom he made the bargain,
alarmed by the fires that night, and by the sight of the rioters

passing his door, had refused to keep it : and the poor gentle

man, with his wife and servant and their little children, were

sitting trembling among their goods in the open street, dread

ing the arrival of day and not knowing where to turn or what
to do.

It was the same, they heard, with the public conveyances.
The panic was so great that the mails and stage-coaches were

afraid to carry passengers who professed the obnoxious

religion. If the drivers knew them, or they admitted that

they held that creed, they would not take them, no, though
they offered large sums; and yesterday, people had been

afraid to recognise catholic acquaintance in the streets, lest

they should be marked by spies, and burnt out, as it was

called, in consequence. One mild old man a priest, whoso

chapel was destroyed ;
a very feeble, patient, inoffensive

creature who was trudging away, alone, designing to walk

some distance from town, and then try his fortune with thb

couches, told Mr. Haredale that he feared he might not find a

magistrate who would have the hardihood to commit a

prisoner to jail, on his complaint. But notwithstanding these

discouraging accounts they went on, and reached the Mansion

House soon after sunrise.

Mr. Haredale threw himself from his horse, but he had no
need to knock at the door, for it was already open, and there

stood upon the step a portly old man, with a very red, or

rather purple face, who with an anxious expression of coun

tenance, was remonstrating with some unseen person up-

Kairs, while the porter essayed to close the door by degrees
and get rid of him. With the intense impatience and exciti--

ini'iit natural to one in his condition, Mr. Haredale thrust

himself forward and was about to speak, when the fat old

gentleman interposal :

My irood sir," said ho. "pray let me get an answer.

Thib id tho wixtli time I have been Lnre. I was horp five

01
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times yesterday. My house is threatened with destruction.

It is to be burned down to-night, and was to have been last

night, but they had other business on their hands. Pray let

me get an answer."
" My good sir," returned Mr. Haredule, shaking his head.

' my house is burned to the ground. But Heaven forbid

that yours should be. Get your answer. Be brief, in mercy
to me."

"
Now, you hear this, my lord ?

"
said the old gentleman,

calling up the .stairs, to where the skirt of a dressing-gown
fluttered on the landing-place.

" Here is a gentleman here,

whose house was actually burnt down last night."
" Dear me, dear me," replied a testy voice,

"
I am very

sorry for it, but what am I to do ? I can't build it up again.
The chief magistrate of the city can't go and be a rebuilding
of people's houses, my good sir. Stuff and nonsense !

"

" But the chief magistrate of the city can prevent people's
houses from having any need to be rebuilt, if the chief

magistrate 's a man, and not a dummy can't he, my lord ?
"

cried the old gentleman in a choleric manner.
" You are disrespectable, sir," said the Lord Mayor

"leastways, disrespectful I mean."

"Disrespectful, my lord!" returned the old gentleman.
"

I was respectful five times yesterday. I can't be respectful
for ever. Men can't stand on being respectful when their

houses are going to be burnt over their heads, with them in

'em. What am I to do, my lord ? Am I to have any pro
tection !

"

"
I told you yesterday, sir," said the Lord Mayor,

" that

you might have an alderman in your house, if you coidd got
one to come."

" What the devil's the good of an alderman?" returned

the choleric old gentleman.
" To awe the crowd, sir," said the Lord Mayor.
"Oh Lord ha' mercy !" whimpered the old gentleman, as

he wiped his forehead in a state of ludicrous distress, "to

think of sending an alderman to awe a crowd ! Why, my
lord, if they were even so many babies, fed on mother's milk,

what do you think they 'd care for an alderman ! Will you
come ?

"

"
I !

"
said the Lord Mayor most emphatically : "Certainty

not."
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"Then what," returned the old gentleman,
" what am I lo

do ? Am I a citizen of England ? Am I to have the benefit

of the laws ? Am I to have any return for the King's taxes ?
"

"
I don't know, I am sure," said the Lord Mayor;

" what
a pity it -is you 're a catholic ! Why couldn't you be a

protestant, and then you wouldn't have got yourself into such

a mess ? I 'm sure I don't know what 's to be done. There

are great people at the bottom of these riots. Oh dear me,
what a thing it is to be a public character ! You must look

in again in the course of the day. Would a javelin-man do ?

Or there 's Philips the constable, lie '* disengaged, he 's

not very old for a man at his time of life, except in his legs,

and if you put him up at a window he 'd look quite young by
candle-light, and might frighten 'em. very much. Oh dear

well, we '11 see about it."
*

"
Stop !

"
cried Mr. Haredale, pressing the door open as

the porter strove to shut it, and speaking rapidly,
" My Lord

Mayor, I beg you not to go away. I have a man here, who
committed a murder eight-and-twenty years ago. Half-a-dozen

words from me, on oath, will justify you in committing him
to prison, for re-examination. I only seek, just now, to havo

liim consigned to a place of safety. The least delay may
involve his being rescued by the rioters."

" Oh dear me !

"
cried the Lord Mayor.

" God bless my
soul and body oh Lor ! well I ! there are great people
at the bottom of these riots, you know. You really mustn't."

" My lord," said Mr. Haredale,
" the murdered gentleman

was my brother
;

I succeeded to his inheritance
;
there were

not wanting slanderous tongues at that time, to whisper that

the guilt of tliis most foul and cruel deed was mine mine,
who loved him, as he knows, in Heaven, dearly. The time

has come, after all these years of gloom and miser}*, for

avenging him, and bringing to light a crime so artful and
BO devilish that it has no parallel. Kvery second's delay on

your part loosens this man's bloody hands again, and leads to

his escape. My lord, 1 charge you hear me, and despatch
tiiis mutter on the instant."

" Oh dear me !

"
cried the chief magistrate ;

" these an't

business hours, you know I wonder at you how ungentle -

manly it is of you you mustn't you really mustn't. And I

suppose you are a catholic too ?
"

"
I am," said Mr. Haredale.
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" God bless my soul, I believe people turn catholics a'

purpose to vex and worrit mo," cried the Lord Mayor.
" J

wish you wouldn't come here
; they '11 be setting the Mansion

Hou36 afire next, and we shall have you to thank for it. You
must lock your prisoner up, sir give him to a watchman
and and call again at a proper time. Then we '11 see

about it !

"

Before Mr. Ilaredale could answer, the sharp closing of a

door and drawing of its bolts, gave notice that the Lord

Mayor had retreated to his bedroom, and that further remon
strance would be unavailing. The two clients retreated like

wise, and the porter shut them out into the street.
'' That 's the way he puts me off," said the old gentleman,

"
I can get no redress and no help. What are you going to

do, sir ?
"

" To try elsewhere," answered Mr. Haredale, who was by
this time on horseback.

"
I feel for you, I assure you and well I may, for wo are

in a common cause," said the old gentleman.
"

I may not

have a house to offer you to-night ;
let me tender it while I

can. On second thoughts though," he added, putting up a

pocket-book he had produced while speaking,
"

I '11 not give

you a card, for if it was found upon you, it might get you
into trouble. Langdale that's my name vintner and
distiller Ilolborn Hill you 're heartily welcome, if you '11

come."

Mr. Ilaredale bowed, and rode off, close beside the chaise

ns before
; determining to repair to the house of Sir John

Fielding, who had the reputation of being a bold and active

magistrate, and fully resolved, in case the rioters should come

upon them, to do execution on the murderer with liis own

hands, rather than suffer him to be released.

Thoy arrived at the magistrate's dwelling, however, without

molestation (for the mob, as we have seen, were then intent

on deeper schemes), ind knocked at the door. As it had been

pretty generally rumoured that Sir John was proscribed by
the rioters, a body of thief-takers had been keeping watch in

the house all night. To one of (hem, Mr. Ilaredale stated

his business, which appearing to the man of sufficient moment
to warrant his arousing the justice, procured him an immediate

audience.

No time was lost in committing the murderer to Newgate ;
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then a new building, recently completed at a vast expenso, and

considered to be of enormous strength. The warrant being
made out, three of the thief-takers bound him afresh (he had

been struggling, it seemed, in the chaise, and had loosened his

manacles) ; gagged him lest they should meet with any of the

mob, and he should call to them for help; and seated them
selves along with him in the carriage. These men being all

well armed, made a formidable escort; but they drew up the

blinds again, as thougu the carriage were empty, and directed

Mr. Haredale to ride forward, that ho might not attract

attention by seeming to belong to it.

The wisdom of this proceeding was sufficiently obvious, for

as they hurried through the city they passed among several

groups of men, who, if they had not supposed the chaise to be

quite empty, would certainly have stopped it. But those

within keeping quite close, and the driver tarrying to be asked

no questions, they reached the prison without interruption,

and, once there, had him out, and safe within its gloomy
walls, in a twinkling.
With eager eyes and strained attention, Mr. Haredale saw

him chained, and locked and barred up in his cell. Nay,
wh'ii he had left the jail, and stood in the free street, without,

he felt the iron plates upon the doors, with his hands, and
drew them over the stone wall, io assure himself that it was
real

;
and to exult in its being so strong, and rough, and

cold. It was not until he turned his back upon the jail, and

glanced along the empty streets, so lifeless and quiet in tlio

bright morning, that he felt the weight upon his heart
;
that

he knev/ he was tortured by anxiety for those he had left at

home
; and that home itself was but another bead in the long

rosary jf his regrets.
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CHATTER IV.

THE prisoner, left to himself, sat down upon his bedstead :

and resting his elbows on his knees, and his chin upon his

iiands, remained in that attitude for hours. It. would be hard

to say, of what nature his reflections -were. They had no

distinctness, and, saving for some flashes now and then, no
reference to his condition or the train of circumstances by
which it had been brought about. The cracks in the pave
ment of his cell, the chinks in the wall where stone was joined
to stone, the bars in the window, the iron ring upon the floor,

sucli things as these, subsiding strangely into one another,
and awakening an indescribable kind of interest and amuse

ment, engrossed his whole mind
;
and although at the bottom

of his every thought there was an uneasy sense of guilt, and
dread of death, lie felt no more than that vague consciousness

of it, which a sleeper has of pain. It pursues him through
his dreams, gnaws at the heart of all his fancied pleasures,
robs the banquet of its taste, music of its sweetness, makes

happiness itself unhappy, and yet is no bodily sensation,

but a phantom without shape, or form, or visible presence ;

pervading everything, but having no existence
; recognizable

everywhere, but nowhere seen, or touched, or met with face

to face, until the sleep is past, and waking agony returns.

After a long time, the door of his cell opeced. lie looked

up ;
saw the blind man enter

;
and relapsed into his former

position.
Guided by his breathing, the visitor advanced to where he

sat
;
and stopping beside him, and stretching out his hand to

assure himself that he was right, remained, for a good sptice,

silent.
" This is bad, Ruclge. This is bad," he said at length.

The prisoner shufHed with his feet upon the ground in

turning his body from him, but made no other answer.

"H)w were you taken?" he asked. "And where? You
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never told me more than half your secret. No matter
;

I

know it now. How was it, and where, eh?" he asked again,

coming still nearer to him.

"At Chigwell," said the other.
" At Chigwell ! How came you there ?"
" Because I went there, to avoid the man I stumbled on," he

answered. " Because I was chased and driven there, by him
and Fate. Because I waa urged to go there, by something

stronger than my own will. When I found him watching in

the house she used to live in, night after night, I knew I

never could escape him never! and when I heard the

Bell
"

He shivered ; muttered that it was very cold
; paced quickly

up and down the narrow cell; and sitting down again, fell

into his old posture.
"You were saying," said the blind man, after another

pause,
" that when you heard the Bell

"

"Let it be, will you?" he retorted in a hurried voice.
"

It hangs there yet."
The blind man turned a wistful and inquisitive face

towards him, but he continued to speak, without noticing
him.

"
I went to Chigwell, in search of the mob. I have been

so hunted and beset by this man, that I knew my only hope
of safety lay in joining them. They had gone on before ;

I

followed them when it left off."

"When what left off?"

"The Bell. They had quitted the place. I hoped that

some of them might be still lingering among the ruins, and
was searching for them when I heard " he drew a long

breath, and wiped his forehead with his sleeve "his voice."

"Saying what?"
" No matter what. I don't know. I waa then at the foot

of tho turret, where I did the
"

"
Ay," said the blind man, nodding his head with perfect

oomposure,
"

I understand."
"

1 climbed the stair, or so much of it as was left
; meaning

to hide till he "had gone. But he heard me
;
and followed

almost as soon as I set foot upon the ashes."
" You might have hidden in the wall, and thrown him

down, or stabbed him," said the blind man.

"Might I? Bt/ ween that man and me, was one who led
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him on I saw it, though he did not and raised above his

head a bloody hand. It was in the room above that ho and
I stood glaring at each other on the night of the murder, and
before he fell he raised his hand like that, and fixed his eyes
on me. I knew the chase would end there."

"You have a strong fancy,'' said the blind man, with a

smile.
"
Strengthen yours with blood, and see what it will

come to."

He groaned, and rocked himself, and looking up for the

first time, said, in a low, hollow voice :

"Eight-and-twenty years! Eight-and-twenty years! He
has never changed in all that time, never grown older, nor

altered in the least degree. He has been before me in the

dark night, and the broad sunny day; in the twilight, the

moonlight, the sunlight, the light of fire, and lamp, and
candle

;
and in the deepest gloom. Always the same ! In

company, in solitude, on land, on shipboard; sometimes

leaving me alone for months, and sometimes always with ine.

I have seen him, at sea, come gliding in the dead of night

along the bright reflection of the moon in the calm water
;

and I have seen him, on quays and market-places, with hia

hand uplifted, towering, the centre of a busy crowd, uncon

scious of the terrible form that had its silent stand among
them. Fancy ! Are you real ? Am I ? Are these iron

fetters, riveted on me by the smith's hammer, or are they
fancies I can shatter at a blow?"

The blind man listened in silence.
"
Fancy ! Do I fancy that I killed him ? Do I fancy that

as I left the chamber where he lay, I saw the face of a man

peeping from a dark door, who plainly showed me by his

feiirful looks that he suspected what I had done? Do I

remember that I spoke fairly to him that I drew nearer

nearer yet with the hot knife in my sleeve? Do I fancy
how he died ? Did he stagger back into the angle of the wall

into which I had hemmed him, and, bleeding inwardly, stand,

not fall, a corpse before me ? Did I see him, for an instant,

as I see you now, erect and on his feet but dead !

"

The blind man, who knew that he had risen, motioned him

to sit down again upon his bedstead
;
but he took no notice of

the gesture.
"

Tt was thon I thought, for the first time, of fastening the
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murder upon him. It was then I dressed him in my cloth ?s,

and dragged him down the back-stairs to the piece of water.

Do I remember listening to the bubbles that came rising up
when I had rolled him in ? Do I remember wiping the water

from my face, and because the body splashed it there, in its

descent, feeling as if it mutt be blood ?

" Did I go home when I had done ? And oh, my God !

how long it took to do ! Did I stand before my wife, and
tt-11 her? Did I see her fall upon the ground; and, when I

stooped to raise her, did she thrust me back with a force that

cast me off as if I had been a child, staining the hand with

which she clasped my wrist ? Is that fancy ?

" Did she go down upon her knees, and call on Heaven to

witness that she and her unborn child renounced me from that

hour
;
and did she, in words so solemn that they turned me

cold me, fresh from the horrors my own hands had made
warn me to fly while there was time

;
for though she would

be silent, being my wretched wife, she would not shelter me ?

Did I go forth that night, abjured of God and man, and
anchored deep in hell, to wander at my cable's length about

the earth, and surely be drawn down at last?"
" Why did you return ?

"
said the blind man.

" Why is blood red ? I could no more help it, than I could

live without breath. I struggled against the impulse, but I

was drawn back, through every difficult and adverse circxim-

staii<-e, as by a mighty engine. Nothing could stop me. The

day and hour were none of my choice. Sleeping and waking,
I had been among the old haunts for years had visited my
own grave. Why did I come back ? Because this jail was

gaping for me, and he stood beckoning at the door."
" You were not known?" said the blind man.
"

I was a man who had been twenty-two years dead. No.
I was not known."

" You should have kept your secret better."
"
.Vy secret? Mine? It was a secret, any breath of air

could whisper at its will. The stars had it in their twinkling,
the water in its flowing, the leaves in their rustling, the

seasons in their return. It lurked in strangers' faces, and
their voices. Everything had lips on which it always
trembled. My secret!"

"
It was revealed by your own act at any rate," said the

bliiul man.
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" The act was not mine. I did it, but it was not mine. I
was forced at times to wander round, and round, and round
that spot. If you had chained me lip when the fit was on me,
I should have broken away, and gone there. As truly as the

loadstone draws iron towards it, so he, lying at the bottom of

his grave, could draw me near him when he would. Was
that fancy ? Did I like to go there, or did I strive and wrestle

with the power that forced me?"
The blind man shrugged his shoulders, and smiled incredu

lously. The prisoner again resumed his old attitude, and for

a long time both were mute.
"

I suppose then," said his visitor, at length breaking
silence,

" that you are penitent and resigned ;
that you desire

to make peace with everybody (in particular, with your wife

who has brought you to this) ;
and that you ask no greater

favour than to be carried to Tyburn as soon as possible?
That being the case, I had better take my leave. I am not

good enough to be company for you."
"Have I not told you," said the other fiercely, "that I

have striven and wrestled with the power that brought me
here ? Has my whole life, for eight-and-twenty years, been

one perpetual struggle and resistance, and do you think I

want to lie down and die ? Do all men shrink from death

I most of all!"

"That's better said. That's better spoken, Rudge but

I '11 not call you that again than anything- you have said

yet," returned the blind man, speaking more familiarly, and

laying his hand upon his arm. "
Lookye, I never killed a

man myself, for I have never been placed in a position that

made it worth my while. Farther, I am not an advocate for

killing men, and I don't think I should recommend it or like

it for it 's very hazardous under any circumstances. But

as you. had the misfortune to get into this trouble before I

made your acquaintance, and as you have been my companion,
and have been of use to me for a long time now, I overlook

that part of the matter, and am only anxious that you
shouldn't die unnecessarily. Now, I do not consider that, at

present, it is at all necessary.*'
"What else is left me?" returned the prisoner. "To eat

my way through these walls with my teeth?"

"Something easier than that," returned his friend.

" Promise me that you will talk no more of those fancies of
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yours idle, fooKsh things, quite beneath a man and I '11

tell you what I mean."
" Tell me," said the other.

"Your worthy lady with the tender conscience; your

scrupulous, virtuous, punctilious, but not blindly affectionate

\viiH-"

"What of her?"
" Is now in London/'
" A curse upon her, be she where she may !"
" That 's natural enough. If she had taken her annuity as

usual, you would not have been here, and we should have

been better off. But that 's apart from the business. She 's

in London. Scared, as I suppose, and have no doubt, by my
representation when I waited upon her, that you were close at

hand (which I, of course, urged only as an inducement to

compliance, knowing that she was not pining to see you), she

left that place, and travelled up to London."
" How do you know ?"
" From my friend the noble captain the illustrious general
the bladder, Mr. Tappertit. I learnt from him the hist

time I saw him, which was yesterday, that your son who is

called Barnaby not after his father I suppose
"

" Death ! does that matter now !

"

" You are impatient," said the blind man calmly; "it'g

a good sign, and looks like life that your son Barnaby had
been lured away from her by one of his companions who
knew him of old, at Chigwell ;

and that he is now among the

rioters."

"And what is that to me? If father and son be hanged
together, what comfort shall I find in that?"

"
Stay stay, my friend," returned the blind man, with a

cunning look,
"
you travel fast to journeys' ends. Suppose I

track my lady out, and say thus much :
' You want your son,

ma'am good. I, knowing those who tempt him to remain

among them, can restore him to you, ma'am good. You
must pay a price, ma'am, for his restoration good again.
The price is small, and easy to be paid dear ma'am, that 's

bnst of all.'
"

" What mockery is this ?
"

"
Very likely, she may reply in those words. ' No mockery

at all,' I answer :

'

Madam, a person said to be your husband

(identity is difficult of proof after the lapse of many years) is



3f> BARNABY RUDGE.

in prison, his life in peril the charge against him, mttrdor,

Now, ma'am, your husband has been dead a long, long time.

The gentleman never can be confounded with him, if you will

have the goodness to say a few words, on oath, as to when he

died, and how
;
and that this person (who I am told resembles

him in some degree) is no more he than I am. Such testi

mony will set the question quite at rest. Pledge yourself to

me to give it, ma'am, and I will undertake to keep 3'our son

(a fine lad) out of harm's way until you have done this trifling

service, when he shall be delivered up to you, safe and sound.

On the other hand, if you decline to do so, I fear he will be

betrayed, and handed over to the law, which will assuredly
sentence him to suffer death. It is, in fact, a choice between

his life and death. If you refuse, he swings. If you comply,
the timber is not grown, nor the hemp sown, that shall do

him any harm.' "

- " There is a gleam of hope in this !

"
cried the prisoner.

''A gleam!" returned his friend, "a noon-blaze; a full

and glorious daylight. Hush ! I hear the tread of distant

feet. Rely on me."
" When shall I hear more ?

"

" As soon as I do. I should hope, to-morrow. They are

coming to say that our time for talk is over. I hear the

jingling of the keys. Not another word of this just now, or

they may overhear us."

As he said these words, the lock was turned, and one of the

prison turnkeys appearing at the door, announced that it was
time for visitors to leave the jail.

" So soon !

"
said Stagg, meekly.

" But it can't be helped.

Cheer up, friend. This mistake will soon be set at rest, and

then you are a man again ! If this charitable gentleman
will lead a blind man (who has nothing in return but prayers)
to the prison-porch, and set him with his face towards the

west, he will do a worthy deed. Thank you, good sir. I

thank you very kindly."
So saying, and pausing for an instant at the door to turn

his grinning face towards his friend, he departed.
When the officer had seen him to the porch, he returned,

and again .unlocking and unbarring the door of the cell, set it

wide open, informing its inmate that he was at liberty to walk

in the adjacent yard, if he thought proper, for an hour.

The prisoner answered with a sullen nod : and being left
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alone ng'iin, sat brooding over what he had heard, and

pondering upon the hopes the recent conversation had

awakened ; gazing abstractedly, the while he did so, on the

light without, and watching the shadows thrown by one wall

on another, and on the stone-paved ground.
It was a dull, square yard, made cold and gloomy by high

walls, and seeming to chill the very sunlight. The stone, so

bare, and rough, and obdurate, filled even him with longing

thoughts of meadow-land and trees
;
and with a burning wisli

to be at liberty. As he looked, he rose, and leaning against
the door-post, gazed up at the bright blue sky, smiling even

on that dreary home of crime. He seemed, for a moment, to

remember lying on his back in some sweet-scented place, and

ga/ing at it through moving branches, long ago.
His attention was suddenly attracted by a clanking sound

lie knew what it was, for he had startled himself by making
the same noise in walking to the door. Presently a voice

began to sing, and he saw the shadow of a figure on the

pavement. It stopped was silent all at once, as though the

person for a moment had forgotten where he was, but soon

remembered and so, with the same clanking noise, the

shadow disappeared.
He walked out into the court and paced it to and fro;

startling the echoes, as he went, with the harsh jangling of

his fetters. There was a doo*r near his, which, like his,

stood ajar.

He had not taken half-a-dozen turns up and down the yard,

when, standing still to observe this door, he heard the clank

ing sound again. A face looked out of the grated window
he saw it very dimly, for the cell was dark and the bars were

heavy and directly afterwards, a man appeared, and came
towards him.

For the sense of loneliness he had, he might have been in

the jail a year. Made eager by the hope of companionship,
he quickened his pace, and hastened to meet the man half way
What was this ! His son !

They stood face to face, staring at each other. He shrink

ing and cowed, despite himself; Barnaby struggling with his

imperfect memory, and wondering where he had seen that

face before. He was not uncertain long, for suddenly he laid

hauds upon him, and striving to bear him to the ground, cried :

" AJa ! I know ! You are the robber !

"
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He said nothing in reply at first, but held down his head,
and struggled with him silently. Finding the younger man
too strong for him, he raised his face, looked close into his

eyes, and said :

"
I am your father."

God knows what magic tho name had for his ears
;
but

Barnaby released his hold, fell back, and looked at him

aghast. Suddenly he sprung towards him, put his arms about

liis neck, and pressed his head against his cheek.

Yes, yes, he was
;
he was sure he was. But where had he

been so long, and why had he left his mother by herself, or

worse than by herself, with her poor foolish boy ? And had

she really been as happy as the}- said. And where was she ?

Was she near there? She was not happy now, and he in

jail ? Ah, no.

Not a word was said in answer
;
but Grip croaked loudly,

and hopped about them, round and round, as if inclosing them
in a magic circle, and invoking all the powers of miscbiefc
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CHAPTER V.

the whole of this day, every regiment in or near

(he metropolis was on duty in one or other part of tho town ;

nud the regulars and militia, in obedience to the orders which

were sent to every barrack and station within twenty-four
hoirs' journey, began to pour in by all the roads. But the

disturbances had attained to such a formidable height, and
the rioters had grown, with impunity, to be so audacious, that

the sight of this great force, continually augmented by new

arrivals, instead of operating as a check, stimulated them to

outrages of greater hardihood than any they had yet com
mitted

;
and helped to kindle a flame in London, the like of

which had never been beheld, even in its ancient and rebel

lious times.

All yesterday, and on this day likewise, the commandor-in
chief endeavoured to arouse the magistrates to a sense of their

duty, and in particular the Lord Mayor, who was the

faintest-hearted and most timid of them all. With this

object, large bodies of the soldiery were several times

tit-sjiatched to tho Mansion House to await his orders: but as

he could, by no threats or persuasions, be induced to give any,
and as the men remained in tho open street, fruitlessly for

any good purpose, and thrivingly for a very bad one
; these

laudable attempts did harm rather than good. For the crowd,

Woming speedily acquainted with the Lord Mayor's temper,
did not fail to take advantage of it by boasting that even tho

civil authorities were opposed to the Papists, and could not

find it in their hearts to molest those who were guilty of no

other offence. These vaunts they took care to make within

tin- hearing of tho soldiers; and they, being naturally loth to

quarrel with the people, received their advances kindly enough :

answering, when they were asked if they desired to fire upon
th"ir countrymen,

"
No, they would be damned if they did;

"

and showing much honest simplicity, and good-nature. The
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feoling that the military were No Popery men, and were ripe
for disobeying orders and joining the mob, soon became very

prevalent in consequence. Rumours of their disaffection, and
of their leaning towards the popular cause, spread from mouth
to mouth with astonishing rapidity ;

and whenever they were
drauii up idly in the streets or squares, there was sure to be a

crowd about them, cheering, and shaking hands, and treating
thorn with a great show uf confidence aiid affection.

By this time, the crowd was everywhere ;
all concealment

and disguise were laid aside, and they pervaded the whole

town. If any man among them wanted money, he had but to

knock at the door of a dwelling-house, or walk into a shop,
and demand it iu the rioters' name

;
and his demand was

instantly complied with. The peaceable citizens being afraid

to lay hands upon them, singly and alone, it may be easily

supposed that when gathered together in bodies, they wero

perfectly secure from interruption. They assembled in the

streets, traversed them at their will and pleasure, and publicly
concerted their plans. Business was quite suspended ;

the

greater part of the shops were closed
;
most of the houses

displayed a blue flag in token of their adherence to the

popular side
;
and even the Jews in Houiidsditch, White -

chapel, and those quarters, wrote upon their doors or window-
shutters " This House is a True Protestant." The crowd was
the law, and never was the law held in greater dread, or more

implicitly obeyed.
It was about six o'clock in the evening, when a vast mob

poured into Lincoln's Inn Fields by every avenue, and divided

evidently in pursuance of a previous design- into several

parties. It must not be understood that this arrangement
was known to the whole crowd, but that it was the work of a

few leaders
; who, mingling with the men as they came upon

the ground, and calling to them to fall into this or that party,

effected it as rapidly as if it had been determined on by a

council of ihe whole number, and every man had known his

place.
It was perfectly notorious to the assemblage that the largest

body, which comprehended about two-thirds of the whole,

was designed for the attack on Newgate. It comprehended
all the rioters who had been conspicuous in any of their former

proceedings ;
all those whom they recommended as daring

hands and fit for the work ;
ail those whoso companions hud
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been taken in the riots
;
and a great nnmljor of people win

viT'- relatives or friends of felons in the jaiL This last class

included, not only the most desperate and utterly abandonel
villains in London, but some who were comparatively innocent.

There was more than one woman there, disguised in. man's

attire, and bent upon the rescue of a child or brother. There

were the two sons of a man who lay under sentence of death,

and who was to be executed along with three others, on the

next day but one. There was a great party of boys whose
fellow pickpockets were in the prison ;

and at the skirts of

all, a score of miserable women, outcasts from the world,

seeking to release some other fallen creature as miserable as

themselves, or moved by a general sympathy perhaps God
knows with all who were without hope, and wretched.

Old swords, and pistols without ball or powder ; sledge

hammers, knives, axes, saws, and weapons pillaged from the

butchers' shops ;
a forest of iron bars and wooden clubs

; long
ladders for scaling the walls, each carried on the shoulders of a

dozen men ; lighted torches ; tow smeared with pitch, and tar,

and brimstone
;
staves rqughly plucked from fence and paling ;

and even crutches taken from crippled beggars in the streets ;

composed their arms. When all was ready, Hugh and Dennis,
with Simon Tappertit between them, led the way. Roaring
and chafing like an angry sea, the crowd pressed after them.

Instead of going straight down Holborn to the jail, as all

expected, their leaders took the way to Clerkenwell, and

pouring down a quiet street, halted before a locksmith's house

the Golden Key.
" Beat at the door," cried Hugh to the men about him.

" Wo want one of his craft to-night. Beat it in, if no one

answers."

The shop was shut. Both door and shutters were of a

strong and sturdy kind, and they knocked without effect. But
the impatient crowd raising a cry of ".Set fire to the house !

"

and torches being passed to the front, an upper window was
thrown open, and the stout old locksmith stood before them.

" What now, you villains !

" he demanded. " Where ia

my daughter ?
"

" Ask no questions of us, old man," retorted Hugh, waving
his comrades to be silent, "but come down, and bring tho

of your trade*. We. want you."
" Want me !

"
cried the locksmith, glanc ing at tho regi-

a -
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mental dress he wore :

"
Ay, and if some that I could name

possessed the hearts of mice, ye should have had me long

ago. Mark me, my lad and you about him do the same
There are a score among ye whom I see now and know, who
are dead men from this hour. Begone ! and rob an under

taker's while you can ! You '11 want some coffins before long."
" Will you come down? "

cried Hugh.
" Will you give me my daughter, ruffian ?

"
cried the

locksmith.
"

I know nothing of her," Hugh rejoined.
" Burn the

door !

"

"
Stop !

"
cried the locksmith, in a voice that made them

falter presenting, as he spoke, a gun.
" Let an old man do

that. You can spare him better."

The young fellow who held the light, and who was stooping
down before the door, rose hastily at these words, and fell

back. The locksmith ran his eye along the upturned faces,

and kept the weapon levelled at the threshold of his house.

It had no other rest than his shoulder, but was as steady as

the house itself. ,

" Let the man who does it, take heed to his prayers," he

said firmly ;
"I warn him."

Snatching a torch from one who stood near him, Hugh was

stepping forward with an oath, when he was arrested by a

shrill and piercing shriek, and, looking upward, saw a flutter

ing garment on the house-top.
There was another shriek, and another, and then a shrill

voice cried,
" Is Simmun below !

" At the same moment a

lean neck was stretched over the parapet, and Miss Miggs,

indistinctly seen in the gathering gloom of evening, screeched

in a frenzied manner,
" Oh ! dear gentlemen, let me hear

Simmuns's answer from his own lips. Speak to me, Simmun.

Speak to me !

"

Mr. Tappertit, who was not at all flattered by this compli

ment, looked up, and bidding her hold her peace, ordered her

to come down and open the door, for they wanted her master,

and would take no denial.
" Oh good gentlemen !

"
cried Miss Miggs.

" Oh my own

precious, precious Simmun "

" Hold your nonsense, will you !

"
retorted Mr. Tappertit

" and come down and open the door. G. ^
^
ardeu drop that

gun, or it will bo worse for you."
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' Don't mind his gun," screamed Miggs.
" Simmnn and

gentlemen, I poured a mug of table-beer right down the barrel."

The crowd gave a loud shout, which was followed by a roar

of laughter.
"It wouldn't go off, not if you was to load it up to tho

muz/le," screamed Miggs.
" Simmun and gentlemen, I 'm

locked up in the front attic, through the little door on tho

right hand when you think you 've got to the very top of the

stairs and up the flight of corner steps, being careful not to

knock your heads against the rafters, and not to tread on one

side in case you should fall into the two-pair bed-room

through the lath and plasture, which do not bear, but the

contrairy. Simmun and gentlemen, I 've been locked up here

for safety, but my endeavours has always been, and always
will be, to be on the right side the blessed side and to pro
nounce the Pope of Babylon, and all her inward and her

outward workings, which is Pagin. My sentiments is of

little consequences, I know," cried Miggs, with additional

shrillness,
" for my positions is but a servant, and as sich, of

humilities, still I gives expressions to my feelings, and places

my reliances on them which entertains my own opinions !

"

Without taking much notice of these outpourings of Miss

Miggs after she had made her first announcement in relation

to the gun, the crowd raised a ladder against the window
where the locksmith stood, and notwithstanding that ho

closed, and fastened, and defended it manfidly, soon forced an

entrance by shivering the glass and breaking in the frames.

After dealing a few stout blows about him, he found himself

defenceless, in the midst of a furious crowd, which overflowed

the room and softened off in a confused heap of faces at the

door and window.

They were very wrathful with him (for he had wounded
two men), and even called out to those in front, to bring him
forth and hang him on a lamp-post. But Gabriel was quite

undaunted, and looked from Hugh and Dennis, who held him

by either arm, to Simon Tappertit, who confronted him.
" You have robbed me of my daughter," said the lock

smith,
" who is far dearer to me than my life

;
and you may

take my life, if you will. I bless God that I have been

enabled to keep my wife free of this scene
;
and that He has

made mo a man who will not ask mercy at such hands as

yours."
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"And a wery game old gentleman you are," said Mr.

Dennis, approvingly ;

" and you express yourself like a man.
What 's the odds, brother, whether it 's a lamp-post to-night,
or a feather -bod ten year to come, eh? "

The locksmith glanced at rim disdainfully, but returned no

other answer.
" For my part," said the hangman, who particularly

favoured the lamp-post suggestion.
"

I honour }
rour prin

ciples. They 're mine exactly." In such sentiments as them,''
and hero ho emphasised his discourse with an oath,

"
I 'm

ready to meet you or any man half-way. Have you got a bit

of cord anywheres handy ? Don't put yourself out of the way,
if you haven't. A handkecher will do."

" Don't be a fool, master," whispered Hugh, seizing Varden

roughly by the shoulder
;

*' but do as you 're bid. You '11

soon hear what you 're wanted for. Do it !

"

"
I '11 do nothing at your request, or that of any scoundrel

here," returned the locksmith. " If you want any service

from me, you may spare yourselves the pains of telling me
what it is. I tell you, beforehand, I '11 do nothing for you."

Mr. Dennis was so affected by this constancy on the part of

ftie staunch old man, that he protested almost with tears in

his eyes that to baulk his inclinations would be an act of

cruelty and hard dealing to which he, for one, never could

reconcile his conscience. The gentleman, he said, had avowed
in so many words that he was ready for working off; such

being the case, he considered it their duty, as a civilised and

enlightened crowd, to work him off. It was not often, he

observed, that they had it in their power to accommodate

themselves to the wishes of those from whom they had the

misfortune to differ. Having now found an individual who

expressed a desire which they could reasonably indulge, (and
for himself he was free to confess that in his opinion that

desire did honour to his feelings,) he hoped they would decide

to accede to his proposition before going any further. It was

an experiment which, skilfully and dexterously performed,
would be over in five minutes, with great comfort and satis

faction to all parties ;
and though it did not become him (Mr.

Dennis) to speak well of himself, he trusted he might be

allowed to say that lie had practical knowledge of the subject,

and, being naturally of an obliging and friendly disposition,

would work the gentleman off with a deal of pleasure.
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Those remarks, which were addressed in the midst of a

frightful din and turmoil to those immediately about him,
were received with great favour; not so much, perhaps,
because of the hangman's eloquence, as on account of tlio

locksmith's obstinacy. Gabriel was in imminent peril, and ho

knew it
;
but he preserved a steady silence

;
and would

have done so, if they had been debating whether they should

roast him at a slow fire.

As the hangman spoke, there was some stir and confusion

on the ladder
;
and directly he was silent so immediately

upon his holding his peace, that the crowd below had no time

to learn what he had been saying, or to shout in response
some one at the window cried :

"He has a grey head. He is an old man: Don't hurt

him !

"

The locksmith turned, with a start, towards the place
from which the words had come, and looked hurriedly at the

people who were hanging on the ladder and clinging to each

other.
"
Pay no respect to my grey hair, young man," he said,

answering the voice and not any one he saw. "
I don't ask

it. My heart is green enough to scorn and despise every man

among you, band of robbers that you are !

"

This incautious speech by no means tended to appease tho

ferocity of the crowd. They cried again to have him brought
out

;
and it would have gone hard with the honest locksmith,

but that Hugh reminded them, in answer, that they wanted

his services, and must have them.
"
So, tell him what we want," he said to Simon Tappertit,

"and quickly. And open your ears, master, if you would
ever use them after to-night."

Gabriel folded his arms, which were now at liberty,, and

eyed his old 'prentice in silonce.
"
Lookye, Varden," said Sim, "we're bound for X<>\v-

gate."
"

I know you are," returned the locksmith.
" You never

said a truer word than that."
" To burn it down, I mean," said Simon,

" and force the

gates, and set tho prisoners at liberty. You helped to make
tli- lock of tho great <loor."

"
I did," said the locksmith. " You owe me no thanks for

that as jou'il find before long."
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"
Maybe," returned his journeyman,

" but you must show
Ub how to force it."

" Must I !

"

"Yes
;

for you ki/ow, and I don't. You must come along
with us, and pick it with your own hands."

" When I do," said the locksmith quietly,
" my hands

shall drop off at the wrists, and you shall wear them, Simon

Tappertit, on your shoulders for epaulettes."
" We '11 see that," cried Hugh, interposing, as the indig

nation of the crowd again burst forth. " You fill a basket

with the tools he '11 want, while I bring him down stairs.

Open the doors below, some of you. And light the great

captain, others ! Is there no business afoot, my lads, that you
can do nothing but stand and grumble ?

"

They looked at one another, and quickly dispersing, swarmed
over the house, plundering and breaking, according to their

custom, and carrying off such articles of value as happened
to please their fancy. They had no great length of time for

these proceedings, for the basket of tools was soon prepared
and slung over a man's shoulders. The preparations being
now completed, and everything ready for the attack, those

who were pillaging and destroying in the other rooms were

called down to the workshop. They were about to issue

forth, when the man who had been last up stairs, stepped

forward, and asked if the young woman in the garret (who
was making a terrible noise, he said, and kept on screaming
without the least cessation) was to be released ?

For his own part, Sirnon Tappertit would certainly have

replied in the negative, but the mass of his companions,
iniiidfid of the good service she had done in the matter of tho

gun, being of a different opinion, he had nothing for it but to

answer, Yes. The man, accordingly, went back again to tho

rescue, and presently returned with Miss Miggs, limp and

doubled up, and very damp from much Aveeping.
As the young lady had given no tokens of consciousness on

their way down stairs, the bearer reported her either dead or

dying ;
and being at some loss what to do with her, was

looking round for a convenient bench or heap of ashes on which

to place her senseless form, when she suddenly came upon her

feet by some mysterious means, thrust back her hair, stared

wildly nt Mr. Tappertit, cried " My Siminuns's life is not a

wic'im !

" and dropped into his arms with such promptitudo
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that he staggered and reeled some paces back, beneath his

lovely burden.
" Oh botlier !

"
said Mr. Tappertit.

" Here. Catch hold

of her, somebody. Lock her up again ;
she never ought to

have been let out."
" My Siminun !

"
cried Miss Miggs, in tears, and faintly.

" My for ever, ever blessed Simmun !

"

" Hold up, will 3
r

ou," said Mr. Tappertit, in a very un

responsive tone,
"

I '11 let you fall if you don't. What are

you sliding your feet off the ground for ?
"

"My angel Simmuns !

" murmured Miggs "he pro
mised "

" Promised ! Well, and I '11 keep my promise," answered

Simon, testily.
"

I mean to provide for you, don't I ? Stand

up!"
"

"\\Tiere am I to go?
" What is to become of me after

my actions of this night !

"
cried Miggs.

" What resting-

places now remains but in the silent tombses !

"

"
I wish you was in the silent tombses, I do," cried Mr.

Tappertit,
" and boxed up tight, in a good strong one.

Here," he cried to one of the bj-standers, in whoso ear he

whispered for a moment :

" Take her off, will you. You
understand where ?

"

The fellow nodded
;
and taking her in his arms, notwith

standing her broken protestations, and her struggles (which
latter' species of opposition, involving scratches, was much
more difficult of resistance), carried her away. They who
\VIT.J in the house poured out into the street

;
the locksmith

was taken to the head of the crowd, and required to walk

between his two conductors
;
the whole body was put in rapid

motion
;
and without an}' shouting or noise they bore down

straight on Newgate, and halted in a denae maae before the

1'visoii gate.
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CHAPTER VL

BREAKING th) silence they had hitherto preserved, thoy
raised a great cry as soon as they were ranged before the jail,

and demanded to speak with the governor. Their visit was
not wholly unexpected, for his house, which fronted the street,

was strongly barricaded, the wicket-gate of the prison was
closed up, and at no loophole or grating was any person to bo

seen. Before they had repeated their summons many times,

a man appeared upon the roof of the governor's house, and
asked what it was they wanted.

Some said one thing, some another, and some only groaned
and hissed. It being now nearly dark, and the house high,

many persons in the throng were not aware that any one had
come to answer them, and continued their clamour until the

intelligence was gradually diffused through the whole con

course. Ten minutes or more elapsed before any one voice

could be heard with tolerable distinctness; during which

interval the figure remained perched alone, against the sum

mer-evening sky, looking down into the troubled street.

"Are you," said Hugh at length, "Mr. Akerman, the

head jailer here ?
"

" Of course he is, brother," whispered Dennis. But Hugh,
without minding him, took his answer from the man himself.

"
Yes," he said. "

I am."
" You have got some friends of ours in your custody,

master."
"

I have a good many people in my custody." He glanced

downward, as he spoke, into the jail : and the feeling that ho

could see into the different yards, and that he overlooked

everything which was hidden from their view by the rugged

walls, so lashed and goaded the mob, that they howled like

wolves.
"
Deliver up cur friend*," said Hugh,

" and you may keep
Oie rest."
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"
It '& my duty to keep them all. I shall do my duty."

" If you don't throw the doors open, we shall break 'em

down," said Hugh ;

" for we will have the rioters out."
" All I can do, good people," Akerman replied,

"
is to

exhort you to disperse ;
and to remind you that the conse

quences of any disturbance in this place, will be very severe,

and bitterly repented by most of you, when it is too late."

He made as though he would retire when he had said these

words, but he was checked by the voice of the locksmith.
" Mr. Akerman," cried Gabriel,

" Mr. Akerman."
"

I will hear no more from any of you," replied tho

governor, turning towards tho speaker, and waving his hand.
" But I am net one of them," said Gabriel. "

I am an

honest man, Mr. Akerman
; a respectable tradesman Gabriel

Vardon, the locksmith. You know me ?
"

" You among the crowd !

"
cried the governor in an altered

roice.
"
Brought here by force brought here to pick the lock of

the great door for them," rejoined the locksmith. " Bear

witness for me, Mr. Akerman, that I refuse to do it
;
and that

I will not do it, come what may of my refusal. If any
violence is done to me, please to remember this."

" Is there no way of helping you ?
"

said the governor.
"
None, Mr. Akerman. You '11 do your duty, and I '11 do

mine. Once again, you robbers and cut-throats," said the

locksmith, turning round upon them,
"

I refuse. Ah ! Howl
till you 're hoarse. I refuse."

"
Stay stay !

"
said the jailer, hastily.

" Mr. Vardon, I

know you for a worthy man, and one who would .do no

unlawful act except upon compulsion
''

"
Upon compulsion, sir," interposed the locksmith, who

ft'lt that the tone in which this was said, conveyed tho

speaker's impression that he had ample excuse for yielding to

the furious multitude who beset and hemmed him in, on

ovriy side, and among whom he stood, an old man, quite
alone

;

"
upon compulsion, sir, I '11 do nothing."

"Where is that man," said the keeper, anxiously, "who
spoke to me just now ?

"

" Here !

"
Hugh replied.

" Do you know what the guilt of murder is, and that by
k- ].ing that honc"t tradesman at your side you tmdangor hi*

lifts !

"
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"Wo know it very well," he answered, "for what elne did

we bring him here ? Let 's have our friends, master, and you
shall have your friend. Is that fair, lads ?

"

The mob replied to him with a loud Hurrah !

" You see how it is, sir?" cried Vardcn. "
Keep 'em out,

In King George's name. Remember what I have said. Good

night !

"

There was no more parley. A shower of stones and other

ifiissiles compelled the keeper of the jail to retire
;

arid the

mob, pressing on, and swarming round the walls, forced

Gabriel Varden close up to the door.

In rain the basket of tools was laid upon the ground before

him, and he was urged in turn by promises, by blows, by
offers of reward, and threats of instant death, to do the office

for which they had brought him there.
"
No," cried the

stui-dy locksmith,
"

I will not !

"

lie had never loved his life so well as then, but nothing
could move him. The savage faces that glared upon him,
look where he would

;
the cries of those who thirsted, like

wild animals, for his blood
;
the sight of men pressing for

ward, and trampling down their fellows, as they strove to

reach him, and struck at him above the heads of other men,
with axes and with iron bars

;
all failed to daunt him.

He looked from man to man, and face to lace, and still,

with quickened breath and lessening colour, cried firmly,
"

1

will not !

"

Dennis dealt him a blow upon the face which felled him to

the ground. He sprung up again like a man in the prime of

life, and with blood upon his forehead, caught him by tho

throat.

"You cowardly dog!" he said: "Give ine my daughter.
Give me my daughter."

They struggled together. Some cried "Kill him," and

some (but they were not near enough) strove to trample him
to death. Tug as he would at the old man's wrists, the hang
man could not force him to unclench his hands.

"
Is this all the return you make me, you ungrateful

monster ?
" he articulated with great difficulty, and with many

oaths.
" Give me my daughter !

"
cried the locksmith, who was

now as fierce as those who gathered round him :
" Give mo

my daughter I
"
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Ho was down again, and up, and down once more., *nd

liuH'eting witli a score of them, who bandied him from hand
to hand, when one tall fellow, fresh from a slaughter-house,
whose dress and great thigh-boots smoked hot with grease
and blood, raised a pole-axe, and swearing a horrible oath,

aimed it at the old man's uncovered head. At that instant,

and in the very act, he fell himself, as if struck by ligJItning,

and over his body a one-armed man came darting to the lock

smith's side. Another man was with him, and both caught
the locksmith roughly in their grasp.

" Leave him to us !

"
they cried to Hugh struggling, aa

they spoke, to force a passage backward through the crowd.
" Leave him to us. Why do you waste your whole strength
on such as he, when a couple of men can finish him in as

many minutes ! You lose time. Remember the prisoners !

remember Barnaby !

"

The cry ran through the mob. Hammers began to rattle

on the walls
;
and every man strive to reach the prison, and

be among the foremost rank. Fighting their way through
the press and struggle, as desperately as if they were in the

midst of enemies rather than their own friends, the two men
retreated with the locksmith between them, and dragged him

through the very heart of the concourse.

And now the strokes began to fall like hail upon the gato,
and on the strong building ;

for those who could not reach the

door, spent their fierce rage on anything even on the great
blocks of stone, which shivered their weapons into fragments,
and made their hands and arms to tingle as if the walls were

active in their stout resistance, and dealt them back tlioir

blows. The clash of iron ringing upon iron, mingled with

the deafening tumult and sounded high above it, as the great

sledge-hammers rattled on the nailed and plated door : the

sparks flew off in showers; men worked in gangs, and at

short intervals relieved each other, that all their strength

ini^Jit be devoted to the work
;
but there stood the portal still,

as grim and dark and strong as ever, and, saving for the dints

upon its battered surface, quite unchanged.
While some brought all their energies to bear upon this

toilsome task
;
and some, rearing ladders against the prison,

tried to clamber to the summit of the walls they wero too

short to scale
;
and some again engaged a body of police n

hundred ftrong, and beat them back and trod them under foot
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by foro of numl>jr5
;
others besieged the house on which rhe

jailer had appeared, and, driving in the door, brought out his

furniture, and piled it up against the prison gate, to make a

bonfire \vhich should burn it down. As soon as this device

\vas understood, all those who had laboured hitherto, cast

down their tools and helped to swell the heap ;
which reached

half-way across the street, and was so high, that those who
threw more fuel on the top, got up by ladders. When all

the keeper's goods were flung upon this costly pile, to the last

fragment, they smeared it with the pitch, and tar, and rosin

they had brought, and sprinkled it with turpentine. To all

the woodwork round the prison doors they did the like,

leaving not a joist or beam untouched. This infernal

christening performed, they fired the pile with lighted
r latches and with blazing tow, and then stood by, awaiting
the result.

The furniture being very dry, and rendered more com
bustible by wax and oil, besides the arts they had used, took

f-re at once. The flames roared high and fiercely, blackening
tlio prison wall, and twining Up its lofty front like burning

83rpents. At first, they crowded round the blaze, and vented

their exultation only in their looks
;
but when it grew hotter

find fiercer when it crackled, leaped, and roared, like a great
furnace when it shone upon the opposite houses, and lighted

up not only the pale and wondering faces at the windows, but

the inmost corners of each habitation when, through the

deep red heat and glow, the fire was seen sporting and toying
with the door, now clinging to its obdurate surface, now

gliding off with fierce inconstancy and soaring high into the

sky, anon returning to fold it in its burning grasp and lure it

to its ruin when it shone and gleamed so brightly that the

church clock of St. Sepulchre's, so often pointing to the hour

of death, was legible as in broad day, and the vane upon its

steeple-top glittered in the unwonted light like something

richly jewelled when blackened stone and sombre brick grew

ruddy in the deep reflection, and windows shone like burnished

gold, dotting the longest distance in the fiery vista with their

specks of brightness when wall and tower, and roof and

chimney-stack, seemed drunk, and in the flickering glare

appeared to reel and stagger when scores of objects,

never seen before, burst out upon the view, and things tlio

must familiar put on some new aspect-
- then the nH>b begad
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to . join the whirl, and with loud yells, and shouts, and

clamour, such as happily is seldom heard, bestirred themselves

to feed the fire, and keep it at its height.

Although the heat was so intense that the paint on tlio

houses over against the prison, parched and crackled up, and

swelling into boils as it were, from excess of torture, broke

and crumbled awaj , although the glass fell from the window-

sashes, and the lead and iron on the roofs blistered the

incautioxts hand that touched them, and the sparrows in the

eaves took wing, and rendered giddy by the smoke, fell

fluttering down upon the blazing pile ;
still the fire was

tended unceasingly by busy hands, and round it, men were

going always. They never slackened in their zeal, or kept

aloof, but pressed upon the flames so hard, that those in front

had much ado to save themselves from being thrust in
;

if one

man swooned or dropped, a dozen struggled for his place, and

that, although they knew the pain, and thirst, and pressure to

be unendurable. Those who fell down in fainting-fits, and

were not crushed or burnt, were carried to an inn-yard close

at hand, and dashed with water from a pump ;
of which

buckets full were passed from man to man among the crowd ;

but such was the strong desire of all to drink, and such the

fighting to be first, that, for the most part, the whole contents

were spilled upon the ground, without the lips of one man
bcing v

moistened .

Meanwhile, and in the midst of all the roar and outcry,

those who were nearest to the pile, heaped up again the

burning fragments that came toppling down, and raked the

fire about the door, which, although a sheet of flame, was
still a door fast locked and barred, and kept them out. Great

pieces of blazing wood were passed, besides, above the people's
heads to such as stood about the ladders, and some of these,

climbing up to the topmost stave, and holding on with one

hand by the prison wall, exerted all their skill and force to

<-a.t these fire-brands on the roof, or down into the yards
within. In many instances their efforts were successful ;

which occasioned a new and appalling addition to the horrors

of the scene
;

for the prisoners witliin, seeing from between
their bars that the fire caught in many places and thrived

ly, and being all locked up in strong cells for the night,
u to know that they were in danger of being burnt alive.

Thiu terrible fear, spreading from cell to cell, and from yarvl
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to yard, vented itsjlf in such dismal cries and wailings, and in

such dreadful shrieks for help, that the whole jail resounded

with the noise
;

which was loudly heard oven above the

shouting of the mob and roaring of the flames, and was so full

of agony and despair, that it made the boldest tremble.

It was remarkable that these cries began in that quarter of

the jail which fronted Newgate Street, where it was well known,
the men who were to suffer death on Thursday were confined.

And not only were these four who had so short a time to live,

the first to whom the dread of being burnt occurred, but they

were, throughout, the most importunate of all : for they could

be plainly heard, notwithstanding the great thickness of the

walls, crying that the wind set that way, and that the flames

would shortly reach them
;
and calling to the officers of the

jail to come and quench the fire from a cistern which was in

their yard, and full of water. Judging from what the crowd
without the walls could hear from time to time, these four

doomed wretches never ceased to call for help ;
and that with

as much distraction, and in as great a frenzy of attachment to

existence, as though each had an honoured, happy life before

him, instead of eight-and-forty hours of miserable imprison
ment, and then a violent and shameful deatl

But the anguish and suffering of the ttt o sons of one of

these men, when they heard, or fancied that they heard, their

father's voice, is past description. After wringing their hands
and rushing to and fro as if they were stark mad, one mounted
on the shoidders of his brother, and tried to clamber up the

face of the high wall, guarded at the top with spikes and

points of iron. And when he fell among the crowd, he was
not deterred by his bruises, but mounted up again, and fell

again, and, when he found the feat impossible, began to beat

the stones and tear them with his hands, as if he could that

way make a breach in the strong building, and force a passage
in. At last, they cleft their way among the mob about the

door, though many men, a dozen times their match, had tried

in vain to do so, and were seen, in yes, in the fire, striving

to prize it down, with crowbars.

Nor were they alone affected by the outcry from within the

prison. The women who were looking on, shrieked loudly,

beat their hands together, stopped their ears
;

and many
fainted : the men who were not near the walls and active in

the siege, rather than do nothing, tore up the pavement of the
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nroet, nnd did so with a lioste and fury they could not have

surpassed if that had been the jail, and they were near their

object. Not one living creature in the throng was for an
instant still. The whole great mass were mad.
A shout ! Another ! Another yet, though few knew why,

or what it meant. But those around the gate had seen it

slowly yield, and drop from its topmost hinge. It hung on

that side by but one, lint it was upright still, because of the

bar, and its having sunk, of its own weight, into the heap of

ashes at its foot. There was now a gap at the top of the

doorway, through which could be descried a gloomy passage,
cavernous and dark. Pile up the fire !

It burnt fiercely. The door was red-hot, and the gap
wider. They vainly tried to shield their faces with their

hands, and standing as if in readiness for a spring, watched

the* place. Dark figures, some crawling on their hands and

knees, some carried in the arms of others, were seen to pass

along the roof. It was plain the jail could hold out no longer.
The keeper, and his officers, and their wives and children,

were escaping. Pile up the fire !

The door sank down again : it settled deeper in the cinders

tottered yielded was down !

As they shouted again, they fell back, for a moment, and
left a clear space about the fire that lay between them and the

jail entry. Hugh leapt upon the blazing heap, and scattering
a train of sparks into the air, and making the dark lobby

glitter with those that hung upon his dress, dashed into

the jail.

The hangman followed. And then so many rushed upon
their track, that the fire got trodden down and thinly strewn

about the street
;
but there was no need of it now, for, inside

luid out, the prison was in flumes.

VOL. n.
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CHAPTER YIL

the whole course of the terrible scene which was
now at its height, one man in the jail suffered a degree of fear

and mental torment which had no parallel in the endurance

even of those who lay under sentence of death.

When the rioters first assembled before the building, the

murderer was roused from sleep if such slumbers as his nuiy
have that blessed name by the roar of voices, and the

struggling of a great crowd. He started up as these sounds

met his ear, and sitting on his bedstead, listened.

After a short interval of silence the noise burst out again.
Still listening attentively, he made out, in course of time, that

the jail was besieged by a furious multitude. His guilty
conscience instantly arrayed these men against himself, and

brought the fear upon him that he would be singled out, and

torn to pieces.

Once impressed wilh the terror of this conceit, everything
tended to confirm and strengthen it. His double crime, the

circumstances under which it had been committed, the length
of time that had elapsed, and its discovery in spite of all, made
him as if it were, the visible object of the Almighty's wrath.

In all the crime and vice and moral gloom of the great pest-

house of the capital, he stood alone, marked and singled out

by his great guilt, a Lucifer among the devils. The other

prisoners were a host, hiding and sheltering each other a

crowd like that without the walls. He was one man against the

whole united concourse
;
a single, solitary, lonely man, from

whom the very captives in the jail fell off and shrunk appalled.
It might be that the intelligence of his capture having been

bruited abroad, they had come there purposely to drag him

out and kill him in the street
;
or it might be that they were

the rioters, and, in pursuance of an old design, had come to

isack the prison. But in either case he had no belief or hopO;
that they would spare him. Every shout they raised and
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every sound they made, was a blow upon his heart. As the

attack went on, lie grew more wild and frantic in his terror

tried to pull away the bars that guarded the chimney and

prevented him from climbing up : called loudly on the turn

keys to cluster round the cell and save him from the fury of

the rabble
;
or put him in some dungeon underground, no

matter of what depth, how dark it was, or loathsome, or beset

with rats and creeping
1

things, so that it hid him and was
hard to find.

But no one camo, or answered him. Fearful, even while

he cried to them, of attracting attention, he was silent. By
and bye, he saw, as he looked from his grated window, a

strange glimmering on the stone walls and pavement of tho

yard. It was feeble at first, and came and went, as though
some officers with torches were passing to and fro upon the

roof of the prison. Soon it reddened, and lighted brands

came whirling down, spattering the ground with fire, ami

burning sullenly in corners. One rolled beneath a wooden

bench, and set it in a blaze
;
another caught a water-spout,

and so went climbing' up the wall, leaving a long straight
track of fire behind it. After a time, a slow thick shower of

burning fragments, from some upper portion of the prison
which was blazing nigh, began to fall before his door.

Remembering that it opened outwards, he knew that every

spark which fell upon the heap, and in the act lost its bright

life, and died an ugly speck of dust and rubbish, helped to

entomb him in a living
1

grave. Still, though the jail resounded

with shrieks and cries for help, though the fire bounded up
as if each separate flame had had a tiger's life, and roared as

though, in every one, there were a hungry voice thougli the

hriit hogan to grow intense, and the air suffocating, and the

clamour without increased, and the danger of his situation

rvi-u from one merciless element was every moment more

extreme, still he was afraid to raise his voice again, lest the

cixnvd should break in, and should, of their own ears or from

the information given them by the other prisoners, get the

t luo to his place of confinement. Thus fearful alike, of those

within the prison and of those without
;
of noise and silence;

tight and darkness
;
of being released, and being left there to

die
; he was so tortured and tormented, that nothing man ha

ever dour to man in the horrible caprice of power and cruelty,

his self-inflicted punishment.
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Now, now, the door was down. Now they came rushing

through the jail, calling to each other in the vaulted passages ;

clashing the iron gates dividing yard from yard ; beating at

the doors of cells and wards
; wrenching off bolts and locks

and bars
; tearing down the doorposts to get men out ;

endeavouring to drag them by main forco through gaps and

windows where a chil'l could scarcely pass ; whooping and

yelling without a moment's rest; and running through the

heat and flames as if they were cased in metal. By their legs,

their arms, the hair upon their heads, they dragged the

prisoners out. Some threw themselves upon _the captives as

they got towards the door, and tried to file away their irons
;

some danced about them with a frenzied joy, and rent their

clothes, and were ready, as it seemed, to tear them limb from

limb. Now a party of a dozen men came darting through
the yard into which the murderer cast fearful glances from

his darkened window
; dragging a prisoner along the ground

whose dress they had nearly torn from his body in their mad

eagerness to set him free, and who was bleeding and senseless

in their hands. Now a score of prisoners ran to and fro, who
had lost themselves in the intricacies of the prison, and were

BC bewildered with the noise and glare that they knew not

where to turn or what to do, and still cried out for help, as

loudly as before. Anon some famished wretch whose theft

had been a loaf of bread, or scrap of butcher's meat, came

skulking past, barefooted going slowly away because that

jail,
his house, was burning ;

not because he had any other,

or had friends to meet, or old haunts to revisit, or any liberty

to gain, but liberty to starve and die. And then a knot of

highwaymen went trooping by, conducted by the friends they
had among the crowd, who muffled their fetters as they went

jdong, with handkerchiefs and bands of hay, and wrapped
them in coa*s and cloaks, and gave them drink from bottles,

and held it to their lips, because of their handcuffs which

there was no time to remove. All this, and Heaven knows
how much more, was done amidst a noise, a hurry, and

distraction, like nothing that we know of, even in our dreams
;

which seemed for ever on the rise, and never to decrease for

the space of a single instant.

He was still looking down from his window upon these

things, when a band of men with torches, ladders, axes, and

many kinds of weapons, poured into the yard, and hammering
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at his ilooi, inquired if tliere wore any prisoner within. He
left the window when he saw them coming, and drew back

into the remotest corner of the cell
;
but although he returned

them no answer, they had a fancy that some one was inside,

for they presently set ladders against it, and began to tear

away the bars at the casement; not only that, indeed, but

witli pickaxes to hew down the very stones in the wall.

As soon as they had made a breach at the window, large

enough for the admission of a man's head, one of them thrust

iu a torch and looked all round the room. He followed this

man's gaze until it rested on himself, and heard him demand

Avhy he had not answered, but made him no reply.
In the general surprise and wonder, they were used to this ;

without saying anything more, they enlarged the breach until

it was large enough to admit the body of a man, and then

came dropping down upon the floor, one after another, until

the cell was full. They caught him up among them, handed
him to the window, and those who stood upon the ladders

passed him down upon the pavement of the yard. Then the

rest came out, one after another, and, bidding him fly, and

lose no time, or the way would be choked up, hurried away
to rescue others.

It seemed not a minute's work from first to last. He
staggered to his feet, incredulous of what had happened, when
the yard was filled again, and a crowd rushed on, hurrying

Barnaby among them. In another minute not so much :

another minute ! the same instant, with no lapse or interval

between ! he and his son were being passed from hand to

hand, through the dense crowd in the street, and were glancing
backward at a burning pile which some one said was Newgate.
From the moment of their first entrance into the prison,

the crowd dispersed themselves about it, and swarmed into

every chink and crevice, as if they had a perfect acquaintance
with its innermost parts, and bore in their minds an exact

plan of the whole. For this immediate knowledge of the

place, they were, no doubt, in a great degree indebted to the

hangman, who stood in the lobby, directing some to go this

way, some that, and some the other ; and who materially
assisted in bringing about the wonderful rapidity with which
the release of the prisoners was effected.

But this functionary of the law reserved one important

piece of intelligence, and kept it snugly to himself. When
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lie had issued his instructions relative to every other part of

the building
1

,
and the mob were dispersed from end to end,

and busy at their work, he took a bundle of keys from a kind

of cupboard in the wall, and going by a private passage near

the chapel (it joined ihe governor's house, and was then on

fire), betook himself to the condemned cells, which were a

series of small, strong, dismal rooms, opening on a low

gallery, guarded, at the end at which ho entered, by a strong
iron wicket, and at its opposite extremity by two doors

and a thick grate. Having double locked the wicket, and
assured himself that the other entrances were well secured, he

sat down on a bench in the gallery, and sucked the head of

his stick, with an air of the utmost complacency, tranquillity,

and contentment.

It would have been strange enough, a man's enjoying
1

himself in this quiet manner, while the prison was burning,
and such a tumult was cleaving the air, though he had been

outside the walls. But here, in the very heart of the building,
and moreover with the prayers and cries of the four men
under sentence sounding in his ears, and their hands, stretched

out through the gratings in their cell doors, clasped in frantic

entreaty before his very eyes, it was particularly remarkable.

Indeed, Mr. Dennis appeared to think it an uncommon

circumstance, and to banter himself upon it; for he thrust

his hat on one side as some men do when they are in a

waggish humour, sucked the head of his stick with a higher

relish, and smiled as though he would say, "Dennis, you're
a rum dog ; you 're a queer fellow

; you 're capital company,
Dennis, and quite a character !

"

He sat in this way for some minutes, while the four men
in the cells, certain that somebody had entered the gallery,

but could not see who, gave vent to such piteous entreaties as

wretches in their miserable condition may be supposed to have

been inspired with : urging, whoever it was, to set them at

liberty, for the love of Heaven
;
and protesting, with great

fervour, and truly enough, perhaps, for the time, that if they

escaped, they would amend their ways, and would never,

never, never again do wrong before God or man, but would

lead penite'nt and sober lives, and sorrowfully repent the

crimes they had committed. The terrible energy with which

they spoke, would have moved any person, no matter how

good or just (if any good or just person could have strayed
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into that sad place that night), to have set them at liberty;

and, while he would have left any other punishment to its

free course, to have saved them from this hist dreadful and

repulsive penalty; which never turned a man inclined to

evil, and has hardened thousands who were half inclined to

good.
Mr. Dennis, who had been bred and nurtured in the good

old school, and had administered the good old laws on the

good old plan, always once and sometimes twice every six

weeks, for a long time, bore these appeals with a deal of

philosophy. Being at last, however, rather disturbed in his

pleasant reflection by their repetition, he rapped at one of the

doors with his stick, and cried :

" Hold your noiso there, will you ?
"

At this they all cried together that they were to be hanged
on the next day but one

;
and again implored his aid.

"Aid! For what!" said Mr. Dennis, playfully rapping
the knuckles of the hand nearest him.

" To save us !

"
they cried.

"
Oh, certainly," said Mr. Dennis, winking at the wall in

the absence of any friend with whom he could humour the

joke.
" And so you 're to be worked off, are you brothers ?

"

" Unless we are released to-night," one of them cried,
" we

are dead men !

"

"
I tell you what it is,".said the hangman, gravely;

"
1 'm

afraid my friend that you 're not in that 'ere state of mind
that 's suitable to your condition, then

; you 're not a going to

bo released: don't think it Will you leave off that 'ere

indecent row ? I wonder you an't ashamed of yourselves,
I do."

He followed up this reproof by rapping every set of

knuckles one after the other, and having done so, resumed his

seat again with a cheerful countenance.
" You 've had law," he said, crossing his legs and elevating

his eyebrows :
" haws have been made a' purpose for j'ou ; a

wery handsome prison 's been made a' purpose for you ;
a

parson 's kept a' purpose for you ;
a constitootional officer 's

appointed a' purpose for you ; carts is maintained a' purpose
tin you and yet you're not contented ! Will you hold that

noise, you sir in the furthest ?
"

A groan was the only answer.
" Sc -well as I can make out." said Mr. Dennis, in a tone o*



66 BARNABY RUDOE.

mingled badinage and remonstrance,
" there 'a not a man

among you. I begin to think I 'm on the opposite side, and

among the ladies
; though for the matter of that, I 've seen a

many ladies face it out, in a manner that did honour to the

sex. You in number two, don't grind them teeth of yours.
Worse manners," said the hangman, rapping at the door

with his stick,
"

I never see in this place afore. 1 'm
ashamed on you. You 're a disgrace to the Bailey."

After pausing for a moment to hear if anything could be

pleaded in justification, Mr. Dennis resumed in a sort of

coaxing tone :

" Now look'ee here, you four. I 'm come here to take

care of you, and see that you an't burnt, instead of the

other thing. It 's no use your making any noise, for you
won't be found out by them as has broken in, and you'll

only be hoarse when you come to the speeches, which is a

pity. What I say in respect to the speeches ahvays is,
' Give

it mouth.' That 's my maxim. Give it mouth. I 've heerd,"
said the hangman, pulling off his hat to take his handkerchief

from the crown and wipe his face, and then putting it on

again a little more on one side than before,
"

I 've heerd a

eloquence on them boards you know what boards I mean
and have heerd a degree of mouth given to them speeches,
that they was as clear as a bell, and as good as a play.
There 's a pattern ! And always, when a thing of this

natur 's to come off, what I stand up for, is, a proper frame

of mind. Let 's have a proper frame of mind, and we can go

through with it, creditable pleasant sociable. Whatever

you do, (and I address myself, in particular, to you in the

furthest), never snivel. I 'd sooner by half, though I lose by
it, see a man tear his clothes a' purpose to spile 'em before

they come to me, than find him snivelling. It 's ten to one a

better frame of mind, every way !

"

While the hangman addressed them to this effect, in the

tone and with the air of a pastor in familiar conversation

witli his flock, the noise had been in some degree subdued
;

for the rioters were busy in conveying the prisoners to the

Sessions House, which was bej'ond the main walls of the

prison, though connected with it, and the crowd were busy

too, in passing them from thence along the street. But when
b.e had got thus far in his discourse, the sound of voices in the

yard showed plainly that the mob had returned arid wcro
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coming that way ;
and directly afterwards a violent crashing

at the grate below, gave note of their attack upon tho cells (aa

they were called) at last.

It was in vain the hangman ran from door to door, and

covered the grates, one after another, with his hat, in futile

efforts to stifle the cries of the four men within
;

it was in

vain he dogged their outstretched hands, and beat them with

his stick, or menaced them with new and lingering pains in

the execution of his office
;
the place resounded with theii

cries. These, together with the feeling that they were now
the last men in the jail, so worked upon and stimulated the

besiegers, that in an incredibly short space of time they forced

the strong grate down below, which was formed of iron rods

two inches square, drove in the two other doors, as if they
had been but deal partitions, and stood at the end of the

gallery with only a bar or two between them and the cells.

" Holloa !

"
cried Hugh, who was the first to look into the

dusky passage :

" Dennis before us ! Well done, old boy.
Be quick, and open here, for we shall be suffocated in the

smoke, going out."
" Go out at once, then," said Dennis. " What do you

want here ?
"

" WT
ant !

" echoed Hugh.
" The four men."

" Four devils !

"
cried the hangman.

" Don't you know

they 're left for death on Thursday ? Don't you respect the

law the constitootion nothing? Let the four men be."
"

Is tliis a time for joking?
"

cried Hugh.
" Do you hear

'em ? Pull away these bars that have got fixed between the

door and the ground ;
and let us in."

"
Brother," said the hangman, in a low voice, as he stooped

under pretence of doing what Hugh desired, but only looked

up in his face,
" can't you leave these here' four men to me, if

I 've the whim ! You do what you like, and have what you
like of everything for your share, give me my share. I

want these four men left alone, I tell you !

"

" Pull the bars down, or stand out of the way," was Hugh's
reply.

" You can turn the crowd if you like, you know that wnll

enough, brother," said the hangman, slowly. "What! You
ifilt come in, will you ?

"

" Yes."
" You von't let these men alone, and leave 'em to me f
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You 've no respect for nothing haven't you ?
"

said thfi

hangman, retreating to the door by which he had entered, and

regarding his companion with a scowl. " You will come in,

will you, brother !

"

"I tell you, yes. What the devil ails you? Where are

you going?
"

" No matter where I 'm going," rejoined the hangman,
looking in again at the iron wicket, which he had nearly shut

upon himself, and held ajar. "Remember where you're

coming. That 's all !

"

With that, lie shook his likeness at Hugh, and giving him
a grin, compared with which his usual smile was amiable,

disappeared and shut the door.

Hugh paused no longer, but goaded alike by the cries of

the convicts, and by the impatience of the crowd, warned the

man immediately behind him the way was only wide enough
for one abreast to stand back, aiul wielded a sledge hammer
with such strength, that after a few blows the iron bent and

broke, and gave them free admittance.

If the two sons of one of these men, of whom mention has

been made, were furious in their zeal before, they had now
the wrath and vigour of lions. Calling to the man within

each cell, to keep as far back as he could, lest the axes crash

ing through the door should wound him, a party went to

work upon each one, to beat it in by sheer strength, and force

the bolts and staples from their hold. But although these

two lads had the weakest party, and the worst armed, and did

not begin until after the others, having stopped to whisper to

him through the grate, that door was the first open, and

that man the first out. As they dragged him into the gallery
to knock off his irons, he fell down among them, a mere heap
of chains, and was carried out in that state on men's shoulders

with no sign of life.

The release of these four wretched creatures, and conveying

them, astounded and bewildered, into the street so full of life

a spectacle they had never thought to see again, until they

emerged from solitude and silence upon that last journey,
when the air should be heavy with the pent-up breath of

thousands, and the streets and houses should be built and

roofed with human faces, not with bricks and tiles and stonea

was the crowning: horror of the scene. Their pale and

haggard looks, and hollow eyes; their staggering feet, and
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hands stretched out as if to save themselves from falling;
their wandering and uncertain air

;
the way they heaved and

gasped for breath, as though in water, -when they were first

plunged into the crowd
;

all marked them for the men. No
need to say "this one was doomed to. die;" there were the

words broadly stamped and branded on his face. The crowd
fell off, as if they had been laid out for burial, and had risen

in their shrouds
;
and many were seen to shudder, as though

they had been actually derl men, when they chanced to touch

or brush against their garments.
At the bidding of the mob, the houses were all illuminated

that night lighted up from top to bottom as at a time of

public gaiety and joy. Many years afterwards, old people
who lived in their youth near this part of the city, remembered

being in a great glare of light, within doors and without, and
as they looked, timid and frightened children, from the

windows, seeing a face go by. Though the whole gi'eat crowd
and all its other terrors had faded from their recollection, this

one object remained
; alone, distinct, and well-remembered.

Even in the unpractised minds of infants, one of these doomed

men, darting.past, and but an instant seen, was an image of

force enough to dim the whole concourse
;

to find itself an all-

absorbing place, and hold it ever after.

When this last task had been achieved, the shouts and cries

grew fainter
;
the clank of fetters, which had resounded on all

sides as the prisoners escaped, was heard no more
;

all the noises

of the crowd subsided into a hoarse and sullen murmur as it

passed into the distance
;
and when the human tide had lolled

away, a melancholy heap of smoking ruins marked the spot
where it had lately chafed and roared*
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CHAPTER VIII.

ALTHOUGH he had had no rest upon the previous night, and
had watched with little intermission for some weeks past,

sleeping only in the day by starts and snatches, Mr. Haredale,
from the dawn of morning

1 until sunset, sought his niece

in every place where he deemed it possible she could have
taken refuge. All day long, nothing, save a draught of

water, passed his lips ; though he prosecuted his inquiries far

and wide, and never so nuich as sat down, once.

In every quarter he could think of; at Chigwell and in

London
;

at the houses of the trades' -people with whom he

dealt, and of the friends he knew
;
he pursued his search. A

prey to the most harrowing anxieties and apprehensions, he
went from magistrate to magistrate, and finally to the Secre

tary of State. The only comfort he received was from this

minister, who assured him that the Government, being now
driven to the exercise of the extreme prerogatives of the Crown,
were determined to exert them

;
that a proclamation would pro

bably be out upon the morrow, giving to the military, dis

cretionary and unlimited power in the suppression of the riots
;

that the sympathies of the King, the Administration, and both

Houses of Parliament, and indeed of all good men of every

religious persuasion, were strongly with the injured Catholics ;

and that justice should be done them at any cost or hazard.

He told him, moreover, that other persons whose houses had
been burnt, had for a time lost sight of their children or

their relatives, but had in every case, within his knowledge,
succeeded in discovering them ;

that his complaint should be

remembered, and fully stated in the instructions given to the

officers in command, and to all the inferior myrmidons of

justice ;
and that everything that could be done to help him,

should be done, with a good-will and in good faith.

Grateful for this consolation, feeble as it was in its reference

to the past, and little hope as it afforded him in connexion
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with the subject of distress which lay nearest to his heart ;

and really thankful for the interest the minister expressed,
and seeuiod to feel, in his condition

;
Mr. Haredale withdrew.

He fo'uxd himself, with the night coming on, alone in the

streets ; and destitute of any place in which to lay his head.

He entered an hotel near Charing Cross, and ordered some
refreshment and a bed. He saw that his faint and worn

appearance attracted the attention of the landlord and his

waiters; and thinking that they might suppose him to be

penniless, took out his purse, and laid it on the table. It was
not that, the landlord said, in a faltering voice. If he were

one of those who had suffered by the rioters, he durst not give
him entertainment. He had a family of children, and had
been twice warned to be careful in receiving guests. He
heartily prayed his forgiveness, but what could he do ?

Nothing. No man felt that more sincerely than Mr. Haredale.

He told the man as much, and left the house.

Feeling that he might have anticipated this occurrence,

after what he had seen at Chigwell in the morning, where no

man dared to touch a spade, though he offered a large reward

to all who would come and dig among the ruins of his house,

he walked along the Strand
;
too proud to expose himself to

another refusal, and of too generous a spirit to involve in

distress or ruin any honest tradesman who might be weak

enough to give him shelter. He wandered into one of the

streets by the side of the river, and was pacing in a thoughtful
manner up and down, thinking of things that had happened
long ago, when he heard a servant-man at an upper window
call to another on the opposite side of the street, that the mob
were sitting fire to Newgate.

To Newgate ! where that man was ! His failing strength

returned, his energies came back with tenfold vigour, on the

instant. If it were possible if they should set the murderer
free was he, after all he had undergone, to die with the

suspicion of having slain his own brother, dimly gathering
about him
He had no consciousness of going to the jail ;

but there he

stood, before it. There was the crowd, wedged and pressed

together in a dense, dark, moving mass
;
and there were the

flames soaring up into the air. His head turned round and

round, lights flashed before his eyes, and ho struggled hard

with, two men.
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"Nay, nay," said one. "Be more yourself, my good sir!

We attract attention here. Come away. What can you do

among so many men ?
"

" The gentleman's always for doing something," said the

other, forcing him along as he spoke.
"

I like him for that.

I do like him for that."

They had by this time got him into a court, hard by the

prison. He looked from one to the other, and as he tried to

release himself, felt that he tottered on his feet. He who had

spoken first, was the old gentleman whom he had seen at the

Lord Mayor's. The other was John Grueby, who had stood

by him so manfully at Westminster.
" What does this mean?" he asked them faintly.

" How
came we together ?

"

" On the skirts of the crowd," returned the distiller
;
"but

come with us. Pray come with us. You seem to know my
friend here ?

"

"
Surely," said Mr. Haredale, looking in a kind of stupor

at John.
" He '11 tell you then," returned the old gentleman,

" that

I am a man to be trusted. He 's my servant. He was lately

(as you know, I have no doubt) in Lord George Gordon's

service
;
but he left it, and brought, in pure goodwill to me

and others, who are marked by the rioters, such intelligence

as he had picked up, of their designs."
" On one condition, please, sir," said John, touching his

hat. "No evidence against my lord a misled man a kind-

hepa-ted man, sir. My lord never intended this."
" The condition will be observed, of course," rejoined tne

old distiller.
"

It 's a point of honour. But come with us,

sir
; pray coine with us."

John Grueby added no entreaties, but he adopted a different

kind of persuasion, by putting his arm through one of Mr.

Haredale' s, while his master took the other, and leading him

iway with all speed.

Sensible, from a strange lightness in his head, and a

difficulty in fixing his thoughts on anything, even to the

extent of bearing his companions in his mind for a minute

together without looking at them, that his brain was affected

by the agitation and suffering through which he had passed,
and to which he was still a prey, Mr. Haredale let them load

him where they would. As they went along, he was con
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scions of having no command over what he- said or thought,
and that ho had a fear of going mad.
The distiller lived, as he had told him when they first met,

on Holborn Hill, where he had great storehouses, and drove

a large trade. They approached his house by a back entrance,
lest they should attract the notice of the crowd, and went into

an upper room which faced towards the street
;
the windows,

however, in common with those of every other room in the

house, were boarded up inside, in order, that, out of doors, all

might appear quite dark.

They laid him on a sofa in this chamber, perfectly in

sensible ;
but John immediately fetching a surgeon, who took

from him a largo quantify of blood, he gradually came to

himself. As he was, for the time, too weak to walk, they
had no difficulty in persuading him to remain there all night,
and got him to bed without loss of a minute That done,

they gave him cordial and some toast, and presently a pretty

strong composing-draught, under the influence of which he
aoon fell into a lethargy, and, for a time, forgot his troubles.

The vintner, who was a very hearty old fellow and a worthy
man, had no thoughts of going to bed himself, for he had
received several threatening warnings from the rioters, and
had indeed gone out that evening to try and gather from the

conversation of the mob whether his house was to be the next

attacked. He sat all night in an easy-chair in the same room

dozing a little now and then and received from time to

time the reports of John Grueby and two or three other trust

worthy persons in his employ, who went out into the streets

as scouts
;
and for whose entertainment an ample allowance

of good cheer (which the old vintner, despite his anxiety, now
and then attacked himself) was set forth in an adjoining
chamber.

These accounts were of a sufficiently alarming nature from
the first; but as the night wore on, they grew so much worse,
and involved such a fearful amount of riot and destruction,
that in comparison with these new tidings all the previous
disturbances sunk to nothing.

The first intelligence that came, was of the taking oi

Newgate, and the escape of all the prisoners, whoso track, as

tht-y made up Holborn and into the adjacent streets, was

proclaimed to those citizens who were shut up in their hous&
by the rattling of their chains, which formed a dismal concert,
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and was heard in' every direction, as though so many forges
were at work. The flames too, shone so brightly through
the vintner's skylights, that the rooms and staircases below

were nearly as light as in broad day; while the distant shout

ing of the mob seemed to shake the very walls and ceilings.

At length they were heard approaching the house, and
some minutes of terrible anxiety ensued. They came close

up, and stopped before it
;
but after giving three loud yells,

went on. And although they returned several times that

night, creating new alarms each time, they did nothing there;

having their hands full. Shortly after they had gone away
for the first time, one of the scouts came running in with the

news that they had stopped before* Lord Mansfield's house in

Bloomsbury Square.
Soon afterwards there came another, and another, and then

the first returned again, and so, by little and little, their tale

was this : That the mob gathering round Lord Mansfield's

house, had called on these within to open the door, and

receiving no reply (for Lord and Lady Mansfield were at that

moment escaping by the backway), forced an entrance accord

ing to their usual custom. That they then began to demolish

the house with great fury, and setting fire to it in several

parts, involved in a common ruin the whole of the costly

furniture, the plate and jewels, a beautiful gallery of pictures,
the rarest collection of manuscripts ever possessed by any one

private person in the world, and worse than all, because

nothing could replace this loss, the great Law Library, on

almost every page of which were notes in the Judge's own

hand, of inestimable value, being the results of the study
and experience of his whole life. That while they were

howling and exulting roiind the fire, a troop of soldiers, with

a magistrate among them, came up, and being too late (for

the mischief was by that time done), began to disperse the

crowd. That the riot act being read, and the crowd still

resisting, the soldiers received orders to* fire, and levelling
their muskets shot dead at the first discharge six men and a

woman, and wounded many persons ;
and loading again

directly, fired another volley, but over the people's heads it

was supposed, as none were seen to fall. That thereupon
and daunted by the shrieks and tumult, the crowd began to

disperse, and the soldiers went away, leaving the killed and

wounded on the ground: which they had no sooner done
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than the rioters came back again, and taking up the dead

bodies, and the wounded people, formed into a rude procession,

having the bodies in the front. That in this order, they

paraded off with a horrible merriment
; fixing weapons in

the dead men's hands to make them look as if alive
;
and

preceded by a follow ringing Lord Mansfield's dinner-bell

with all his might.
Tho scouts reported further, that this party meeting with

some others whcxhad been at similar work elsewhere, they all

united into one, and* drafting off a few men with the killed

and wounded, marched away to Lord Mansfield's country
seat at Caen Wood, between Hampstead and Highgate ;

bent

upon destroying that house likewise, and lighting up a great
fire there, which from that height should bo seen all over

London. But in this, they were disappointed, for a parly ot

horse having arrived before them, they retreated faster thaa

they went, and came straight back to town.

There being now a great many parties in the streets, each

went to work according to its humour, and a dozen houses

were quickly blazing, including those of Sir John Fielding
and two other justices, and four in Holborn one of the

greatest thoroughfares in London which were all burning at

the same time, and burned until they went out of themselves,
for the people cut the engine hose, and would not suffer the

firemen to play upon the flames. At one house near Moor-

fields, they found in one of the rooms some canary birds in

cages, and these they cast into the fire alive. The poor little

ereatxires screamed, it was said, like infants, when they were

flung upon the blaze
;
and one man was so touched that he

tried in vain to save them, which roused tho indignation of

the crowd, and nearly cost him his life.

At this same house, one of the fellows who went through
the rooms, breaking the furniture and helping to destroy the

building, found a child's doll a poor toy which he exhibited

at the window to the mob below, as the image of some un

holy saint which the late occupants had worshipped. While
he was doing this, another man with an equally tender con

science (they had both been foremost in throwing down the

canary birds for roasting alive), took his seat on the parapet
of the house, and harangued the crowd from a pamphlet
circulated by the Association, relative to the true principles of

Christianity ! Meanwhile the Lord Mayor, with his hands in

TOL. it, r



his pockets, looked on as an idle man might look at any other

show, and seem mightily satisfied to have got a good place.
Such were the accounts brought to the old vintner by hij

servants as he sat at the side of Mr. Haredale's bed, having
been unable even to doze, after the first part of the night ;

too much disturbed by his own fears
; by the cries of the

mob, the light of the fires, and the firing of the soldiers.

Such, with the addition of the release of all the prisoners in

the New Jail at Clerkenwell, and as many robberies of

passengers in the streets, as the crowd had leisure to indulge

in, were the scenes of Avhich Mr. Haredale was happily un
conscious, and which, wore all enacted before midnight
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CHAPTER IX

WHEN darkness broke away and morning began to dawn,
the town wore a strange aspect indeed.

Sleep had scarcely been thought of all night. The general
alarm was so apparent in the faces of the inhabitants, and its

sxpression was so aggravated by want of rest (few persons,
with any property to lose, having dared to go to bed since

Monday), that a stranger coming into the streets would have

supposed some mortal pest or plague to have been raging.
In place of the usual cheerfulness and animation of morning,

everything was dead and silent. The shops remained un

closed, offices and warehouses wore shut, the coach and chair

stands were deserted, no carts or waggons rumbled through
the slowly waking streets, the early cries were all hushed ;

a universal gloom prevailed. Great numbers of people were

out, even at day-break, but they flitted to and fro as though

they shrank from the sound of their own footsteps ;
the public

ways were haunted rather than frequented; and round the

smoking ruins people stood apart from one another and in

silence, not venturing to condemn the rioters, or to be supposed
to do so, even in whispers.

At the Lord President's in Piccadilly, at Lambeth Palace,

at the Lord Chancellor's in Great Ornjond Street, in the

Royal Exchange, the Bank, the Guildhall, the Inns of Court,

the Courts of Law, and every chamber fronting the streets

near Westminster Hall and the Houses of Parliament, parties
of soldiers were posted before daylight. A body of Horse-

Guards paraded Palace-yard; an encampment was formed in

Hie Park, where fifteen hundred men and five battalions of

Militia were under arms; the Tower was fortified, the draw-

lirklgee were raised, the cannon loaded and pointed, and two

regiim-nts of artillery busied in strengthening the fortress uud

preparing it for defence. A numerous detachment of soldiers

were stationed to keep guard at the New-River Head, which
r 2
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the people had threatened to attack, and where, it was said,

they meant to cut off tlie main-pipes, so that there might be

no water for the extinction of the flames. In the Poultry,
and on Cornhill, and at several other leHing poiiVs, iron

chains were drawn across the street
; parties of soldiers were

distributed in some of the old city churches while it was yet
dark

; and in several private houses (among them, Lord

Rockingham's in Grosvenor Square); which were blockaded

as though to sustain a siege, and had guns pointed from the

windows. When the sun rose, it shone into handsome apart
ments filled with armed men

;
the furniture hastily heaped

away in corners, and made of little or no account, in the

terror of the time on arms glittering in city chambers,

among desks and stools, and dusty books into little smoky
churchyards in odd lanes and byeways, with soldiers lying
down among the tombs, or lounging under the shade of the

one old tree, and their pile of muskets sparkling in the light

on solitary sentries pacing up and down in court-yards,
silent now, but yesterday resounding with the din and hum
of business everywhere on guard-rooms, garrisons, and

threatening preparations.
As the day crept on, still more unusual sights were

witnessed in the streets. The gates of the King's Bench and

Fleet Prisons being opened at the usual hour, were found to

have notices affixed to them, announcing that the rioters

would come that night to burn them down. The Wardens,
too well knowing the likelihood there was of this promise

being fulfilled, were fain to set their prisoners at liberty,

and give them leave to move their goods ; so, all day, such

of them as had any furniture were occupied in conveying

it, some to this place, some to that, and not a few to the

brokers' shops, where they gladly sold it, for any wretched

price those gentry chose to give. There were some broken

men among these debtors who had been in jail so long, and

were so miserable and destitute of friends, so dead to the

world, and utterly forgotten and uncared for, that they

implored their jailers not to set them free, and to send them,

if need were, to some other place of custody. But they,

refusing to comply, lest they should incur the anger of the

mob, turned them into the streets, where they wandered up
and down hardly remembering the ways untrodden by their

feet so long, and crying such abject things those rotten.-
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hearted jails had made them as they slunk off in their rags,

and dragged their slip-shod feet along the pavement.
Even of the three hundred prisoners who had escaped from

Newgate, there were some -a. few, but there were some

who sought their jailers out and delivered themselves up :

preferring imprisonment and punishment to the horrors of

such another night as the last. Many of the convicts, drawn

back to their old place of captivity by some indescribable

attraction, or by a desire to exult over it in its downfall and

glut their revenge by seeing it in ashes, actually went back

in broad noon, and loitered about the cells. Fifty were re

taken at one time on this next day, within the prison walls
;

but their fate did not deter others, for there they went in

spite of everything, and there they were taken in twos and

threes, twice or thrice a day, all through the week. Of the

Qfty just mentioned, some were occupied in endeavouring to

rekindle the fire
;
but in general they seemed to have no

object in view but to prowl and lounge about the old place ;

being often found asleep in the ruins, or sitting talking there,

or even eating and drinking, as in a choice retreat.

Besides the notices on the gates of the Fleet and the King's

Bench, many similar announcements were left, before one

o'clock at noon, at the houses of private individuals ;
and

further, the mob proclaimed their intention of seizing on the

Bank, the Mint, the Arsenal at Woolwich, and the Royal
Palaces. The notices were seldom delivered by more than

one man, who, if it were at a shop, went in, and laid it, with

a bloody threat perhaps, upon the counter
;
or if it were at a

private house, knocked at the door, and . thrust it in the

servant's hand. Notwithstanding the presence of the military
in every quarter of the town, and the great force in the Park,
these messengers did their errands with impunity all through
the day. So did two boys who went down Holborn alone,

armed with bars taken from the railings of Lord Mansfield's

house, and demanded money for the rioters. So did a tall

man on horseback who made a collection for the same

purpose in Fleet Street, and refused to take anything but

gold.

A rumour had now got into circulation, too, which diffused

a greater dread all through London, even than' these publicly
announced intentions of the rioters, though all men knew that

if they were successfully effected, there must ensue a national
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bankruptcy and general ruin. It was said that they meant to

ihrow the gates of Bedlam open, and let all the madmen
loose. This suggested such dreadful images to the people's

minds, and was in deed and act so fraught with new and

unimaginable horrors in the contemplation, that it beset them
more than any loss or cruelty of which they could foresee the

worst, and drove many sane men nearly mad themselves.

So the day passed on : the prisoners moving their goods ;

people running to and fro in the streets, carrying away their

property ; groups standing in silence round the ruins
;

all

business suspended; and the soldiers disposed as has been

already mentioned, remaining quite inactive. So the day

passed on, and dreaded night drew near again.
At last, at seven o'clock in the evening, the privy council

issued a solemn proclamation that it was now necessary to

employ the military, and that the officers had most direct and

effectual orders, by an immediate exertion of their utmost

force to repress the disturbances
;
and warning all good

subjects of the king to keep themselves, their servants, and

apprentices, within doors that night. There was then delivered

out to every soldier on duty, thirty-six rounds of powder and

ball
;
the drums beat

;
and the whole force was under arms at

sunset.

The city authorities, stimulated by these vigorous measures,
held a common council

; passed a vote thanking the military
associations who had tendered their aid to the civil authorities

;

accepted it; and placed them under the direction of the two

sheriffs. At the queen's palace, a double guard, the yeomen
on duty, the groom-porters, and all other attendants, were

stationed in the passages and on the staircases at seven

o'clock, with strict instructions to be watchful on their posta
all night ;

and all the doors w^re locked. The gentlemen of

the Temple, and the other Inns, mounted guard within their

'^ates, and strengthened them with the great stones of the

pavement, which they took up for the purpose. In Lincoln's

Inn, they gave up the hall and commons to the Northumber
land militia, under the command of Lord Algernon Percy ;

in some few of the city wards, the burgesses turned out, and

without making a very fierce show, looked brave enough.
Some hundreds of stout gentlemen threw themselves, armed to

the teeth, into the halls of the different companies, double-

locked and bolted all the gates, und dared the rioters (among
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themselves) to come on at their peril. These arrangements

being all made simultaneously, or nearly so, were completed

by the time it got dark
;
and then the streets were compara

tively clear, and were guarded at all the great corners and
chief avenues by the troops : while parties of the officers rode

up and down in all directions, ordering chance stragglers

home, and admonishing the residents to keep within their

houses, and, if any firing ensued, not to approach the

windows. More chains were drawn across such of the

thoroughfares as were of a nature to favour the approach of

a great crowd, and at each of these points a considerable

force was stationed. All these precautions having been taken

and it being now quite dark, those in command awaited the

oesult in some anxiety : and not without a hope that such

vigilant demonstrations might of themselves dishearten the

populace, and prevent any new outrages.
But in this reckoning they were cruelly mistaken, for in

half an hour, or less, as though the setting in of night had
been their preconcerted signal, the rioters having previously,
in small parties, prevented the lighting of the street lamps,
rose like a great sea

;
and that in so many places at once, and

with such inconceivable fury, that those who had the direction

of the troops knew not, at first, where to turn or what to do.

One after another, new lires blazed up in every quarter of the

town, as though it were the intention of the insurgents to

wrap the city in a circle of flames, which, contracting by
degrees, should burn the whole to ashes

;
the crowd swarmed

and roared in every street
;
and none but rioters and soldiers

being out of doors, it seemed to the latter as if all London
were arrayed against them, and they stood alone against the

town.

In two hours, six-and-tliirty fires were raging six-and-

tlurty great conflagrations. Among them the Borough Clink

in Tooley-street, the King's Bench, the Fleet, and the New
Bridewell. In almost every street, there was a battle

;
and

in every quarter the muskets of the troops were heard above

the shouts and tumult of the mob. The firing began in the

Poultry, where the chain was drawn across the road, where

nearly a score of people were killed on the first discharge.
Their bodies having been hastily caried into St. Mildred's

church by the soldiers, the latter fired again, and following
fast upon the crowd, who began to give way when they saw
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the execution that was done, formed across Cheapside, nud

charged them at the point of the bayonet.
The. streets -were now a dreadful spectacle. The shouts of

the rabble, the slirieks of women, the cries of the wounded,
and the constant firing formed a deafening and an awfid

accompaniment to the sights which every corner presented.
Wherever the road was obstructed by the chains, there the

fighting and the loss of life were greatest ;
but there was hot

work and bloodshed in almost every leading thoroughfare.
At Holborn Bridge, and on Holborn Hill, the confusion was

greater than in any other part ;
for the crowd that poured out

of the city in two great streams, one by Ludgate Hill, and
one by Newgate-Street, united at that spot, and formed a

mass so dense, that at every volley the people seemed to fall

in heaps. At this place a large detachment of soldiery were

posted, who fired, now up Fleet Market, now up Holborn,
now up Snow Hill constantly raking the streets in each

direction. At this place too, several large fires were burning,
so that all the terrors of that terrible night seemed to be con

centrated in one spot.

Full twenty times, the rioters, headed by one man who
wielded an axe in his right hand, and bestrode a brewer's

horse of great size and strength, caparisoned with fetters taken

out of Newgate, which clanked and jingled as he went, made
an attempt to force a passage at this point, and fire the

vintner's house. Full twenty times they were repulsed with

loss of life, and still came back again : and though the fellow

at their head was marked and singled out by all, and was a

conspicuous object as the only rioter on horseback, not a man
could hit him. So surely as the smoke cleared away, so

surely there was he; calling hoarsely to his companions,

brandishing his axe above his head, and dashing on as though
he bore a charmed life, and was proof against ball and

powder.
This man was Hugh ;

and in every part of the riot, he was

seen. He headed two attacks upon the Bank, helped to break

open the Toll-houses on Blackfriars Bridge, and cast the

money into the street : fired two of the prisons with his own
hand : was here, and there, and everywhere always foremost

always active striking at the soldiers, cheering on the

crowd, making his horse's iron music heard through all Ihe

yell and uproar: but never hurt or stopped. Turn him at
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one place, and ho made a new struggle in another : force him
to retreat at this point, and he advanced on that, directly.

Driven from Holborn for the twentieth time, he rode at the

head of a great crowd straight upon Saint Paul's, attacked a

gnnrd of soldiers who kept watch over a body of prisoners
within the iron railings, forced them to retreat, rescued the

men they had in custody, and with this accession to his party,
came back again, mad with liquor and excitement, and

hallooing them on like a demon.
It would have been no easy task for the most careful rider

to sit a horse in the midst of such a throng and tumult
;
but

though this madman rolled upon his back (he had no saddle)
like a boat upon the sea, he never for ah instant lost his seat,

or failed to guide him where he would. Through the very
thickest of the press, over dead bodies and burning fragments,
now on the pavement, now in the road, now riding up a flight

of steps to make himself the more conspicuous to his party,
and now forcing a passage through a mass of human beings,
so closely sqtieezed together that it seemed as if the edge of a

knife would scarcely part them, on he went, as though he

could surmount all obstacles by the mere exercise of his

will. And perhaps his not being shot was in some degree
attributable to this very circumstance; for his extreme

audacity, and the conviction that he must bo one of those to

whom the proclamation referred, inspired the soldiers with a

desire to take him alive, and diverted many an aim which

otherwise might have been more near the mark.

The vintner and Mr. Haredale, unable to sit quietly listening
to the noise without seeing what went on, had climbed to the

roof of the house, and hiding behind a stack of chimneys,
were looking cautiously down into the street, almost hoping
that after so many repulses the rioters would be foiled, when
a great shout proclaimed that a party were coming round the

other way; and the dismal jingling of those accursed fetters

warned them next moment that they too were led by Hugh.
The soldiers had advanced into Fleet Market and were

dispersing the people there
;
so that they came on with hardly

any check, and were soon before the house.

"All's over now," said the vintner. "Fifty thousand

pounds will be scattered in a minute. Wo must save

ourselves. "We can do no more, and shall have reason to

be thankful if we do as much."
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Their first impulse was, to clamber along the roofs of the

houses, and, knocking at some garret window for admission,

pass down that way into the street, and so escape. But
another fierce cry from below, and a general upturning of the

faces of the crowd, apprised them that they were discovered,
and even that Mr. Haredale was recognised ;

for Hugh, seeing
him plainly in the bright glare of the fire, which in that part
made it as light as day, called to him by his name, and swore

to have his life.

" Leave me here," said Mr. Haredale,
" and in Heaven's

name, my good friend, save yourself! Come on!" he

muttered, as he turned towards Hugh and faced him without

any further effort at concealment :

" This roof is high, and
if we close, \ve will die together !"

"
Madness," said the honest vintner, pulling him back,

"sheer madness. -Hear reason, sir. My good sir, hear

reason. I could never make myself heard by knocking at a

window now
;
and even if I could, no one would be bold

enough to connive at my escape. Through the cellars, there 's

a kind of passage into the back street by which we.roll casks

in and out. We shall have time to get down there, before

they can force an entry. Do not delay an instant, but come
with me for both our sakes for mine my dear good sir !"

As he spoke, and drew Mr. Haredale back, they had both

a glimpse of the street. It was but a glimpse, but it showed
them the crowd, gathering and clustering round the house :

some of the armed men pressing to the front to break down
the doors and windows, some bringing brands from the

nearest fire, some with lifted faces following their course upon
the roof and pointing them out to their companions : all

raging and roaring like the flames they lighted up. They
saw some men thirsting for the treasures of strong liquor
which they knew were stored within

; they saw others, who
had been wounded, sinking down into the opposite doorways
and dying, solitary wretches, in the midst of all the vast

assemblage ; here, a frightened woman trying to escape ;
and

there a lost child
;
and there a drunken ruffian, unconscious of

the death-wound on his head, raving and fighting to the last.

All these things, and even such trivial incidents as a man
with his hat off, or turning round, or stooping down, or

shaking hands with another, thev marked distinctly ; yet in a

glance so brief, that, in the act of stepping back, they lost the
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whole, and saw but the pale faces of each other, and the red

sky above them.

Mr. Haredale yielded to the entreaties of his companion--
more because he was resolved to defend him, than for any

thought he had of his own life, or any care he entertained

for his own safety and quickly re-entering the house, they
descended the stairs together. Loud blows were thundering
oil the shutters, crowbars were already thrust beneath the

door, the glass fell from the sashes, a deep light shone through

every crevice, and they heard the voices of the foremost in the

crowd so close to every chink and keyhole, that they seemed
to be hoarsely whispering their tlireats into their very ears.

They had but a moment reached the bottom of the cellar-steps
and shut the door behind them, when the mob broke in.

The vaults were profoundly dark, and having no torch or

candle for they had been afraid to carry one, lest it should

betray their place of refuge they were obliged to grope with

their hands. But they were not long without light, for they
had not gone far when they heard the crowd forcing the door

;

and, looking back among the low-arched passages, could see

them in the distance, hurrying to and fro with flashing links,

broaching the casks, staving the great vats, turning off upon
the right hand and the left, into the different cellars, and

lying down to drink at the channels of strong spirits which

were already flowing on the ground.

They hurried on, not the less quickly for this
;
and had

reached the only vault which lay between them and the

passage out, when suddenty, from the direction in which they
were going, a strong light gleamed upon their faces; and

before they could slip aside, or turn back, or hide themselves,
two men (one bearing a torch) came upon them, and cried in

an astonished whisper, "Here they are!"

At the same instant they pulled off what they wore upon
their heads. Mr. Ilaredale saw before him Edward Chester,
and then saw, when the vintner gasped his name, Joe "VVillet.

Ay, the same Joe, though with an arm the less, who used

to make the quarterly journey on the grey mare to pay the

bill to the purple-faced vintner
;
and that very same purple-

faced vintner, formerly of Thames Street, now looked him in

the ftu-e, and challenged him by name.
"Give me your hand," said Joe softly, taking it whether

the astonished vintner would or no.
"
J^on't fear to shake it

;
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it 's a friendly one and a hearty one, though, it has no fellow,

Why, how well you look and how bluff you are ! And you
God bless you, sir. Take heart, take heart. We '11 find

them. Be of good cheer; we have not been idle."

There was something so honest and frank in Joe's speech,
that Mr. Haredale put his hand in his involuntarily, though
their meeting was suspicious enough. But his glance at

Edward Chester, and that gentleman's keeping aloof, were

not lost upon Joe, who said bluntly, glancing at Edward while

he spoke :

" Times are changed, Mr. Haredale, and times have come
when we ought to know friends from enemies, and make 110

confusion of names. Let me tell you that but for this

gentleman, you would most likely have been dead by this

time, or badly wounded at the best."
" What do you say?" asked Mr. Haredale.
"

I say," said Joe,
"

first, that it was a bold thing to be in

the crowd at all disguised as one of them
; though I won't say

much about that, on second thoughts, for that 's my case too.

Secondly, that it was a brave and glorious action that's

what I call it to strike that fellow off his horse before their

eyes!"
" What fellow ! Whose eyes !

"

"What fellow, sir!" cried Joe: "a fellow who has no

good-will to you, and who has the daring and devilry in him
of twenty fellows. I know him of old. Once in the house,
he would have found you, here or anywhere. The rest owe

you no particular grudge, and, unless they see you, Avill only
think of drinking themselves dead. But we lose time. Are

you ready?"
"
Quite," said Edward. " Put out the torch, Joe, and go

on. And be silent, there's a good fellow."
" Silent or not silent," murmured Joe, as he dropped the

flaring link upon the ground, crushed it with his foot, and

gave his hand to Mr. Haredale,
"

it was a bravo and glorious
action

;
no man can alter that."

Both Mr. Haredale and the worthy vintner were too amazed

and too much hurried to ask any further questions, so followed

their conductors in silence. It seemed, from a short whisper

ing which presently ensued between them and the viutuer

relative to the best way of escape, that they had entered by
the back-door, with the connivance of John Grueby, who
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watched outside with the key in his pocket, and whom they
had taken into their confidence. A part of the crowd coming
up that way, just as they entered, John had double-locked the

door again, and made off for the soldiers, so that means of

retreat was cut from under them.

However, as the front door had been forced, and this minor

crowd being anxious to get at the liquor, had no fancy for

losing time in breaking down another, but had gone round

and got in from Holborn with the rest, the narrow lane in the

rear was quite free of people. So, when they had crawled

through the passage indicated by the vintner (which was a

mere shelving-trap for the admission of casks), and had

managed with some difficulty to unchain and raise the door at

the upper end, they emerged into the street without being
observed or interrupted. Joe still holding Mr. Haredale tight,

and Edward taking the same care of the vintner, they hurried

through the streets at a rapid pace; occasionally standing aside

to let some fugitives go by, or to keep out of the way of the

soldiers who followed them, and whose questions, when they
halted to put any, were speedily stopped by one whispered
word from Joe.
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CHAPTER X.

WHILE Newgate was burning on the previous night,

Barnaby and his father, having been passed among the crowd

from hand to hand, stood in Smithfield, on the outskirts of the

mob, gazing at the flames like men who had been suddenly
aroused from sleep. Some moments elapsed before they could

distinctly remember where they were, or how they got there ;

or recollected that while they were standing idle and listless

spectators of the fire, they had tools in their hands which had
been hurriedly given them that they might free themselves

from their fetters.

Barnaby, heavily ironed as he was, if he had obeyed liis

first impulse, or if he had been alone, would have made his

way back to the side of Hugh, who to his clouded intellect

now shone forth with the new lustre of being his preserver
and truest friend. But his father's terror of remaining in the

streets, communicated itself to him when he comprehended the

full extent of his fears, and impressed him with the same

eagerness to fly to a place of safety.

In a corner of the market among the pens for cattle,

Barnaby knelt down, and pausing every now and then to pass
his hand over his father's face, or look up to him with a

smile, knocked off his irons. When he had seen him spring,
a free man, to his feet, and had given vent to the transport of

delight which the sight awakened, he went to work upon his

own, which soon fell rattling down upon the ground, and left

liis limbs unfettered.

Gliding away together when this task was accomplished,
and passing several groups of men, each gathered round a

stooping figure to hide him from those who passed, but unable

to repress the clanking sound of hammers, which told that

they were too busy at the same work. the two fugitives made
towards Clerkemvell, and passing thence to Islington, as the

nearest point of egress, were quickly in the fields. After
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wandering about, for a long time, they found in a pasture near

Finchley a poor shed, with walls of mud, and roof of grass and

brambles, built for some cow-herd, but now deserted. Here,

they lay down for the rest of the night.

They wandered to and fro when it was day, and once

Bamaby went off alone to a cluster of little cottages two 01

three miles away, to purchase some bread and milk. But

finding no better shelter, they returned to the same place, and

lay down again to wait for night.
Heaven alone can tell with what vague thoughts of duty

and affection
;

with what strange promptings of nature,

intelligible to him. as to a man of radiant mind and most

enlarged capacity ;
with what dim memories of children he

had played with when a child himself, who had prattled of

their fathers, and of loving them, and being loved ;
with fyow

many half-remembered, dreamy associations of his mother's

grief and tears and widowhood
;
he watched and tended this

man. But that a vague and shadowy crowd of such ideas

came slowly on him
;
that they taught him to be sorry when

he looked upon his haggard face, that they overflowed his

eyes when he stooped to kiss him, that they kept him waking
in a tearful gladness, shading him from the sun, fanning him
with leaves, soothing him when he started in his sleep ah !

what a troubled sleep it was and wondering when she would

come to join them and be happy, is the truth. He sat beside

him all that day ; listening for her footsteps in every breath of

air, looking for her shadow on the gently waving grass,

twining the hedge flowers for her pleasure when she came,
and his when he awoke; and stooping down from time to

time to listen to his mutterings, and wonder why he was so

restless in that quiet place. The sun went down, and night
came on, and he was still quite tranquil ;

busied with these

thoughts, as if there were no other people in the world, and
the dull cloud of smoke hanging on the immense city in the

distance, hid no vices, no crimes, no life or death, or causes of

disquiet nothing but clear air.

But the hour had now come when he must go alone to find

out the blind man, (a task that filled him with delight,) and

bring him to that place ; taking especial care that he was not

matched or followed on his way back. He listened to the

directions he must observe, repeated them again and again,
and after twice or thrice returning to surprise his father with
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a light-hearted laugh, went forth, at last upon his errand :

leaving Grip, whom he had carried from the jail in his arms,
to his care.

Fleet of foot, and anxious to return, ho sped swiftly on

towards the city, but could not reach it before the fires began,
and made the night angry with their dismal lustre. When
he entered the town it might be that he was changed by

going there without his late companions, and on no violent

errand
;
or by the beautiful solitude in which he had passed

the day, or by the thoughts that had come upon him, but it

seemed peopled by a legion of devils. This flight and

pursuit, this cruel burning and destroying, these dreadful

cries and stunning noises, were they the good lord's noble

cause !

Though almost stupified by the bewildering scene, still he

found the blind man's house. It was shut up and tenantless.

He Avaited for a long while, but no one came. At last he

withdrew ; and as he knew by this time that the soldiers were

firing, and many people must have been killed, he went down
into Holborn, where ho heard the great crowd was, to try if

he could find Hugh, and persuade him to avoid the danger,
and return with him.

If he had been stunned and shocked before, his horror was
increased a thousand-fold when he got into this vortex of the

riot, and not being an actor in the terrible spectacle, had it all

before his eyes. But there, in the midst, towering above

them all, close before the house they were attacking now, was

Hugh on horseback, calling to the rest !

Sickened by the sights surrounding him on every side, and

by the heat and roar, and crash, ho forced his way among the

crowd (whore many recognised him, and with shouts pressed
back to let him pass), and in time was nearly up with Hugh,
who was savagely threatening some one, but whom, or what
he said, he could not, in the great confusion, understand. At

that moment the crowd forced their way into the house, and

Hugh it was impossible to see by what means, in such a

concourse fell headlong down.

Barnaby was beside him when he staggered to his feet. It

was well he made him hear his voice, or Hugh, with his

uplifted axe, woidd have cleft his skull in twain.
"
Barnaby you ! Whose hand was that, that struck me

down ?"
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Not mine."
" Whose ! I say, whose !

"
lie cried, reeling Lack, and

looking wildly round. " What are wo doing? Where is ho ?

Show me !

"

" You are hurt," said Barnaby as indeed he was, in the

head, both by the blow he had received, and by his horse's

hoof.
" Come away with me."

As he spoke, he took the horse's bridle in his hand, turned

him, and dragged Hugh several paces. This brought them
out of the crowd, which was pouring from the street into the

vintner's cellars.

"Where's where 's Dennis?" said Hugh, coming to a

stop, and checking Barnaby with his strong arm. " Where
has lie been all day ? WT

hat did he mean by leaving me as

he did, in the jail, last night ? Tell me, you d' ye hear !

"

With a flourish of his dangerous weapon, he fell down upon
the ground like a log. After a minute, though already frantic

with drinking and with the wound in his head, he crawled

to a stream of burning spirit which was pouring down tho

kennel, and began to drink at it as if it were a brook of

water.

Barnaby drew him away and forced him to rise. Though
he could neither stand nor walk, lie involuntarily staggered to

his horse, climbed upon his back, and clung there. After

vainly attempting to divest the animal of his clanking

'trappings, Barnaby sprung up behind him, snatched the bridle,

turned into Leather Lane, which was close at hand, and urged
tho frightened horse into a heavy trot.

Ho looked back, once, before he left the street
;
and looked

upon a sight not easily to be erased, even from his remem
brance, so long as he had life.

The vintner's house with half a dozen others near at hand,
was one great, glowing blaze. All night, no one had essayed
t> tjuench the flames or stop their progress; but now a body
of soldiers were actively engaged in pulling down t\vo old

wooden houses, which were every moment in danger of taking
fin-, and which could scarcely fail, if they were left to bum, to

xt'-iid the conflagration immenselj*. The tumbling down of

nodding walls and heavy blocks of wood, tho hooting and th.j

.ttions of the crowd, the distant firing of other military

detachments, the distracted looks and cries of those whoso
kobitations were in danger, tho hurrying to and fro of

vuu. ii. a
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fHghtened people with their goods ;
the reflections in every

quarter of the sky, of deep, red, soaring flames, as though the

last day had come and the whole universe were burning ;
the

dust, and smoke, and drift of fiery particles, scorching and

kindling all it fell upon; the hot unwholesome vapour, the

blight on everything; the stars, and moon, and very sky
obliterated

;
made up such a sum of dreariness and ruin, that

it seemed as if the face of Heaven were blotted out, and night,
in its rest and qxiiet, and softened light, never could look upon
the earth again.

But there was a worse spectacle than this worse by far

than fire and smoke, or even the rabble's unappeasable and
maniac rage. The gutters of the street, and every crack and
fissure in the stones, ran with scorching spirit, which, being
dammed up by busy hands, overflowed the road and pavement,
and formed a great pool in which the people dropped down
dead by dozens. They lay in heaps all round this fearful

pond, husbands and wives, fathers and sons, mothers and

daughters, women with children in their arms and babies at

their breasts, and drank until they died. While some stooped
with their lips to the brink and never raised their heads again,
others sprang up from their fiery draught, and danced, half in

a mad triumph, and half in the agony of suffocation, until they

fell, and steeped their corpses in the liquor that had killed

them. Nor was even this the worst or most-appalling kind

of death that happened on this fatal night. From the

burning cellars, where they drank out of hats, pails, buckets,

tubs, and shoes, some men were drawn, alive, but all alight
from head to foot

; who, in their unendurable anguish and

suffering, making for anything that had the look of water,

rolled, hissing, in this hideous lake, and splashed up liquid

fire which lapped in all it met with as it ran along the sur

face, and neither spared the living nor the dead. On this last

night of the great riots for the last night it was the

wretched victims of a senseless outcry, became themselves the

dust and ashes of the flames they had kindled, and strewed the

public streets of London.

With all he saw in this last glance fixed indelibly upon his

mind, Barnaby hurried from the city which inclosed such

horrors
; and holding down his head that he might not even

gee the glare of the fires upon the quiet landscape, was soon ui

the still country roads.
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He stopped nt about hulf-a-mile from the shod where his

father lay, and with some difficulty making Hugh sensible that

he must dismount, sunk the horse's furniture in a pool of

stagnant water, and turned the animal loose. That done, he

auppoi-ted his companion as well ua he could, and led luiu

lowly forward.
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CHAPTER XL

. IT was the dead of night, and very dark, when BarnnDy,
with his stumbling comrade, approached the place where ho

had left his father
;
but he could see him stealing away into

the gloom, distrustful even of him, aad rapidly retreating.
After calling to him twice or thrice that there was nothing to

fear, but without effect, he suffered Hugh to sink upon the

ground, and followed to bring him back.

He continued to creep away, until Barnaby was close upon
him

;
then turned, and said in a terrible, though suppressed

voice :

" Let me go. Do not lay hands upon me. You have told

her
;
and you and she together have betrayed me !

"

Barnaby looked at him, in silence.
" You have seen your mother !

"

"No," cried Barnaby, eagerly. "Not for a long time

longer than I can tell. A whole year, I think. Is she

here ?
"

His father looked upon him steadfastly for a few moments,
and then said drawing nearer to him as he spoke, for, seeing
his face, and hearing his words, it was impossible to doubt

his truth :

"What man is that?"
"
Hugh Hugh. Only Hugh. You know him. He will

not harm you. Why, you 're afraid of Hugh ! Ha ha ha !

Afraid of gruff, old, noisy Hugh !"
" What man is he, I ask you?" he rejoined so fiercely, that

Barnaby stopped in his laugh, and shrinking back, surveyed
him with a look of terrified amazement.

"
Why, how stern you are ! You make me fear you though

you are my father. Why do you speak to me so?"
"

I want," he answered, putting away the hand which

his son with a timid desire to propitiate him laid upon his

alocve,
"

I want an answer, and you give me only jeers and
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questions. Who have you brought with you to this hiding-

place, poor fool
;
and where is the blind man ?"

"
I don't know where. His house was close shut. I

waited, but no person came
;
that was no fault of mine. This

is Hugh brave Hugh, who broke into that ugly jail, and sot

us free. Aha ! You like him now, do you ? You like him
now!"

" Why does he lie upon the ground?"
"He has had a fall, and has been drinking. The fields

and trees go round, and round, and round with him, and the

ground heaves under his fact You know him ? You
remember ? See !

"

They had by this time returned to where he lay, and both

stooped over him to look into his face.
"

I recollect the man," his father murmured. " Why did

you bring him here ?"
" Because he would have been killed if I had left him over

yonder. They were firing guns and shedding blood. Does

the sight of blood turn you sick, father ? I see it does by
your face. That 's like me What are you looking at ?"

" At nothing !" said the murderer softly, as he started back

a pace or two, and gazed with sunken jaw and staring eyes
above his son's head. " At nothing !"

He remained in the same attitude and with the same

expression on his face for a minute or more
;
then glanced

slowly round as if he had lost sometliing ;
and went shivering

back, towards the shed.
" Shall I bring him in, father?" asked Barnaby, who had

looked on wondering.
He only answered with a suppressed groan, and lying down

upon the ground, wrapped his cloak about his head, and
shrunk into the darkest corner.

Finding that nothing would rouse Hugh now, or make him
sensible for a moment, Barnaby dragged him along the grass,
and laid him on a little heap of refuse hay and straw which
had been his own bed

;
first having brought some water from

a running stream hard by, and washed his wound, and laved

his hands and face. Then he lay down himself, between the

two, to pass the night ;
and looking at the stars, fell fast

asleep.

Awakened early in the morning, by the sunshine and the

ongs of birds, and hum of insects, he loft them sleeping in
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the hut, and walked into the sweet and pleasant air. But he

felt that on his jaded senses, oppressed and burdened with the

dreadful scenes of last night, and many nights before, all the

beauties of opening day, which he had so often tasted, and in

which he had had such deep delight, fell heavily. He thought
of the blithe mornings when he and the dogs went bounding
on together through the woods and fields

;
and the recollection

filled his eyes with tears. He had no consciousness, God help

him, of having done wrong, nor had he any new perception of

the merits of the cause in which he had been engaged, or

those of the men who advocated it
;
but he was full of cares

now, and regrets, and dismal recollections, and wishes (quite

unknown to him before) that this or that event had never

happened, and that the sorrow and suffering of so many people
had been spared. And now he began to think how happy
they would be his father, mother, he, and Hugh if they
rambled away together, and lived in some lonely place, where

there were none of these troubles
;
and that perhaps the blind

man, who had talked so wisely about gold, and told him of

the great secrets he knew, could teach them how to live without

being pinched by want. As this occurred to him, he was the

more sorry that he had not seen him last night ;
and he was

still brooding over this regret, when his father came, and

touched him on the shoulder.
" Ah !" cried Barnaby, starting from his fit of thoughtful-

ness. " Is it only you ?"

"Who should it be?"
"

I almost thought," he answered,
"

it was the blind man.

I must have some talk with him, father."

"And so must I, for without seeing him, I don't know
where to fly or what to do, and lingering here is death. You
must go to him again, and bring him here."

"Must I!" cried Barnaby, delighted; "that's brave,

father. That 's what I want to do."
" But you must bring only him, and none other. AnJ

though you wait at his door a whole day and night, still you
must wait, and not come back without him."

" Don't you fear that," he cried gaily.
" He shall come,

he shall come."
" Trim off these gewgaws," said his father, plucking the

scraps of ribbon and the feathers from his hat, "and over

your own dress wear my cloak. Take heed how you go, and
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they will be too busy in the streets to notice you. Of yom
Morning back you need take no account, for he '11 manage that,

safely."

"To be sure!" said Barnaby. "To be sure he will ! A
wise man, father, and one who can teach us to be rich ! Oh !

1 know him, I know him !"

He was speedily dressed, and as well disguised as ho could

be. With a lighter heart he then set off upon his second

journey, leaving Hugh, who was still in a drunken stupor,

stretched upon the ground witliin the shed, and his father

walking to and fro before it.

The murderer, full of anxious thoughts, looked after him,
and paced up and down, disquieted by every breath of air that

whispered among the boughs, and by every light shadow

thrown by the passing clouds upon the daisied ground. lie

was anxious for his safe return, and yet, though his own life

and safety hung upon it, felt a relief while he was gone. In

the intense selfishness which, the constant presence before him
of his great crimes, and their consequences here and hereafter,

engendered, every thought of Barnaby, as his son, was
swallowed up and lost. Still, his presence was a torture and

reproach ;
in his wild eyes there were terrible images of that

guilty night ;
with his unearthly aspect, and his half-formed

mind, he seemed to the murderer a creature who had sprung
into existence from liis victim's blood. He could not bear his

look, his voice, his touch
;
and yet he was forced, by his owu

desperate condition and his only hope of cheating the gibbet,
to have him by his side, and to know that he was inseparable
from his single chance of escape.
He walked to and fro, with little rest, all day, revolving

these tilings in his mind
;
and still Hugh bay, unconscious, in

the shed. At length, when the sun was setting, Barnaby
returned, leading the blind man, and talking earnestly to him
as they came along together.

The murderer advanced to meet them, and bidding his snr.

go on and speak to Hugh, who had just then staggered to hi.s

feet, took his place at the blind man's elbow, and slowly

followed, towards the shed.

"Why did you send him f
"

said Stagg. "Don't you
know it was the way to have him lost, as soon as found ?

"

" Would you have had me come myself?" returned the

other.
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*

Humph. ! Perhaps not. I was before the jail on Tuesday
night, but missed you in the crowd. I was out last night,
too. There was good work last night gay work profitable
work "

he added, rattling the money in his pockets.
" Have you

"

" Seen your good lady? Yes."
" Do you mean to tell me more, or no ?

"

"
I 'II tell you all," returned the blind man, with a laugh.

' Excuse me but I love to see you so impatient. There 's

energy in it."

" Does she consent to say the word that may save me ?
"

"
No," returned the blind man emphatically, as he turned

his face towards him. " No. Thus it is. She has been at

death's door since she lost her darling has been insensible,

and I know not what. I tracked her to a hospital, and pre
sented myself (with your leave) at her bed-side. Our talk

was not a long one, for she was weak, and there being people

near, I was not quite easy. But I told her all that you
and I agreed upon, and pointed out the young gentleman's

position in strong terms. She tried to soften me, but that, of

course (as I told her), was lost time. She cried and moaned,

you may be sure
;

all women do. Then, of a sudden, she

found her voice and strength, and said that Heaven would

help her and her innocent son
;

and that to Heaven slio

appealed against us which she did ; in really very pretty

language, I assure you. I advised her, as a friend, not to

eouiit too much on assistance from any such distant quarter
recommended her to think of it told her where I lived said

I knew she would send to me before noon, next day and left

her, either in a faint or shamming."
When he had concluded this narration, during which he

had made several pauses, for the convenience of cracking and

eating nuts, of which he seemed to have a pocketful, the blind

man pulled a flask from his pocket, took a draught himself,

and offered it to his companion.
" You won't, won't you?

" he said, feeling that he pushed
it from him. " Well ! Then the gallant gentleman who 'a

lodging with you, will. Hallo, bully !

"

"Death!" said the other, holding him back. "Will you
tell me what I am k> do i

"

" Do ! Nothing easier. Make a moonlight flitting in two

hours' time with the young- gentleman (he 's quite ready to
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go ;
I have been giving him good advice as we came along),

and get as far from London as you can. Let me know where

you are, and leave the rest to me. She must coine round
;

she can't hold out long ;
and as to the chances of your being

retaken in the meanwhile, why it wasn't one man who

got out of Newgate, but three hundred. Think of that, for

" We must support life. How ?
"

" How !

"
repeated the blind man. "

By eating and

drinking. And how get meat and drink, but by paying for

it ! Money !

" he cried, slapping his pocket.
" Is money tho

word ? Why the streets have been running money. Devil

send that the sport 's not over yet, for these are jolly times
;

golden, rare, roaring, scrambling times. Hallo, bully !

Hallo ! Hallo ! Drink, bully, drink. Where are ye there !

Hallo !

"

With such vociferations, and with a boisterous manner
which bespoke his perfect abandonment to the general licence

and disorder, he groped his way towards the shed, where

Hugh and Barnaby were sitting on the ground.
" Put it about !

" he cried, handing his flask to Hugh.
" The kennels run with wine and gold. Guineas and strong
water flow from the very pumps. About with it, don't

ppare it !

"

Exhausted, unwashed, unshorn, begrimed with smoke and

dust, his hair clotted with blood, his voice quite gone, so that

ho spoke in whispers ; his skin parched up by fever, his

whole body bruised and cut, and beaten about, Hug-h still

took the flask, and raised it to hit lips. He was in the act of

drinking, when the front of the shed was suddenly darkened,
and Dennis stood before them.

" No offence, no offence," said that personage in a con

ciliatory tone, as Hugh, stopped in his draught, and eyed him,
witli no pleasant look, from head to foot.

" No offence,

In-other. Barnaby here too, eh? How are you, Barnaby?
And two other gentlemen ! Your humble servant, gentlemen.

flence to you either, I hope. Eh, brothers ?
"

N ; \\itlistanding that he spoke in this very friendly and
confident manner, he seemed to have considerable hesitation

about entering, and remained outside the roof. He was
rather l>etter dressed than usual : wearing the same suit of

tliruad-baw black, it is true, but having round his neck an
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unwholesome-looking cravat of a yellowish white
; and, on

his hands, great leather gloves, such as a gardener migh*.
wear in following his trade. His shoes Avere newly greased,
and ornamented with a pair of rusty iron buckles

;
the pack

thread at his knees had been renewed
;
and where he wanted

buttons, he wore pins. Altogether, he had something tho

look^ of a tipstaff, or a bailiff's follower, desperately faded,
but who had a notion of keeping up tho appearance of a

professional character, and making the best of the worst

means.
" You're very snug here," said Mr. Dennis, piilling out a

mouldy pocket-handkerchief, which looked like a decomposed
halter, and wiping his forehead in a nervous manner.

" Not snug enough to prevent your finding us, it seems,"

Hugh answered, sulkily.
"
Why, I '11 tell you what, brother," said Dennis, with a

friendly smile,
" when you don't want me to know which way

you 're riding, you must wear another sort of bells on your
horse. Ah ! I know the sound of them you wore last night,
and have got quick ears for 'em

;
that 's the truth. Well,

but how are you, brother ?
"

He had by this time approached, and now ventured to sit

down by him.

"How am I?" answered Hugh. "Where were you

yesterday ? Where did you go when you left me in the jail ?

Why did you leave me ? And what did you mean by rolling

your eyes and shaking your fist at me, eh ?
"

"
I shake my fist ! at you, brother !

"
said Dennis, gently

checking Hugh's uplifted hand, which looked threatening.
" Your stick, then

;
it 's all one."

" Lord love you, brother. I meant nothing. You don't

understand me by half. I shouldn't wonder now," he added,

in the tone of a desponding and an injured man, "but you

thought, because I wanted them chaps left in the prison, that

I was a going to desert the banners ?
"

Hugh told him, with an oath, that he had thought so.

"Well!" said Mr. Dennis, mournfully, "if you an'

enough to make a man mistrust his feller-creeturs. I don't

know what is. Desert the banners ! Me ! Ned Dennis, as

was so christened by his own father ! Is this axe your'n,

brother ?
"

"
Yo8, it 's mine/' said Hugh, in the same sullen manner
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as before
;

"
it might have hurt you, if you had conie in its

way once or twice last night. Put it down."

"Might have hurt me !

"
said Mr. Dennis, still keeping it

in his hand, and feeling the edge with an air of abstraction.
"
Might have hurt me ! and me exerting myself all the time

to the wery best advantage. Here 's a world ! And you 'ro

not a going to ask me to take a sup out of that 'ere

bottle, eh ?
"

Hugh passed it towards him. As he raised it to his lips,

Barnaby jumped up, and motioning them to be silent, looked

eagerly out.
" What 's the matter, Barnaby ?

"
said Dennis, glancing at

Iliii^li and dropping the flask, but still holding the axe in his

hand.
" Hush !" he answered softly. "What do I see glittering

behind the hedge ?
"

^
" What !

"
cried the hangman, raising his voice to its

highest pitch, and laying hold of him and Hugh.
" Not

not SOLDIERS, surely !

"

That moment, the shed was filled with armed men
;

and a body of horse, galloping into the field, drew up
before it.

" There !

"
said Dennis, who remained untouched among

them when they had seized their prisoners ;

"
it 's them two

young ones, gentlemen, that the proclamation puts a price on.

This other 's an escaped felon. I 'm sorry for it, brother," he

added, in a tone of resignation, addressing himself to Hugh ;

" but you 've brought it on yourself; }'ou forced me to do it;

you wouldn't respect the soundest constitootioual principles,

you know
; you went and ^violated the wery framework ol

society. I ho I sooner have given away a trifle in charity thuu

done this, I wjuld upon my soul. If you '11 keep fast hold on.

'cm, gentlemen, I think I can make a shift to tie 'em better

than you can."

But this operation was postponed for a few moments by u

new occurrence. The blind man, whose ears were quicker
than most people's sight, had been alarmed, before Barnaby,

by a rustling in the bushes, under cover of which the soldiers

had advanced. He retreated instantly had hidden somewhere
for a minute and probably in his confusion mistaking tho

point at which ho had emerged, was now seen running across

the opoi: meadow.
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An officer cried directly that he had helped to plunder a

house last night. He was loudly called on, to surrender. He
ran the harder, and in a few seconds would have been out of

gun-shot. The word was given, and the men fired.

There was a breathless pause and a profound silence, during
which all eyes were fixed upon him. He had been seen to

start at the discharge, as if the report had frip-'itened him.

But ho neither stopped nor slackened his pace in the least,

and ran on full forty yards further. Then, without one reel

or stagger, or sign of faintness, or quivering of any limb, he

dropped.
Some of them hurried up to where lie lay ;

the hangman
with them. Everything had passed so quickly, that the smoke
was not yet scattered, but curled slowly off in a little cloud,

which seemed like the dead man's spirit moving solemnly

away. There were a few drops of blood upon the grass
-

more, when they turned him over that was all.

" Look here ! Look here !

"
said the hangman, stooping

one knee beside the body, and gazing up with a disconsolate

face at the officer and men. " Here 'a a pretty sight !

"

" Stand out of the way," replied the officer.
"
Serjeant !

see what he had about him."

The man turned his pockets out upon the grass, and

counted, besides some foreign coins and two rings, fivo-and-

forty guineas in gold. These were bundled up in a hand
kerchief and carried away ;

the body remained there for the

present, but six men and the Serjeant were left to take it to

the neai'est public-house.
" Now then, if you 're going," said the Serjeant, clapping

Dennis on the back, and pointing after the officer who was

walking towards the shed.

To which Mr. Dennis only replied,
" Don't talk to me !

"

and then repeated what he had said before, namely,
" Here 's

a pretty a:ght !

"

"
It 's not one that you care for much, I should think,"

observed the serjeant coolly.
"
Why, who," said Mr. Dennis, rising,

" should care for it,

if I don't ?
"

' Oh ! I didn't know you was so tender-hearted," said the

serjeant.
" That 's aU !

"

" Tender-hearted !

" echoed Dennis. " Tender-hearted !

Ixx)k at this man. Do you call this constitutional ? Do you
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ne him shot through and through instead of being worked off

like a Briton? Damme, if I know which party to side with.

You 're as bad as the other. What 's to become of tho

country if the military power 's to go a superseding tht

ciwilians in this way ? Where 's this poor fellow-creetur's

rights as a citizen, that he didn't have vie in his last moments !

I was here. I was willing. I was ready. These are nice

times, brother, to have the dead crying out against us in tliis

way, and sleep comfortably in our beds arterwards
; wery

nice!"

Whether he derived any material consolation from binding
the prisoners, is uncertain

;
most probably he did. At all

events, his being summoned to that work, diverted him, for

the time, from these painful reflections, and gave his thoughts
a more congenial occupation.

They were not all three carried off together, but in two

parties ; Barnaby and his father, going by one road in the

centre of a body of foot
;
and Hugh, fast bound upon a horse,

and strongly guarded by a troop of cavalry, being taken by
another.

They had no opportunity for the least communication, in

the short interval which preceded their departure ; being kopt

strictly apart. Hugh only observed that Barnaby walked

with a drooping head among his guard, and, without raising
his eyes, that he tried to wave his fettered hand when lie

passed. For himself, he buoyed up his courage as he rode

along, with the assurance that the mob would force his jail

wherever it might be, and set him at liberty. But \vlien they

got into London, and more especially into Fleet Market, lately

the stronghold of the rioters, \vhere the military were rooting
out the last remnant of the crowd, he saw that this hope was

anil lei* that h** ^ap riding to his death.
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CHAPTER XIT

MR. DENNIS having despatched this piece of business

without any personal hurt or inconvenience, and having now
retired into the tranquil respectability of private life, resolved

to solace himself with half an hour or so of female society.

With this amiable purpose in his mind, he bent his steps
towards the house where Dolly and Miss Haredalo were still

confined, and whither Miss Miggs had also been removed by
order of Mr. Simon Tappertit.

As he walked along the streets with his leather gloves

clasped behind him, and his face indicative of cheerful thought
and pleasant calculation, Mr. Dennis might have been likened

unto a farmer ruminating among his crops, and enjoying by

anticipation the bountiful gifts of Providence. Look where

he would, some heap of ruins afforded him rich promise of a

working off; the whole town appeared to have been ploughed,
and sown, and nurtured by most genial weather; and a

goodly harvest was at hand.

Having taken up arms and resorted to deeds of violence,

with the great main object of preserving the Old Bailey in all

its purity, and the gallows in all its pristine usefulness and

moral grandeur, it would perhaps be going too far to assert

that Mr. Dennis had ever distinctly contemplated and foreseen

this happy state of things. lie rather looked upon it as one

of those beautiful dispensations which are inscrutably brought
about for the behoof and advantage of good men. He felt, as

it were, personally referred to, in this prosperous ripening for

the gibbet ;
and had never considered himself so much the

I>et and favourite child of Destiny, or loved that lady so well

or with such a calm and virtuous reliance, in all his life.

As to being taken up, himself, for a rioter, and punished
with the rest, Mr. Dennis dismissed that possibility from his

thoughts as an idle chimera; arguing that the line of conduct

he had adopted at Newgate, and the service he had rendered
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that day, would be more tlian a set-off against any evidence

which might identify kim as a member of the crowd. That

any charge of companionship which might be made against
him by those who were themselves in danger, would certainly

go for nought. And that if any trivial indiscretion on his

part should unluckily come out, the uncommon usefidness of

his office, at present, and the great demand for the exercise

of its functions, would certainly cause it to be winked at, and

passed over. In a word, he had played his cards throughout,
with great care

;
had changed sides at the very nick of time

;

had delivered up two of the most notorious rioters, and a

distinguished felon to boot
;
and was quite at his ease.

Saving for there is a reservation
;
and even Mr. Dennis

was not perfectly happy saving for one circumstance ;
to

wit, the forcible detention of Dolly and Miss Haredale, in a

house almost adjoining his own. This was a stumbling-
block

;
for if they were discovered and released, they could,

by the testimony they had it in their power to give, place
him in a situation of great jeopardy; and to set them at

liberty, first extorting from them an oath of secrecy and

silence, was a thing not to be thought of. It was more,

perhaps, with an eye to the danger which lurked in this

quarter, than from his abstract love of conversation with the

sex, that the hangman, quickening his steps, now hastened

into their society, cursing the amorous natures of Hugh and

Mr. Tappertit with great heartiness, at every step he took.

When he entered the miserable room in which they were

confined, Dolly and Miss Haredale withdrew in silence to the

remotest corner. But Miss Miggs, who was particularly
tender of her reputation, immediately fell upon her knees

and began to scream very loud, crying,
" What will become

of me !

" " Where is my Simmuns !

" " Have mercy, good

gentleman, on my sex's weaknesses !

" with other doleful

lamentations of that nature, which she delivered with great

propriety and decorum.
"
Miss, miss," whispered Dennis, beckoning to her with

his forefinger, "come here I won't hurt you. Come hero,

my lamb, will you ?
"

On hearing this tender epithet, Miss Miggs, who had left

off scrosming when he opened his lips, and had listened to

him attentively, begnn again : crying,
" Oh I 'm his lamb .

He says I 'm his lamb ! Oh gracious, why wasn't I born old
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and ugly ! Why was I ever made to bo tho youngest of six,

and all of 'em dead and in their blessed graves, excepting
one married sister, which is settled in Golden Lion Court,
number twenty-sivin, second bell-handle on the !

"

" Don't I say I an't a going to hurt you ?
"

said" Dennis,

pointing to a chair.
"
Why, miss, what 's the matter ?

"

"
1 don't know what mayn't be the matter !

"
cried Miggs,

clasping her hands distractedly.
"
Anything may bo tho

matter !

"

" But nothing is, I tell you," said the hangman.
" First

stop that noise, and come and sit down here, will you,

chuckey ?
"

The coaxing tone in which he said these latter words might
have failed in its object, if he had not accompanied them
with sundry sharp jerks of his thumb over one shoulder, and

with divers winks and thrustings of his tongue into liis cheek,

from which signals the damsel gathered that he sought to

speak to her apart, concerning Miss Haredale and Dolly.
Her curiosity being very powerful, and her jealousy by no

means inactive, she arose, and with a great deal of shivering
and starting back, and much muscular action among all the

small bones in her throat, gradually approached him.
"

Sit down," said the hangman.
Suiting the action to the word, he thrust her rather suddenly

and prematurely into a chair
;
and designing to reassure her

by a little harmless jocularity, such as is adapted to please
and fascinate the sex, converted his right forefinger into an

ideal bradawl or gimlet, and made as though he would screw

the same into her side whereat Miss Miggs slirieked again,
and evinced symptoms of faintness.

"
Lovey, my dear," whispered Dennis, drawing his chair

close to hers. " When was your young man here last, eh ?
"

" My young man, good gentleman !

" answered Miggs in a

tone of exquisite distress.
" Ah ! Simmuns, you know him ?

"
said Dennis.

" Mine indeed !

"
cried Miggs, with a burst of bitterness

and as she said it, she glanced towards Dolly.
"
Mine, good

gentleman !

"

This was just what Mr. Dennis wanted, and expected.
"Ah!" he said, looking so soothingly, not to say amorously

on Miggs, that she sat, as she afterwards remarked, on pins

and needles of the sharpest Whitechapel kind, not know ing
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what intentions might be suggesting that expression, to Us
features :

"
I was afraid of that. / saw as much, myself.

It 's lier fault. She trill entice 'em."
"

I wouldn't," cried Miggs, folding her hands and looking

upwards witli a kind of devout blaukness,
"

I wouldn't lay

mysflf out as she does
;

I wouldn't be as bold as her
;

I

wouldn't seem to say to all male creeturs 'come and kiss

me ' ' and here a shudder quite convulsed her frame " for

any earthly crowns as might be offered. Worlds," Miggs
added solemnly,

" should not reduce me. No. Not if I was
Wenis."

"
Well, but you are Wenus you know," said Mr. Dennis,

confidentially.
"
Xo, I am not, good gentleman," answered Miggs, shaking

her head with an air of self-denial which seemed to imply
that she might be if she chose, but she hoped she knew
better. "No I am not, good gentleman. Don't charge me
with it."

Up to this time she had turned round, every now and then,

to where Dolly and Miss Haredale had retired, and uttered a

scream, or groan, or laid her hand upon her heart and trembled

excessively, with a view of keeping up appearances, and giving
them to understand that she conversed with the visitor, under

protest and on compulsion, and at a great personal sacrifice,

for their common good. But at this point, Mr. Dennis looked

BO very full of meaning, and gave such a singularly expressive
twitch to his face as a request to her to come still nearer to

him, that she abandoned these little arts, and gave him her

whole and undivided attention.
" When was Simmuns here, I say ?

"
quoth Dennis, in her

ear.

" Not since yesterday morning ;
and then only for a few

minutes. Not all day, the day before."
" You know he meant all along to carry off that one ?

"

said Dennis, indicating Dolly by the slightest possible jerk of

his head :
" And to hand you over to somebody else."

Miss Miggs, who had fallen into a terrible state of grief
when the first part of this sentence was spoken, recovered a

little at the second, and seemed by the sudden check she put
upon her tears, to intimate that possibly this arrangement
might meet her views; and that it might, perhaps, remain an

open question.
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" But unfort'nately," pursued Dennis, who observed this:
'

somebody else was fond of her too, you see
;
and even if he

wasn't, somebody else is took for a rioter, and it 's all over

with him."

Miss Miggs relapsed.
"
Now, I want," said Dennis,

" to clear this house, and to

see you righted. What if I was to get her off, out of the

way, eh ?
"

Miss Miggs, brightening again, rejoined, with many breaks

and pauses from excess of feeling, that temptations had been.

Simmuns's bane. That it was not his faults, but hers ("meaning

Dolly's). That men did not see through these dreadful arts

as women did, and therefore was caged and trapped, as

Simmun had been. That she had no personal motives to

serve far from it on the contrary, her intentions was good
towards all parties. But forasmuch as she knowed that

Simmun, if united to any designing and artful minxes (she
would name no names, for that was not her dispositions) to

any designing and artful minxes must be made miserable

and unhappy for life, she did incline towards preventions.

Such, she added, was her free confessions. But as this was

private feelings, and might perhaps be looked upon as

wengeance, she begged the gentleman would say no more.

Whatever he said, wishing to do her duty by all mankind,
even by them as had ever been her bitterest enemies, she

would not listen to him. With that she stopped her ears,

and shook her head from side to side, to intimate to Mr.

Dennis that though he talked until he had no breath left, she

was as deaf as any adder.
" Lookee here, my sugar-stick," said Mr. Dennis; "if your

view 's the same as mine, and you '11 only be quiet and slip

away at the right time, I can have the house clear to-morrow,

and be out of this trouble. Stop though ! there 's the other."
" Which other, sir ?

" asked Miggs still with her fingers

in her ears and her head shaking obstinately.
"
Why, the tallest one, yonder," said Dennis, as he stroked

his chin, and added, in an undertone to himself, something
about not crossing Muster Gashford.

Miss Miggs replied (still being profoundly deaf) that if

Miss Haredale stood in the way at all, he might make himself

quite easy on that score
;

as she had gathered, from what

passed between Hugh and Mr. Tappertit when they were last
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there, that she was to be removed alone (not by thorn, but

by somebody else), to-morrow night.
Mr. Dennis opened his eyes very wide at this piece of

information, whistled once, considered once, and finally slapped
his head once and nodded once, as if he had got the clue to

this mysterious removal, and so dismissed it. Then he im

parted his design concerning Dolly to Miss Miggs, who was
taken more deaf than before, when he began; and so remained,
all through.
The notable scheme was this. Mr. Dennis was immediately

to seek out from among the rioters, some daring young follow

(and he had one in his eye, he said), who, terrified by the

threats he could hold out to him, and alarjned by the capture
of so many who were no better and no worse than*he, would

gladly avail himself of any help to get abroad, and out of

harm's way, with his plunder, even though his journey were

incumbered by an unwilling companion; indeed, the unwilling

companion being a beautiful girl, would probably be an

additional inducement and temptation. Such a person found,
he proposed to bring him there on the ensuing night, when
the tall one was taken off, and Miss Miggs had purposely
retired

;
and then that Dolly should be gagged, muffled in a

cloak, and carried in any handy conveyance down to the river's

side
;

where there were abundant means of getting her

smuggled snugly off in any small craft of doubtful character,

and no questions asked. With regard to the expense of this

removal, he would say, at a rough calculation, that two or

three silver tea or coffee pots, with something additional for

drink (such as a muffineer, or toast-rack), would more than

cover it. Articles of plate of every kind having been buried

by the rioters in several lonely parts of London, and par-

tii-ularly, as he knew, in St. James's Square, which, though
of access, was little frequented after dark, and had a

convenient piece of water in the midst, the needful funds were
close at hand, and could be had upon the shortest notice.

With regard to Dolly, the gentleman would exercise his own
discretion. He would be bound to do nothing but to take her

a\vay, and keep her away. All other arrangements and

dispositions would rest entirely with himself.

If Miss Miggs had had her hearing, no doubt she would
have been greatly shocked by the indelicacy of a young female's

going away with a stranger, by ni-ht (for her moral feelings.
H 2
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as we have said, were of the tenderest kind) ;
but

Mr. Dennis ceased to speak, she reminded him that he had

only wasted breath. She then went on to say (still with her

fingers in her ears) that nothing less than a severe practical
lesson would save the locksmith's daughter from utter ruin

;

and that she felt it, as it were, a moral obligation and a sacred

duty to the family, to wish that some one would devise one

for her reformation. Miss Miggs remarked, and very justly,

as an abstract sentiment which happened to occur to her at

the moment, that she dared to say the locksmith and his wife

would murmur, and repine, if they were ever, by forcible

abduction, or otherwise, to lose their child
;

but that we
seldom knew, in this world, what was best for us : such being
our sinful^and imperfect natures, that very few arrived at that

clear understanding.

Having brought their conversation to this satisfactory end,

they parted : Dennis, to pursue his design, and take another

walk about his farm : Miss Miggs, to launch, when he left

her, into such a burst of mental anguish (which she gave them
to understand was occasioned by certain tender things he had
had the presumption and audacity to say), that little Dolly's
heart was quite melted. Indeed, she said and did so much to

soothe the outraged feelings of Miss Miggs, and looked so

beautiful while doing so, that if that young maid had not had

ample vent for her surpassing spite, in a knowledge of the

mischief that was brewing, she must have scratched her

features, on the spot.
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CHAPTER XIIL

ALL next day, Emma Haredale, .Dolly, and Miggs, remained

cooped up together in what had now been their prison for so

many days, without seeing any person, or hearing any sound

but the murmured conversation, in an outer room, of the men
who kept watch over them. There appeared to be more of

these fellows than there had been hitherto
;
and they could no

longer hear the voices of women, which they had before

plainly distinguished. Some new excitement, too, seemed to

prevail among them
;

for there was much stealthy going in

and out, and a constant questioning of those who were newly
arrived. They had previously been quite reckless in their

behaviour
;
often making a great uproar ; quarrelling among

themselves, fighting, dancing, and singing. They were now

very subdued and silent, conversing almost in whispers, and

stealing in and out with a soft and stealthy tread, very different

from the boisterous trampling in which their arrivals and

departures had hitherto been announced to the trembling

captives.

^"lu'ther this change was occasioned by the presence among
them of some person of authority in their ranks, or by any
other cause, they were unable to decide. Sometimes they

thought it was in part attributable to there being a sick man
in the chamber, for last night there had been a shuffling of

feet, as though a burden were brought in, and afterwards a

moaning noise. But they had no means of ascertaining the

truth : for any question or entreaty on their parts only pro
voked a storm of exec-rations, or something worse

;
and they

were too happy to be left alone, unassailed by threats or

admiration, to risk even that comfost, by any voluntary
communication with those who held them in durance.

It was sufficiently evident, both to Emma and to the lock

smith's poor little daughter herself, that she, Dolly, was the

great object of attraction; and that so soon as they should have
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leisure to indulge in the softer passion, Hugh and Mr.

Tappertit "would certainly fall to blows for her sake; in which
latter case, it was not very difficult to foresee Avhose prize she

would become. With all her old horror of that man revived,

and deepened into a degree of aversion and abhorrence which

no language can describe
;
with a thousand old recollections

and regrets, and causes of distress, anxiety, and fear, besetting
her on all sides

; poor Dolly Varden sweet, blooming, buxom

Dolly began to hang her head, and fade, and droop, like a

beautiful flower. The colour fled from her cheeks, her courage
forsook her, her gqntle heart failed. Unmindful of all her

provoking caprices, forgetful of all her conquests and incon

stancy, with all her winning little vanities quite gone, she

nestled all the livelong day in Emma Haredale's bosom
;
and

sometimes calling on her dear old grey-haired father, some
times on her mother, and sometimes even on her old home,

pined slowly away, like a poor bird in its cage.

Light hearts, light hearts, that float so gaily on a smooth

stream, that are so sparkling and buoyant in the sunshine

down upon fruit, bloom upon flowers, blush in summer air,

life of the winged insect, whose whole existence is a day
how soon ye sink in troubled water ! Poor Dolly's heart a

little, gentle, idle, fickle thing ; giddy, restless, fluttering ;

constant to nothing but bright looks, and smiles, and laughter

Dolly's heart was breaking.
Emma had known grief, and could bear it better. She had

little comfort to impart, but she could soothe and tend her,

and she did so
;
and Dolly clung to her like a child to its

nurse. In endeavouring to inspire her with some fortitude,

she increased her own
;
and though the nights were long, and

the days dismal, and she felt the wasting influence of watching
and fatigue, and had perhaps a more defined and clear per

ception of their destitute condition and its worst dangers, she

uttered no complaint. Before the ruffians, in whose power

they were, she bore herself so calmly, and with such an

appearance, in the midst of all her terror, of a secret conviction

that they dared not harm her, that there was not a man

among them but held4ier in some degree of dread; and more

than one believed she had a weapon hidden in her dress, and

was prepared to use it.

Such was thei condition when they were joined by Miss

Miggs, who gave them to understand that she too had beon
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taken prisoner, because of her charms, aiul detailed such feat*

of resistance she had performed (her virtue having given her

supernatural strength), that they felt it quite a happiness to

llave her for a champion. Nor was this the only comfort

they derived at first from Miggs's presence and society : for

that young lady displayed such resignation and long-suffering,
and so much meek endurance, under her trials, and breathed

in all her chaste discourse a spirit of such holy confidence and

resignation, and devout belief that all would happen for the

lst, that Emma felt her courage strengthened by the bright

example ;
never doubting but that everything she said was

true, and that she, like them, was torn from all she loved, and

agonised by doubt and apprehension. As to poor Dolly, sho

was roused, at first, by seeing one who came from home
;
but

when she heard under what circumstances she had left it, and

into whose hands her father had fallen, she wept more bitterly

than ever, and refused all comfort.

Miss Miggs was at some trouble to reprove her for this state

of mind, and to entreat her to take example by herself, who,
she said, was now receiving back, with interest, tenfold the

amount of her subscriptions to the red-brick dwelling-house,
in the articles of peace of mind and a quiet conscience. And,
while on serious topics, Miss Miggs considered it her duty to

try her hand at the conversion of Miss Haredale
;
for whose

improvement she launched into a polemical address of some

length, in the course whereof, she likened herself unto a

chosen missionary, and that young lady to a cannibal in dark

ness. Indeed she returned so often to these subjects, and so

frequently called upon them to tako a lesson from her, at

the same time vaunting and, as it were, rioting in, her huge
unworthiness, and abundant excess of sin, that, in the course

of a short time, she became, in that small chamber, rather a

nuisance than a comfort, and rendered them, if possible, even

more unhappy than they had been before.

The night had now come
;
and for the first time (for their

jailers had been regular in bringing food and candles), they
were left in darkness. Any change in their condition in such

a place inspired new fears ; and when some hours had passed,
and the gloom was still unbroken, Emma could no longer
v 'press her alarm.

They listened attentively. There was the same murmuring
in the outer room, and now and then a moan which 8eenitd
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to be wrung from a person in great pain, who made an effort

to subdue it, but could not. Even these men seemed to be in

darkness too
;

for no light shone through the chinks in the

door, nor were they moving, as their custom was, but quite
still : the silence being unbroken by so much as the creaking
of a board.

At first, Miss Miggs wondered greatly in her own mind
who this sick person might be ;

but arriving, on second

thoughts, at the conclusion that he was a part of the schemes

on foot, and an artful device soon to be employed with great

success, she opined, for Miss Haredale's comfort, that it must
be some misguided Papist who had been wounded : and this

happy supposition encouraged her to say, under her breath,

"Ally Looyer !

"
several times.

" Is it possible," said Emma, with some indignation, "that

you who have seen these men committing the outrages you
have told us of, and who have fallen into their hands, like us,

can exult in their cruelties !

"

" Personal considerations, miss," rejoined Miggs,
" sinks

into nothing, afore a noble cause. Ally Looyer ! Ally Looyer!

Ally Looyer, good gentlemen !

"

It seemed, from the shrill pertinacity with which Miss

Miggs repeated this form of acclamation, that she was calling

the same through the keyhole of the door
;
but in the profound

darkness she could not be seen.
" If the time has come Heaven knows it may come at any

moment when they are bent on prosecuting the designs,

whatever they may be, with which they have brought us here,

can you still encourage, and take part with them?" demanded
Emma.

"
I thank my goodness-gracious-blessed-stars I can, miss,"

returned Miggs, with increased energy.
"
Ally Looyer, good

gentlemen !

"

Even Dolly, cast down and disappointed as she was, revived

at this, and bade Miggs hold her tongue directly.
"
Which, was you pleased to observe, Miss Varsen ?

"
said

Miggs, with a strong emphasis on the irrelative pronoun.

Dolly repeated her request.
"
Ho, gracious me !

"
cried Miggs, with hysterical derision.

"
HO, gracious me ! Yes, to be sure I will. Ho yes ! I am a

abjoct slave, and a toiling, moiling, constant-working, always-

being-found-fault-with, never-giving-satisfactions, nor-having
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uo-timo-to-cluan-oneself, potter's wessel an't I, miss! Ho
yes! My situations is lowly, and my capacities is limited, and

my duties is to humble myself afore the base degenerating

daughters of their blessed mothers as is fit to keep companies
with holy saints but is born to persecutions from wicked

relations and to demean myself before them as is no better

than Infidels an't it, miss ! Ho yes ! My only becoming
occupations is to help young flaunting pagins to brush and
comb and titiwate theirselvea into whitening and suppulchres,
and leave the young men to think that there an't a bit of

padding in it nor no pinching ins nor fillings out nor poma
tums nor deceits nor earthly wanities an't it, miss ! Yes, to

be sure it is ho yes !

"

Having delivered these ironical passages with a most
wonderful volubility, and with a shrillness perfectly deafening

(especially when she jerked out the interjections), Miss Mlggs,
from mere habit, and not because weeping was at all appro

priate to the occasion, which was one of triumph, concluded

by bursting into a flood of tears, and calling in an impassioned
manner on the name of Simmuns.
What Emma Haredale and Dolly would have done, or how

long Miss Miggs, now that she had hoisted her true colours,

would have gone on waving them bofore their astonished

senses, it is impossible to tell. Nor is it necessary to specu
late on these matters, for a startling interruption occurred at

that moment, which took their whole attention by storm.

This was a violent knocking at the door of the house, and
tlu>n its sudden bursting open ;

which was immediately
succeeded by a scuffle in the room without, and the clash of

weapons. Transported with the hope that rescue had at

length arrived, Emma and Dolly shrieked aloud for help ;
nor

were their shrieks unanswered
;
for after a hurried interval, a

man, bearing in one hand a drawn sword, and in the other a

taper, rushed into the chamber where they were confined.

It was some check upon their transport to find in this person
an entire stranger, but they appealed to him, nevertheless,
and besought him, in impassioned language, to restore them
to their friends.

" For what other purpose am I here ?
" he answered,

closing the door, and standing with his back against it.

" With what object have I made my way to tliis place,

through difficulty and danger, but to preserve you ?
"
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With a joy for which it was impossible to find adequate

expression, they embraced each other, and thanked Heaven
for this most timely aid. Their deliverer stepped forward

for a moment to put the light upon the table, and immediately

returning to his former position against the door, bared his

head, and looked on smilingly.
" You have news of my uncle, sir ?" said Emma, turning

hastily towards him.
" And of my father and mother ?

" added Dolly.
"
Yes," he said.

" Good news."
''

They are alive and unhurt ?
"

they both cried at once.
"
Yes, and unhurt," he rejoined.

" And close at hand ?
"

"I did not say close at hand," he answered smoothly;
"
they are at no great distance. Your friends, sweet one,"

he added, addressing Dolly,
" are within a few hours' journey

You will be restored to them, I hope, to-night."
" My uncle, sir

"
faltered Emma.

" Your uncle, dear Miss Haredale, happily I say happily,
because he has succeeded where many of our creed have failed,

and is safe has crossed the sea, and is out of Britain."
"

I thank God for it," said Emma, faintly.
" You say well. You have reason to be thankful : greater

reason than it is possible for you, who have seen but one

night of these cruel outrages, to imagine."
" Does he desire," said Emma,

" that I should follow

him ?
"

"Do you ask if he desires it?" cried the stranger in

stirprise. "If he desires it ! But you do not know the

danger of remaining in England, the difficulty of escape, or

the price hundreds would pay to secure the means, when you
make that inquiry. Pardon me. I had forgotten that you
could not, being prisoner here."

"
I gather, sir," said Emma, after a moment's pause,

" from

what you hint at, but fear to tell me, that I have witnessed

but the beginning, and the least, of the violence to which we
are exposed, and that it has not yet slackened in its fury ?

"

He shrugged his shoulders, shook his head, lifted up his

hands ;
and with the same smooth smile, which was not a

pleasant one to see, cast his eyes upon the ground, and

remained silent.

" You may venture, sir, to speak plain/' said Kmma, "
s.nd
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to toll me the worst. We have undergone some preparation
for it."

Hut here Dolly interposed, and entreated her not to hear

the worst, but the best
;
and besought the gentleman to tell

them the best, and to keep the remainder of his news, until

they were safe among their friends again.
"

It is told in three words," he said, glancing at the lock

smith's daughter with a look of some displeasure.
" The

people have risen, to a man, against us
;
the streets are filled

witli soldiers, who support them and do their bidding. We
have no protection but from above, and no safety but in flight;
and that is a poor resource

;
for we are watched on every

hand, and detained here, both by force and fraud. Miss

Haredale, I cannot bear believe me, that I cannot bear by
speaking of myself, or what I have done, or am prepared to

do, to seem to vaunt my services before you. But, having
powerful Protestant connections, and having my whole wealth

embarked with theirs, in shipping and commerce, I happily

possessed the means of saving your uncle. I have the means
of saving you ;

and in redemption of my sacred promise, made
to him, I am here

; pledged not to leave you until I have

placed you in his arms. The treachery or penitence of one of

the men about you, led to the discovery of your place of con

finement
;
and that I have forced my way here, sword in

hand, you see."
" You bring," said Emma, faltering,

" some note or token

from my uncle ?
"

"
No, he doesn't," cried Dolly, pointing at him earnestly :

"now I am sure he doesn't. Don't go with him for the

irorld !

"

"
Hush, pretty fool be silent," he replied, frowning angrily

upon her. "
No, Miss Haredale, I have no letter, nor any

token of any kind; for while I sympathise with you, and
such as you, on whom misfortune so heavy and so undeserved
has fallen, I value my life. I carry, therefore, no writing
which, found xipon me, would lead to its certain loss. I never

thought of bringing any other token, nor did Mr. Haredale
think of entrusting me with one possibly because he had

good experience of my faith and honesty, and owed his life to

me."

Thore was a reproof Conveyed in these words, which, to a

nature like Emma Haredale' , was well addressed. But Dolly,



103 OAKNABY RUDGK.

who was differently constituted, was by no means touched by
it, and still conjured her, in all the terms of affection and

attachment she could think of, not to be lured away.
" Time presses," said their visitor, who, although he sought

to express the deepest interest, had something cold and even

in his speech, that grated on the ear
;

" and danger surrounds

us. If I have exposed myself to it, in vain, let it be so
;
but

if }'ou and he should ever, meet again, do me justice. If you
decide to remain (as I think you do), remember, Miss Hare-

dale, that I left you with a solemn caution, and acquitting

myself of all the consequences to which you expose yourself.
"

Stay, sir !

"
cried Emma " one moment, I beg you.

Cannot we '' and she drew Dolly closer to her " cannot we

go together?
"

" The task of conveying one female in safety through such

scenes as we must encounter, to say nothing of attracting the

attention of those who crowd the streets," he answered,
"

is

enough. I have said that she will be restored to her friends

to-night. If you accept the service I tender, Miss Haredale,
she shall be instantly placed in safe conduct, and that promise
redeemed. Do you decide to remain? People of all ranks

and creeds are flying from the town, which is sacked from

end to end. Let me be of use in some quarter. Do you stay,

or go ?
"

"
Dolly," said Emma, in a hurried manner, "my dear girl,

this is our last hope. If we part now, it is only that we may
meet again in happiness and honour. I will trust to this

gentleman."
"No no no!" cried Dolly, clinging to her. "Pray,

pray, do not!
"

' You hear," said Emma,
" that to-night only to-night

within a few hours think of that ! you will be among those

who woidd die of grief to lose you, and who are now plunged
in the deepest misery for your sake. Pray for me, dear i>-irl.

as I will for you; and never forget the many quiet hours \ve

have passed together. Say one ' God bless you !

'

Say that

at parting !"

But Dolly could say nothing ; no, not when Einma kissed

her cheek a hundred times, and covered it with tears, could

she do more than hang upon her neck, and sob, and clasp, and

hold her tight.
" We have time for no more of this," cried the man.
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urclench ing her hands, and pushing her roughly off, as he

drew Emma Haredale towards the door: "Now! Quick,
outsid* there ! nre you ready ?"

""

-
i

"
Ay !

"
cried a loud voice, which made him start.

" Quite

ready ! Stand back here, for your lives !

"

And in an instant he was felled like an ox in the butcher's

shambles struck down as though a block of marble had
fallen from the roof and crushed him and cheerful light, and

beaming faces came pouring iu and Emma was clasped in

her imcle's embrace, and Dolly, with a shriek that pierced the

air, fell into the arms of her father and mother.

What fainting there was, what laughing, what crying,
what sobbing, what smiling, how much questioning, no

answering, all talking together, all beside themselves with

joy ;
what kissing, congratulating, embracing, shaking of

ban-Is, and falling into all these raptures, over and over and

over again ; no language can describe.

At length, and after a long time, the old locksmith went up
and fairly hugged two strangers, who had stood apart and left

them to themselves
;

and then they saw whom ? Yes,
Edward Chester and Joseph "VVillet.

"See here!" cried the locksmith. "See hero! where

would any of us have been without these two? Oh, Mr.

Edward, Mr. Edward oh, Joe, Joe, how light, and yet how
full you have made my old heart to-night !

"

"
It was Mr. Edward that knocked him down, sir," said

Joe : "I longed to do it, but I gave it up to him. Come, you
brave and honest gentleman ! Get your senses together, for

you haven't long to lie here."

He had his foot upon the breast of their sham deliverer, in

the absence of a spare arm
;
and gave him a gentle roll as he

spoke. Gashford, for it was no other, crouching, yet malig
nant, raised his scowling face, like sin subdued, and pleaded
to be gently used.

"
I have access to all my lord's papers, Mr. Haredale," he

said in a submissive voice : Mr. Haredale keeping his back

towards him, and not once looking round :
" there are very

important documents among them. There are a great many
in secret drawers, and distributed in various places, known

only to my lord and me. I can give some very valuable

information, and render important assistance to any inquiry.
You will have to answer it if I receive ill usage."
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"
Pali !

"
cried Joe, in deep disgust.

" Get up, man
;

you 're waited for, outside. Get up, do you hear ?
"

Gashford slowly rose
;
and picking up his hat, and looking

with a baffled malevolence, yet with an air of despicable

humility all round the room, crawled out.
" And now, gentlemen," said Joe, who seemed to be the

spokesman of the party, for all the rest were silent
;

" the

sooner we get back to the Black Lion, the jaetter, perhaps."
Mr. Haredale nodded assent, and drawing his niece's arm

through his, and taking one of her hands between his own,

passed out straightway; followed by the locksmith, Mrs.

Varden, and Dolly who would scarcely have presented a

sufficient surface for all the hugs and caresses they bestowed

upon her though she had been a dozen Dollys. Edward
Chester and Joe followed.

And did Dolly never once look behind not once ? Was
there not one little fleeting glimpse of the dark eyelash,
almost resting on her flushed cheek, and of the downcast

sparkling eye it shaded ? Joe thought there was and he is

not likely to have been mistaken
;

for there were not many
eyes like Dolly's, that 's the truth.

The outer room through which they had to pass, was full

of men
; among them, Mr. Dennis, in safe keeping ;

and

there, had been since yesterday, lying in hiding behind a

wooden screen which was now thrown down, Simon Tappertit,
the recreant 'Prentice, burnt and bruised, and with a gun-shot
wound in his body ;

and his legs his perfect legs, the pride
and glory of his Kfe, the comfort of his whole existence

crushed into shapeless ugliness. Wondering no longer at the

moans they had heard, Dolly crept closer to her father, and

shuddered at the sight : but neither bruises, burns, nor gun
shot wound, nor all the torture of his shattered limbs, sent

half so keen a pang to Simon's breast, as Dolly passing out,

with Joe for her preserver.
A coach was ready at the door, and Dolly found herself safe

and whole inside, between her father and mother, with Emma
Haredale, and her uncle, quite real, sitting opposite. But

there was no Joe, no Edward; and they had said nothing.

They had only bowed once, and kept at a distance. Doar

heart ! what a long way it was to the Black Lion.
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CHAPTER XIV.

TUB Black Lion was so far off, and occupied such a length
of time in the getting at, that notwithstanding the strong

presumptive evidence she had about her of the late events

being real and of actual occurrence, Dolly could not divest

herself of the belief that she must be in a dream which was

lasting all night. Xor was she quite certain that she saw and
heard with her own proper senses, even when the coach, in

the fullness of time, stopped at the Black Lion, and the host

of that tavern approached in a gush of cheerful light to help
them to dismount, and give them hearty welcome.

There too, at the coach door, one on one side, ono upon the

other, were already Edward Chester and Joe Willet, who
must have followed in another coach : and this was such a

strange and unaccountable proceeding, that Dolly was the

more inclined to favour the idea of her being fast asleep.
But when Mr. Willet appeared old John himself so heavy-
headed and obstinate, and with such a double chin as the

liveliest imagination could never in its boldest flights have

conjured up in all its vast proportions then she stood

corrected, and unwillingly admitted to herself that she was
broad awake.

And Joe had lost an arm he that well-made, handsome,
gallant fellow ! As Dolly glanced towards him, and thought
of the pain he must have suffered, and the far-off places in

which he had been wandering, and wondered who had been
his nurse, and hoped that whoever it was, she had been as

kind and gentle and considerate as she would have been, the

tears came rising to her bright eyes, one by one, little by
littlo, until she could keep them back no longer, and so, before

them all, wept bitterly.
"We are all safe now, Dolly," said her father, kindly." Wo shall not be separated any more. Cheer up. my love,

cheer up !

"
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The locksmith's wife knew better perhaps, than he, what
ailed her daughter. But Mrs. Vardeu being quite an al'ered

woman for the riots had done that good added her word tc

his, and comforted her Avith similar representations.
"
Mayhap," said Mr. Willet, senior, looking round xipon

the company,
" she 's hungry. That 's what it is, depend

upon it I am, myself."
The Black Lion, who, like old John, had been waiting

supper past all reasonable and conscionable hours, hailed this

as a pliilosophical discovery of the profoundest and most

penetrating kind
;
and the table being already spread, they

sat down to supper straightway.
The conversation was not of the liveliest nature, nor were

the appetites of some among them very keen. But in both

these respects, old John more than atoned for any deficiency
on the part of the rest, and very much distinguished himself.

It was not in point of actual conversation that Mr. Willet

shone so brilliantly, for he had none of his old cronies to
"

tackle," and was rather timorous of venturing on Joe
;

having certain vague misgivings within him, that he was

ready on the shortest notice, and on receipt of the slightest

offence, to fell the Black Lion to the floor of his own parlour,
and immediately withdraw to China or some other remote

and unknown region, there to dwell for evermore, or at least

until he had got rid of his remaining arm and both legs, and

perhaps an eye or so, into the bargain. It was with a peculiar
kind of pantomime that Mr. Willet filled up every pause ;

and
in this he was considered by the Black Lion, who had been his

familiar for some years, quite to surpass and go beyond him

self, and outrun the expectations of his most admiring friends.

The subject that worked in Mr. Willet's mind, and occa

sioned these demonstrations, was no other than his son's

bodily disfigurement, which he had never yet got himself

thoroughly to believe, or comprehend. Shortly after their

first meeting, he had been observed to wander, in a state of

great perplexity, to the kitchen, and to direct liis gaze towards

the fire, as if in search of his usual adviser in all matters of

doubt and difficulty. But there being no boiler at the Black

Lion, and the rioters having so beaten and battered his own
that it was quite unfit for further service, he wandered out

again, in a perfect bog of uncertainty and mental confusion,

and in that state took the strangest means of resolving his
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doubts : such 03 feeling the sleovc of his son's great-coat as

deeming it possible that his arm might bo there
; looking at

his own arms and those of everybody else, aa if to assure

himself that two and not one was the usual allowance
; sitting

by the hour together in a brown study, as if he were en

deavouring to recal Joe's image in his younger days, and to

remember whether he really had in those times one arm or

a pair; and employing himself in many other speculations
of the same kind.

Finding himself at this suppei, surrounded by faces with

which he had been so well acquainted in old times, Mr. Willet

recurred to the subject with uncommon vigour; apparently
resolved to understand it now or never. Sometimes, after

every two or three mouthfuls, he laid down his knife and fork,

and stared at his son with all his might particularly at his

maimed side
; then, he looked slowly round the table until he

caught some person's eye, when he shook his head with great

solemnity, patted his shoulder, winked, or as one may say
for winking was a very slow process with him went to sleep
with one eye for a minute or two; and so, with another

solemn shaking of his head, took up his knife and fork again,
and went on eating. Sometimes, he put his food into hi

mouth abstractedly, and, with all his faculties concentrated

on Joe, gazed at him in a fit of stupefaction as he cut his

meat with one hand, until he was recalled to himself by
symptoms of choking on his own part, and was by that means
restored to consciousness. At other times he resorted to such

small devices aa asking him for the salt, the pepper, the

vinegar, the mustard anything that was on his maimed side

and watching him as he handed it. By dint of these

experiments, ho did at last so satisfy and convince himself,

that, after a longer silence than he had yet maintained, he

laid down his knife and fork on either side his plate, drank
a long draught fix>m a tankard beside him (still keeping his

eyes on Joe) and leaning backward in his chair and fetching
a long breath, said, as he looked all round the board :

"It's been took off!"
"
By George !

"
said the Black Lion, striking the table with

his hand,
" he 's got it !

"

"
Yes, sir," said Mr. Willet, with the look of a man who

felt that he had earned a compliment, and deserved it
" That '8 \vhore it is. It 's been took oil'."
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" Tell him where it was done," said the Black Lion to Joe,
" At the defence of the Savannah, father."
" At the defence of the Salwnnners," repeated Mr. Willet.

softly ; again looking round the table.
" In America, where the war is," sajd Joe.
" In America, where the war is," repeated Mr. Willet.

"
It was took off in the defence of the Salwariners in America

where the war is." Continuing to repeat these words to

himself in a low tone of voice (the same information had been

conveyed to him in the same terms, at least fifty times before),

Mr. Willet arose from table, walked round to Joe, felt his

empty sleeve all the way up, from the cuff to where the stump
of his arm remained

;
shook his hand

; lighted his pipe at

the fire, took a long whiff, walked to the door, turned round

once when he had reached it, wiped his left eye with the back

of his forefinger, and said, in a faltering voice :
" My son's

arm was took off at the defence of the Salwanners in

America where the war is" with which words he with

drew, and returned no more that night.

Indeed, on various pretences, tbey all withdrew one after

another, save Dolly, who was left sitting there alone. It was
a great relief to be alone, and she was crying to her heart's

content, when she heard Joe's voice at the end of the passage,

bidding somebody good night.
Good night ! Then he was going elsewhere to some dis

tance, perhaps. To what kind of home could he be going,
now that it was so late !

She heard him walk along the passage, and pass the door.

But there was a hesitation in his footsteps. He turned back

Dolly's heart beat high he looked in.

"Good night!" he didn't say Dolly, but there was comfort

in his not saying Miss Varden.
" Good night !

"
sobbed Dolly.

"
I am sorry you take on so much, for what is past and

gone," said Joe kindly.
" Don't. I can't bear to see you

do it. Think of it no longer. You are safe and happy now."

Dolly cried the more.
" You must have suffered very much within these few days
and yet you're not changed, unless it's for the better.

They said you were, but I don't see it. You were you were

always very beautiful," said Joe,
" but you are more beautiful

Uiau over, now. You are indeed. There con be no harm in





I SHALL BLESS YOUR NAME," BOBBED THE LOCKSMITH'S LITTLE DAUGHTER,
"AS LONG AS I LIVE."
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inv saying so, for you must know it. You are told so very
often. I am sure."

AS a general principle, Dolly did know it, and was told so,

very often. But tho oonr.h-Tnn.lcpr hnd turned out, years ago,
to bo a special donkey ;

and whether sho had been afraid of

making similar discoveries in othei-s, or liad grown by dint

of long custom to be careless of compliments generally, certain

it is that although she cried so much, sho was better pleased
to bo told so now, than ever she had been in all her life.

"
I shall bless your name," sobbed the locksmith's little

daughter,
" as long as I live. I shall never hear it spoken

without feeling as if my heart would burst. I shall remember
it in my prayers, every night and morning till I die !

"

" Will you?" said Joe, eagerly.
" Will you indeed ? It

makes me well, it makes me very glad and proud to hoar

you say so."

Dolly still sobbed, and held her handkerchief to her eyes.

Joe still stood, looking at her.
" Your voice," said Joe,

"
brings up old times so pleasantly,

that, for the moment, I feel as if that night there can be no

harm in talking of that night now had come back, and

nothing had happened in the meantime. I feel as if I hadn't

suffered any hardships, but had knocked down poor Tom Cobb

only yesterday, and had come to see you with my bundle on

my shoulder before running away. You remember ?
"

Remember ! But she said nothing. She raised her eyes
for an instant. It was but a glance ;

a little, tearful, timid

glance. It kept Joe silent though, for a long time.
" Well !" he said stoutly,

"
it was to be otherwise, and was.

I have been abroad, fighting all the summer and frozen up all

the winter, ever siwn. I have come back as poor in purse as

I went, and crippled for life besides. But, Dolly, I would

rather have lost this other arm ay, I woidd rather have lost

my head than have come back to find you dead, or anything
but what I always pictured you to myself, and what I al\vaya

hoped and wished to find you. Thank God for all !"

Oh how much, and how keenly, the little coquette of five

years ago, felt now ! She had found her heart at last. Never

having known its worth till now, she had never known the

worth of his. How priceless it appeared !

"
I did hope once," said Joe, in his homery way,

" that I

might come back i rich man. and marrv you. But I was a

ll
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boy tlxon, and have long known better than that. I am a

poor, maimed, discharged soldier, and must be content to rub

through life as I can. I can't say, even now, that I shall be

glad to see you married, Dolly ;
but I am glad yes, I am,

and glad to think 1 can say so to know that you are admired

and courted, and can pick and choose for a happy life. It 'B a

comfort to me to know that you '11 talk to your husband about

me
;
and I hope the time will come when I may be able to

like him, and to shako hands with him, and to come and see

you as a poor friend who knew you when you were a girl.

God bless you !

"

His hand did tremble
; but for aE that, lie took it away

again, and left licr.
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CHAPTER XV

BY this "Friday night for it was on Friday in tho riot

week, that Emma and Dolly were rescued, by the timely aid

of Joo and Edward Chester the disturbances were entirely

quelled, and peace and order were restored to the affrighted

city. True, after what had happened, it was impossible for

any man to say how long this better state of things might
last, or how suddenly new outrages, exceeding even those so

lately witnessed, might burst forth and fill its streets with ruin

and bloodshed
;
for this reason, those who had fled from the

recent tumults still kept, at a distance, and many families,

hitherto unable to procure tho means of flight, now availed

themselves of tho calm, and withdrew into the country. The

shops, too, from Tyburn to \Vhitechapel, were still shut
;
and

very little business was transacted in any of the places of

great commercial resort. But, notwithstanding, and in spite

of the melancholy forebodings of that numerous class of

society who see with the greatest clearness into the darkest

perspectives, the town remained profoundly quiet. Tho strong

military force disposed in every advantageous quarter, and

stationed at every commanding point, held the scattered frag
ments of the mob in check; the search after rioters was

prosecuted with unrelenting vigour; and if there were any

among them so desperate and reckless as to be inclined, aftei

the terrible scenes they had beheld, to venture forth again,

they were so daunted by these resolute measures, that they

quickly shrunk into their hiding-places, and had no thought
but for their personal safety.

In a word, the crowd was utterly routed. Upwards of two
hundred had been shot dead in the streets. Two hundred and

fifty more were lying, badly wounded, in the hospitals ;
of

whom seventy or eighty died within a short time afterwards.

A hundred were already in custody, and more were taken

rvory hour. How many perished in the conilagrntioM, or by
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their own excesses, is unknown
;
but that numbers found ft

terrible grave in the hot ashes of the flames they had kindled,
or crept into vaults and cellars to drink in secret or to

nurse their sores, and never saw the light again, is certain.

When the embers of the fires had been black, and cold for

many weeks, the labourers' spades proved this, beyond a

doubt.

Seventy-two private houses and four strong jails were des

troyed in the four great days of these riots. The total loss of

property, as estimated by the sufferers, was one hundred and

fifty-five thousand pounds ;
at the lowest and least partial

estimate of disinterested persons, it exceeded one hundred and

twenty-five thousand pounds. For this immense loss, com

pensation was soon afterwards made out of the public purse,
in pursuance of a vote of the House of Commons

;
the sum

being levied on the various wards in the city, on the county,
and the borough of Southwark. Both Lord Mansfield and

Lord Saville, however, who had been great sufferers, refused

to accept of any compensation whatever.

The House of Commons, sitting on Tuesday with locked

and guarded doors, had passed a resolution to the effect that,

as soon as the tumults subsided, it would immediately pro
ceed to consider the petitions presented from many of his

majesty's Protestant subjects, and would take the same into its

serious consideration. While this question was under debate,

Mr. Herbert, one of the members present, indignantly rose

and called upon the House to observe that Lord George
Gordon was then sitting under the gallery with the blue

cockade, the signal of rebellion, in his hat. He was not only

obliged, by those who sat near, to take it out
;
but offering to

go into the street to pacify the mob with the somewhat iii

definite assurance that the House was prepared to give them
" the satisfaction they sought," was actually held down in his

seat by the combined force of several members. In short,

the disorder and violence which, reigned triumphant out of

doors, penetrated into the senate, and there, as elsewhere,

terror and alarm prevailed, and ordinary forms were for the

time forgotten.
On the Thursday, both Houses had adjourned until the

following Monday se'nnight, declaring it impossible to pursue
their deliberations with the necessary gravity and freedom.

while they were surrounded by armed troops. And now that
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the rioters were dispersed, the citizens wero besot -with a new
tear ; for, finding the public thoroughfares and all their usual

places of resort filled with soldiers entrusted with the free use

of fire and sword, they began to lend a greedy ear to the

rumours which were afloat of martial law being declared, and
to dismal stories of prisoners having been seen hanging on

lamp-posts in Cheapside and Fleet-street. These terrors being

promptly dispelled by a Proclamation declaring that all the

rioters in custody would be tried by a special commission in

due course of law, a fresh alarm was engendered by its being

whispered abroad that French money had been found on some
of the rioters, and that the disturbances had been fomented

by foreign powers who sought to compass the overthrow and
ruin of England. This report, which was strengthened bj
the diffusion of anonymous hand-bills, but which, if it had

uny foundation at all, probably owed its origin to the circum

stance of some few coins which were not English money
having been swept into the pockets of the insurgents with

other miscellaneous booty, and afterwards discovered on the

prisoners or the dead bodies, caused a great sensation
;
and

men's minds being in that excited state when they are most

apt to catch at any shadow of apprehension, was bruited about

with much industry.
All remaining quiet, however, during the whole of this

Friday, and on this Friday night, and no new discoveries

being made, confidence began to be restored, and the most

timid and desponding breathed again. In Southwark, no

fe\ver than three thousand of the inhabitants formed them
selves into a watch, and patrolled the streets every hour. Nor
were the citizens slow to follow so good an example : and it

being the manner of peaceful men to be very bold when the

danger is over, they were abundantly fierce and daring ;
not

scrupling to question the stoutest passenger with great severity,
and carrying it with a v<>ry high hand over all errand-boys,

tervant-girls,"and 'prentices.

As day deepened into evening, and darkness crept into the

nooks and corners of the town as if it were mustering in

secret and gathering strength to venture into the open ways,

Barnaby sat in his dungeon, wondering at the silence, and

listening in vain for the noise and outcry which had ushered
in the v.lght of late. Beside him, with his hand in hers, sat

on in whose companionship he folt at peace. She was worn
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and altered, full of grief, and heavy-hearted ;
but the same to

him.
"
Mother," he said, after a long silence :

" how long,-
how many days and nights, shall I be kept here ?"

" Not many, dear. I hope not many."
" You hope ! Ay, but your hoping will not undo these

chains. I hope, but they don't mind that. Grip hopes, but
who cares for Grip ?"

The raven gave a short, dull, melancholy croak. It said
"
Nobody," as plainly as a croak could speak.
"Who cares for Grip, excepting you and me?" said

Barnaby, smoothing the bird's rumpled feathers with his

hand. " He never speaks in this place ;
he never says a

word in jail ;
he sits and mopes all day in this dark corner,

dozing sometimes, and sometimes looking at the light that

creeps in through the bars, and shines in his bright eye as if

a spark from those great fires had fallen into the room and

was burning yet. But who cares for Grip ?"

The raven croaked again Nobody.
" And by the way," said Barnaby, withdrawing his hand

from the bird, and laying it upon his mother's arm, as he

looked eagerly in her face
;
"if they kill me they may : I

heard it said they would what will become of Grip when I

am dead ?
"

The sound of the word, or th.6 current of his own thoughts,

suggested to Grip his old phrase "Never say die!" But he

stopped short in the middle of it, drew a dismal cork, and

subsided into a faint croak, as if he lacked the heart to get

through the shortest sentence.
" Will they take his life as well as mine ?" said Bamaby.

"
I wish they would. If you and I and he could die together,

there would be none to feel sorry, or to grieve for us. But do

what they will, I don't fear them, mother !

"

"
They will not harm you," she said, her tears choking her

utterance. "
They never will harm you, when they know all.

I am sure they never will."
" Oh ! Don't you be too sure of that," cried Barnaby, with

a strange pleasure in the belief that she was self-deceived, and

in his own sagacity.
"
They have marked me, mother, from

the first. I heard them say so to each other when they

brought me to this place last night; and I believe them.

Don't you cry for me. They said that I was bold, and so I
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am, and so I will be. You may think that I am silly, but I

can die as well as another.- I have done no harm, have I?"
he added quickly.

" None before Heaven," she answered.
" Why then," said Barnaby,

"
let them do their worst.

You told me once you when I asked you what death

meant, that it was nothing to be feared, if we did no harm
Aha ! mother, you thought I had forgotten that !"

His merry laugh and playful manner smote her to the

heart. She drew him closer to her, and besought him to talk

to her in whispers and to be very quiet, for it was getting

dark, and their time was short, and she would soon have to

leave him for the night.
"You will come to-morrow?" said Baniaby.
Yes. And every day. And they would never part again.
He joyfully replied that this was well, and what he wished,

and what he had felt quite certain she would tell him
;
and

then he asked her where she had been so long, and why she

had not come to see liim when he was a great soldier, and ran

through the wild schemes he \ad had for their being rich and

living prosperously, and, with some faint notion in his mind
that she was sad and he had made her so, tried to console and
comfort her, and talked of their former life and his old sports
and freedom : little dreaming that every word he uttered

only increased her sorrow, and that her tears fell faster at the

freshened recollection of their lost tranquillity.
"
Mother," said Barnaby, as they heard the man approach

ing to close the cells for the night,
" when I spoke to you just

now about my father you cried 'Hush!' and turned awaj
your head. Why did you do so ? Tell mo why, in a word.

You thought he was dead. You are not sorry that he is alive

and has come back to us. Where is he ? Here ?"
" Do not ask any one where he is, or speak about him,"

she made answer.
"
"Why not ?" said Barnaby.

" Because he is a stern man,
and talks roughly ? Well ! I don't like him, or want to be
with him by myself; but why not speak about him ?"

" Because I am sorry that he is alive
; sorry that he has

ome back; and sorry that he and you have ever met.

Because, dear Barnaby, the endeavour of aiy life has been to

keep you two asunder."
" Father and son asunder ! Why ?"



Ill BAKXA1JY RIDGE.

" He hits," she whispered in his ear,
" he has shed blood.

The time has coine when you must know it. He has shed

the blood of one who loved him well, and trusted him, and
never did him wrong in word or deed."

Barnaby recoiled in horror, and glancing at his stained

wrist for an instant, wrapped it, shuddering, in his dress.
"
But," she added hastily as the key turned in the lock,

" and although we shun him, he is your father, dearest, and I

am his wretched wife. They seek his life, and he will lose it.

It must not be by our means
; nay, if we could win him back

to penitence, we should be bound to love him yet. Do not

seem to know him, except as one who fled with you from the

jail, and if they question you about him, do not answer them.

God be with you tlirough the night, dear boy ! God be with

you!"
She tore herself away, and in a few seconds Barnaby was

alone. He stood for a long time rooted to the spot, with his

face hidden in his hands
;
then flung himself, sobbing, upon

Ids miserable bed.

But the moon came slowly up in all her gentle glory, and

the stars looked out, and through the small compass of the

grated window, as through the narrow crevice of one good
deed in a murky life of guilt, the face of Heaven shone bright
and merciful. He raised his head

; gazed upward at the quiet

sky, which seemed to smile upon the earth in sadness, as if the

night, more thoughtful than the day, looked down in sorrow

on the sufferings and evil deeds of men
;
and felt its peace sink

deep into his heart. He, a poor idiot, caged in his narrow

cell, was as much lifted up to God, while gazing on the mild

light, as the freest and most favoured man in all the spacious

city ;
and in his ill-remembered prayer, and in the fragment

of the childish hymn, with which he sung and crooned him
self asleep, there breathed as true a spirit as every studied

homily expressed, or old cathedral arches echoed.

As his mother crossed a yard on her way out, she saw,

through a grated door which separated it from another court,

her husband, walking round and round, with his hands folded

on his breast, and his head hung down. She asked the man
who conducted her, if she might speak a word with this

prisoner Yes, but she must be quick, for he was locking up
for the night, and there was but a minute or so to

Saying thii. he unlocked the door, and bade her go in.
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It grated harshly as it turned upon its hinges, but he waa
deaf to the noise, and still walked round and round the little

court, without raising his head or changing his attitude in the

least. She spoke to him, but her voice was weak, and failed

her. At length she put herself in his track, and when he

came near, stretched out her hand and touched liim.

He started backward, trembling from head to foot ; but

aoeing who it was, demanded why she came there. Before

si 10 could reply, ho spoke again.
" Am I to live or die ? Do you Jo murder too, or spare ?

"

" My son our son," she answered, "is in this prison."
'' What is that to me ?

"
he cried, stamping impatiently on

the stone pavement.
"

I know it. He can. no more aid mo
than I can aid him. If you are come to talk of him, begono!"
As he spoke he resumed his walk, and hurried round the

court as before. When he came again to where she stood :

he stopped, and said,
" Am I to live or die ? Do you repent ?

"

" Oh ! do you ?
"
she answered. " Will you, while time

remains ? Do not believe that I could save you, if I dared."
"
Say if you would," he answered with an oath, as he

tried to disengage himself and pass on. "
Say if you would."

" Listen to me for one moment," she returned ;

" for but a

moment. I am but newly risen from a sick-bed, from which
I never hoped to rise again. The best among us think, at

such a time, of good intentions half-performed and duties left

undone. If I have ever, since that fatal night, omitted to

pray for your repentance before death if I omitted, even

then, anything which might tend to urge it on you when the

horror of your crime was fresh if, in our later meeting, I

yielded to the dread that was upon me, and forgot to fall

upon my knees and solemnly adjure you, in the name of him

you sent to his account with Heaven, to prepare for the retri

bution which must come, and which is stealing on you now
I humbly before you, and in the agony of supplication in

which you see mo, beseech that you will let me make atone

ment."
" What is the meaning of your canting- words ?

" ho

answered roughly.
"
Speak so that I may understand you."

"I will," she answered,
"

I desire to. Hear with me for

a moment more. The hand of Him who set his curse on

murder, is hcaty on us now. You cannot doubt it. Our
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son, our innocent boy, on whom His anger fell before his

birth, is in this place in peril of his life brought here by
your guilt; yes, by that alone, as Heaven sees and knows,
for he has been led astray in the darkness of his intellect, and
that is the terrible consequence of your crime."

" If you come, woman-like, to load me with reproaches
'*

he muttered, again endeavouring to break away.
"

I do not. I have a different purpose. You must hear

it. If not to-night, to-morrow
;

if not to-morrow, at another

time. You must hear it. Husband, escape is hopeless

impossible."
" You tell me so, do you?

" he said, raising his manacled

hand, and shaking it.
" You !

"

"
Yes," she said, with indescribable earnestness.

" But

why ?
"

"To make me easy in this jail. To make the time 'twixt

this and death, pass pleasantly. For my good yes, for my
good, of course," he said, grinding his teeth, and smiling at

her with a livid face.

"Not to load you with reproaches," she replied; "not to

aggravate the tortures and miseries of your condition, not to

give you one hard word, but to restore you to peace and hope.

Husband, dear husband, if you will but confess this dreadful

crime
;

if you will but implore forgiveness of Heaven and of

those whom you have wronged on earth
;

if you will dismiss

these vain uneasy thoughts, which never can be realised, and

will rely on Penitence and on the Truth, I promise you, in

the great name of the Creator, "whose image you have defaced,

that He will comfort and console you. And for myself," she

cried, clasping her hands, and looking upward,
"

I swear

before Him, as He knows my heart and reads it now, that

from that hour I will love and cherish you as I did of old,

and watch you night and day in the short interval that will

remain to us, and soothe you with my truest love and duty,

and pray with you, that one threatening judgment may be

arrested, and that our boy may be spared to bless God, in liia

poor way, in the free air and light !

"

He fell back and gazed at her while she poured out these

words, as though he were for a moment awed by her manner,
and knew not what to do. But anger and fear soon got the

mastery of him, and he spurned her from him.

"Begone'" he cried. "Leave me; You plot, do you!
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You plot to got speech with me, and let them know I am the

man they say I am. A curse on you and on your boy."
" On him the curse has already fallen," she replied, wring

ing her hands.
" Let it fall heavier. Let it fall on one and all. I hate

you both. The worst has come to me. The only comfort

that I seek or I can have, will be the knowledge that it comes

to you. Now go !

"

She would have urged liim gently, even then, but he
menaced her with his chain.

"
I say go I say it for the last time. The gallows has

me in its grasp, and it is a black phantom that may urge me
on to something more. Begone ! I curse the hour that I

was born, the man I slew, and all the living world !

"

In a paroxysm of wrath, and terror, and the fear of death,

he broke from her, and rushed into the darkness of his cell,

where he cast himself jangling down upon the stone floor, and

smote it with his iron hands. The man returned to lock the

dungeon door, and having done so, carried her away.
On that warm, balmy night in June, there were glad faces

Wjd light hearts in all quarters of the town, and sleep,

banished by the late horrors, was doubly welcomed. On
that night, families made merry in their houses, and greeted
each other on the common danger they had escaped; and

those who had been denounced, ventured into the streets ;

and they who had been plundered, got good shelter. Even
the timorous Lord Mayor, who was summoned that night
before the Privy Council to answer for his conduct, came
back contented

; observing to all his friends that he had got
off very well with a reprimand, and repeating with huge
satisfaction his memorable defence before the Council,

" that

such was his temerity, he thought death would have been his

potion."
On that night, too, more of the scattered remnants of the

mob were traced to their lurking-places, and taken ;
and in

the hospitals, and deep among the ruins they had made, and
in the ditches, and the fields, many unshrouded wretches lay
dead : envied by those who had been actlSre in the disturb

auces, and who pillowed their doomed heads in the temporary
jails.

And in the Tower, in a dreary room whose thick ston*

walls shut out the hum of life, and made a stillness which tin*
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records left by former prisoners with those silent witnesses

seemed to deepen and intensify ;
remorseful for every act that

had been done by every man among the cruel crowd
; feeling

for the time their guilt his own, and their lives put in peril

by himself; and finding, amidst such reflections, little comfort

in fanaticism, or in his fancied call
;

sat the unhappy author

of all Lord George Gordon.

He had been made prisoner that evening.
" If you are

sure it 's me you want," he said to the officer, who waited

outside with the warrant for his arrest on a charge of High
Treason,

"
I am ready to accompany you

" which he did

without resistance. He was conducted first before the Privy

Council, and afterwards to the Horse Guards, and then was
taken by way of Westminster Bridge, and back over London

Bridge (for the purpose of avoiding the main streets), to the

Tower, under the strongest guard ever known to enter its

gates with a single prisoner.
Of all his forty thousand men, not one remained to bear

him company. Friends, dependents, followers, none were

there. His fawning secretary had played the traitor
;

and

he whose weakness had been goaded and urged on by so

many for their own purposes, \vas desolate md alone.
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CHAPTER xvi.

MR. DENNIS, Laving been mode prisoner late in tho evening;
iras removed to a neighbouring round-Louse for tLat nigLt,
and carried before a justice for examination on tLe next day,

Saturday. TLe charges against Lim being numerous and

weigLty, and it being in particular proved, by tLo testimony
of Gabriel Varden, tLat Lo Lad sLown a special desire to take

Lis life, Le was committed for trial. Moreover Le was
honoured witL tLe distinction of being considered a cLief

among tLe insurgents, and received from tLe magistrate's lips

tLe complimentary assurance tLat Le was in a position of

imminent danger, and would do well to prepare Limself for

tLe worst.

To say tLat Mr. Dennis's modesty was not somewLat startled

by tLese Lonours, or tLat Le was altogetLer prepared for so

flattering a reception, would be to claim for Lim a greater
amount of stoical pLilosopliy tLan even Le possessed. Indeed

tLis gentleman's stoicism was of tLat not uncommon kind, wLicL

enables a man to bear witL exemplary fortitude tLe afflictions

of Lis friends, but renders Lim, by way of counterpoise, ratLer

selfisL and sensitive in resj>ect of any tLat Lappen to befall

Limself. It is tLerefore no disparagement to tLe great officer

in question to state, witLout disguise or concealment, tLat Le
was at first very mucL alarmed, and tLat Le betrayed divers

emotions of fear, until Lis reasoning powers came to Lis relief

and set before Lim a more Lopeful prospect."
In proportion as Mr. Dennis exercised tLese intellectual

qualities witL wLicL Le was gifted, in reviewing Lis best

cLances of coming off Landsomely and witL small personal

inconvenience, Lis spirits rose, and Lis confidence increased.

WLen Le remembered tLo great estimation in wLicL Lis office

was Lcld, and tLe constant demand for Lis services ;
wLcn Le

betLouglit Limself, Low tLe Statute Book regarded liira as a

kind of Universal Modicine applicable to men, women, nr.d
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children, of every age and variety of criminal constitution;

aud how high he stood, in his official capacity, in the favour of

the Crown, and both Houses of Parliament, the Mmt, the

Bank of England, and the Judges of the land; when ho

recollected that whatever ministry was in or out, he remained

their peculiar pet and panacea, and that for his sake England
stood single and conspicuous among the civilised nations of the

earth : when he called these things to mind and dwelt upon
them, he felt certain that the national gratitude must relieve

him from the consequences of his late proceedings, and would

certainly restore him to his old place in the happy social

system.
With these crumbs, or as one may say, with these whole

loaves of comfort to regale upon, Mr. Dennis took his place

among the escort that awaited him, and repaired to jail with

a manly indifference. Arriving at Newgate, where some of

the ruined cells had been hastily fitted up for the safe keeping
of rioters, he was warmly received by the turnkeys, as an
unusual and interesting case, which agreeably relieved their

monotonous duties. In this spirit, he was fettered with

great care, and conveyed into the interior of the prison.
"
Brother," cried the hangman, as, following an officer, he

traversed under these novel circumstances the remains of

passages with which he was well acquainted,
" am I going to

be along with anybody ?
"

" If you'd have left more walls standing, you'd have been

alone," was the reply.
" As it is, we 're cramped for room,

and you '11 have company."
"
Well," returned Dennis,

"
I don't object to company,

brother. I rather like company. I was formed for society,

I was."
" That's rather a pity, ain't it?

"
said the man.

"
No," answered Dennis,

"
I 'm not aware that it is. Why

should it be a pity, brother ?
"

" Oh ! I don't know," said the man carelessly.
"

1

thought that was what you meant. Being formed for society,

and being cut off in your flower, you know "

"I say," interposed the other quickly, "what are you

talking of? Don't. Who's a going to be cut off in their

flowers ?
"

"
Oh, nobody particular. I thought you was, perhaps,"

said the man.
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Mr. Deunis wiped his face, which had suddenly grown very

hot, and remarking in a tremulous voice to his conductor tlmt

he had always been fond of his joke, followed him in silence

until ho stopped at a door.
" This is my quarters, is it ?

" ho asked facetiously.
" This is the shop, sir," replied his friend.

He was walking in, but not with the best possible graco,
when he suddenly stopped, and started back.

" Halloa !

"
said the officer.

" You're nervous."
" Nervous !

"
whispered Dennis in great alarm. " Well I

may be. Shut the door."
"

I will, when you 're in," returned the man.
u But I can't go in there," whispered Dennis. "

I can't

be shut up with that man. Do you want me to be throttled,

brother ?
"

The officer seemed to entertain no particidar desire on tho

subject one way or other, but briefly remarking that he had
his orders, and intended to obey them, pushed him in, turned

the key, and retired.

Dennis stood trembling with his back against the door, and

involuntarily raising his arm to defend himself, stared at a

man, the only other tenant of the cell, who lay, stretched at

his full length, upon n stone bench, and who paused in his

deep breathing as if he were about to wake. But he rolled

over on one side, let his arm fall negligently down, drew
a long sigh, and murmuring indistinctly, fell fast asleej

again.

Relieved in some degree by this, the hangman took his

eyes for an instant from the slumbering figure, and glanced
round the cell in search of some 'vantage-ground or weapon
of defence. There was nothing movcable within it, but a

clumsy table which could not be displaced without noise, and
a lioavy chair. Stealing on tiptoe towards this latter piec-o

of furniture, he retired with it into the remotest corner, and

intn-nfliing himself behind it, watched the enemy with tho

utmost vigilance and caution.

The sleeping man was Hugh ;
and perhaps it was not

unnatural for Deunis to feel in a state of very uncomfortable

and to wish with his whole soul that he might
r.-v-r wake again. Tired of standing, he crouched down in

his comer after some time, and rested -on the cold pavement;
l-ut although Hugh's breathing still proclaimed that lie \vaa

vol. li. K
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Bleeping soundly, he could not trust him out of his sight
for an instant. lie was so afraid of him, and of some sudden

onslaught, that he was not content to see his closed eyes

through the chair-back, but every now and then, rose stealthily

to his feet, and peered at him with outstretched neck, to

assure himself that he really was still asleep, and was not

about to spring upon him when he was off his guard.
He slept so long and so soundly, that Mr. Dennis began to

think he might sleep on until the turnkey visited them. He
was congratulating himself upon these promising appearances,
and blessing his stars with much fervour, when one or two

unpleasant symptoms manifested themselves : such as another

motion of the arm, another sigh, a restless tossing of the

head. Then, just as it seemed that he was about to fall

heavily to the ground from his narrow bed, Hugh's eyes

opened.
It happened that his face was turned directly towards his

unexpected visitor. He looked lazily at him for some half-

dozen seconds without any aspect of surprise or recognition ;

then suddenly jumped up, and with a great oath pronounced
his name.

"Keep off, brother, keep off!" cried Dennis, dodging
behind the chair. " Don't do me a mischief. I 'm a prisoner
like you. I haven't the free use of my limbs. I 'm quite an

old man. Don't hurt me !

"

Ho whined" out the last throe words in such piteous accents,

that Hugh, who had dragged away the chair, and aimed

a blow at him with it, checked himself, and bade him get up.
"

I '11 get up certainly, brother," cried Dennis, anxious to

propitiate him by any means in his power,
"

I '11 comply with

any request of yours, I 'm sure. There I 'm up now. What
can I do for you ? Only say the word, and I '11 do it."

" What can you do for me !

"
cried Hugh, clutching him

by the collar with both hands, and shaking him as though he

were bent on stopping his breath by that means. " What
have you done for me ?

"

" The best. The best that could be done," returned tho

hangman.
Hugh made him no answer, but shaking him in his strong

gripe until his teeth chattered in his head, cast him down

upon the floor, and flung himself on the bench again.
" If it wasn't for the comfort it is to me, to sec you 1 f re,"
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he muttered,
" I 'd have crushed your head against it

;
I

would."

It was some time before Dennis had breath enough to

ppoak, but as soon as he could resume his propitiatory strain,

he did so.

"
I did the best that could be done, brother," he whined

;

"
I did indeed. I was forced with two bayonets and I don't

know how many bullets on each side of me, to point you out.

If you hadn't been taken, you 'd have been shot; and what a

sight that would have been a fine young man like you !

"

" Will it be a better sight now ?
" asked Hugh, raising his

head, with such a fierce expression, that the other durst not

answer him just then.

"A deal better," said Dennis meekly, after a pause.
"

First, there 's all the chances of the law, and they 're five

hundred strong. We may get off scot-free. Unlikelier things
than that, have come to pass. Even if we shouldn't, and the

chances fail, we can but be worked off once : and when it 's

well done, it 's so neat, so skilful, so captiwating, if that don't

seem too strong a word, that you 'd hardly believe it could be

brought to sich perfection. Kill one 's fellow creeturs off,

with muskets ! Pah !

" and his nature so revolted at the

bare idea, that he spat upon the dungeon pavement.
His warming on this topic, which to one unacquainted with

his pursuits and tastes appeared like courage ; together with

his artful suppression of his own secret hopes, and mention of

himself as being in the same condition with Hugh ;
did more

to soothe that ruffian than the most elaborate arguments could

have done, or the most abject submission. He rested his

arms upon his knees, and stooping forward, looked from

beneath his shaggy hair at Dennis, with something of a smile

upon his face.

"The fact is, brother," said the hangman, in a tone of

greater confidence,
" that you got into bad company. The

man that was with you was looked after more than you, and
it was him I wanted. As to me, what have I got by it?

Here we are, in one and the same plight."
"
Lookee, rascal," said Hugh, contracting his brows,

"
I 'm

not altogether such a shallow blade but I know you expected
to get something by it, or you wouldn't have done it. But
it 's done, and you 're hero, and it will soon be all over with

you and me; /\ml T 'd as soon die as live, or live as die

mi
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Why should I trouble myself to have revenge on you ? To

eat, and drink, and go to sleep, as long as I stay here, is all I

care for. If there was but a little more sun to bask in, than

can find its way into this cursed place, I 'd lie in it all day,
and not trouble myself to sit or stand up once. That 's all

the care I have for myself. Why should I care for you f
"

Finishing this speech with a growl like the yawn of a wild

beast, he stretched himself upon the bench again, and closed

liis eyes once more.

After looking at him in silence for some moments, Dennis,
who wUs greatly relieved to find him in this mood, dreAv the

chair towards his rough couch and sat down near him taking
the precaution, however, to keep out of the range of his

brawny arm.

"Well said, brother; nothing could be better said," he

ventured to observe. " We '11 eat and drink of the best, and

sleep our best, and make the best of it every way. Anytliing
can be got for money. Let 's spend it merrily."

"Ay," said Hugh, coiling himself into a new position.
" Where is it ?

"

"
Why, they took mine from me at the lodge," said Mr.

Dennis
;

" but mine 's a peculiar case."
" Is it? They took mine too."

"Why then, I tell you what, brother," Dennis began.
"Yu must look up your friends

"

" My friends !

"
cried Hugh, starting up and resting on his

hands. " Where are my friends ?
"

" Your relations then," said Dennis.
" Ha ha ha !

"
laughed Hugh, waving one arm above his

head. " He talks of friends to me talks of relations to a

man whose mother died the death in store for her son, and

left him, a hungry brat, without a face he knew in all the

world ! He talks of this to me !

"

"
Brother," cried the hangman, whose features underwent a

sudden change,
"
you don't mean to say

'

"
I mean to say," Hugh interposed,

" that they hung her

Up at Tyburn. What was good enough for her, is good

enough for me. Let them do the like by me as soon as they

please the sooner the better. Say no more to me. I 'm

going to sleep."
" But I want to speak to you ;

I want to hear more about

Uiut," said Dennis, changing colour.
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" If you 'ro a wise man," growled Hugh, raising his head
to look at him with a frown, "you'll hold your tongue. I

tell you I 'm going to sleep.''

Dennis venturing to say something more in spite of this

caution, the desperate fellow struck at him with all his forco.

and missing him, lay down again with many muttered oaths*

and imprecations, and turned his face towards the wall: After

two or three ineffectual twitches at his dress, which he was

hardy enough to venture upon, notwithstanding his dangerous
humour, Mr. Dennis, who burnt, for reasons of his own, to

pursue the conversation, had no alternative but to sit as

patiently as he could : waiting his further pleasure.
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CHAPTER XYH.

A MONTH has elapsed, and we stand in the bed-chambor

of Sir John Chester. Through the half-opened window, the

Temple Garden looks green and pleasant ; the placid river,

gay with boat and barge, and dimpled with the plash of many
an oar, sparkles in the distance

;
the sky is blue and clear

;

and the summer air steals gently in, filling the room with

perfume. The very town, the smoky town, is radiant. High
roofs and steeple tops, wont to look black and sullen, smile a

cheerful grey ; every old gilded vane, and ball, and cross,

glitters anew in the bright morning sun
; and, high among

them all, St. Paul's towers up, showing its lofty crest in

burnished gold.
Sir John was breakfasting in bed. His chocolate and toast

stood upon a little table at his elbow
;
books and newspapers

lay ready to his hand upon the coverlet; and, sometimes pausing
to glance with an air of tranquil satisfaction round the well-

ordered room, and sometimes to gaze indolently at the summer

sky, he ate, and drank, and read the news luxuriously.
The cheerful influence of the morning seemed to have some

effect, even upon his equable temper. His manner was

unusually gay; his smile more placid and agreeable than

usual
;
his voice more clear and pleasant. He laid down the

newspaper he had been reading ;
leaned back upon his pillow

with the air of one who resigned himself to a train of charm

ing recollections
;
and after a pause, soliloquised as follows :

" And my friend the centaur, goes the way of his mama !

I am not surprised. And his mysterious friend Mr. Dennis,

likewise ! I am not surprised. And my old postman, the

exceedingly free-and-easy young madman of Chigwell ! I am

quite rejoiced. It 's the very best thing that could possibly

happen to him."

After delivering himself of these remarks, he fell again into

bis smiling train of reflection
;
from which he roused himself
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at length to finish his chocolate, which was getting cold, and

ring the bell for more.

The new supply arriving, he took the cup from his servant's

hand
;
and saying, with a charming affability,

"
I am obliged

to you, Peak," dismissed him.
"

It is a remarkable circumstance," he mused, dallying

lazily with the tea-spoon,
" that my friend the madman

should have been within an ace of escaping, on his trial
;
and

it Avaa a good stroke of chance (or, as the world would say, a

providential occurrence) that the brother of my Lord Mayor
should have been in court, with other country justices, into

whose very dense heads curiosity had penetrated. For

though the brother of my Lord Mayor was decidedly wrong;
and established his near relationship to that amusing person

beyond all doubt, in stating that my friend was sane, and had,
to his knowledge, wandered about the country "with a

vagabond parent, avowing revolutionary and rebellious senti

ments
;

I am not the less obliged to him for volunteering that

evidence. These insane creatures make such very odd and

embarrassing remarks, that they really ought to be hanged
for the comfort of society."

The country justice had indeed turned the wavering scale

against poor Barnaby, and solved the doubt that trembled in

his favour. Grip little thought how much he had to answer
for.

"
They will be a singular party," said Sir John, leaning

his head upon his hand, and sipping his chocolate
;

" a very
curious party. The hangman himself; the centaur; and the

madman. The centaur would make a very handsome prepa
ration in Surgeons' Hall, and would benefit science extremely.
I hope they have taken care to bespeak him. -Peak, I am not

at home, of course, to anybody but the hair-dresser."

This reminder to his servant was called forth by a knook at

the door, which the man hastened to open. After a prolonged
murmur of question and answer, he returned

;
and as li

cautiously closed the room-door behind him, a man was heard
to cough in the passage.

'

Mow, it is of no use, Peak," said Sir John, raising his

hand in deprecation of his delivering any message ;
"I am

not at home. I cannot possibly hear you. I told you I was
not at home, and my word is sacred. Will you never do as

you are desired?"
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Having nothing to oppose to this reproof, the man was
ft]>out to withdraw, when the visitor who had given occasion

to it, probably rendered impatient by delay, knocked with his

knuckles at the chamber-door, and called out that he had

urgent business with Sir John Chester, which admitted of no

delay.
"'Let him in," said Sir John. "My good fellow," ho

added, when the door was opened,
" how come you to intrude

yourself in this extraordinary manner upon the privacy of a

gentleman ? How can /ou be so wholly destitute of self-

respect as to be guilty of such remarkable ill-breeding ?
"

" My business, Sir John, is not of a common kind, I do

assure you," returned the person he addressed. "If I have

taken any uncommon course to get admission to you, I hope I

shall be pardoned on that account."

"Weil! we shall see; we shall see;" returned Sir John,
whose face cleared up when he saw who it was, and whoso

prepossessing smile was now restored.
"

I am sure we have

met before," he added in his winning tone,
" but really I

forget your name ?
"

" My name is Gabriel Varden, sir."
"
Varden, of course, Varden," returned Sir John, tapping

his forehead. " Dear me, how very defective my memory
becomes ! Varden to be sure Mr. Varden the locksmith.

You have a charming wife, Mr. Varden, and a most beautiful

daughter. They are well?
"

Gabriel thanked him, and said they were.

"I rejoice to hear it," said Sir John. " Commend me to

them when you return, and say that I wished I were fortunate

enough to convey, myself, the salute which I entrust you to

deliver. And what," he asked very sweetly, after a moment's

pause, "can I do for you? You may command me, freely."
"

I thank you, Sir John," said Gabriel, with some pride in

his manner,
" but I have come to ask no favour of you, though

I come on business. Private," he added, with a glance at tho

man, who stood looking on,
" and very pressing business."

"
I cannot say you are the more welcome for being indepen

dent, and having nothing to ask of me," returned Sir John,

graciously,
" for I should have been happy to render you a

service
; still you are welcome on any terms. Obligo me

with some more chocolate, Peak, and don't wait."

Tho uiun retired, and left them alouo.
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"Sir John," said Gabriel, "I am a workiug-man, and have

been so, all my life. If I don't prepare you enough for what
I have to tell

;
if I come to the point too abruptly ; and give

you a shock, which a gentleman could have spared you, or at

all events lessened very much
;

I hope you will give me credit

for meaning well. I wish to be careful and considerate, and

I trust that in a straight-forward person like me, you '11 take

tho will for the deed."
" Mr. Varden," returned the other, perfectly composed

under this exordium
;

"
I beg you '11 take a chair. Chocolate,

perhaps, you don't relish ? Well ! it is an acquired taste, no
doubt."

" Sir John," said Gabriel, -uho had acknowledged with a

bow the invitation to be seated, but had not availed himself of

it: "Sir John "
he dropped his voice and drew nearer to

the bed "
I am just now come from Newgate

"

" Good Gad !

"
cried Sir John, hastily sitting up in bed

;

" from Newgate, Mr. Varden ! How could you be so very

imprudent as to come from Newgate ! Newgate, where there

are jail-fevers, and ragged people, and bore-footed men and

women, and a thousand hoiTors ! Peak, bring the camphor,

quick ! Heaven and earth, Mr. Varden, my dear, good soul,

how could you come from Newgate ?
"

Gabriel returned no answer, but looked on in silence while

Peak (who had entered opportunely with tho hot chocolate)
ran to a drawer, and returning with a bottle, sprinkled his

master's dressing-gown and the bedding ;
and besides moist

ening the locksmith himself, plentifully, described a circle round
about him on the carpet. When he had done this, he again
retired

; and Sir John, reclining in an easy attitude upon his

pillow, once more turned a smiling face towards his visitor.
" You will forgive me, Mr. Varden, I am sure, for being at

first a little sensitive both on your account and my own. 1

confess I was startled, notwithstanding your delicate exordium.

Might I ask you to do me the favour not to approach any
nearer ? You Inve really come from Newgate !

"

The locksmith inclined his head.
" In-deed ! And now, Mr. Varden, all exaggeration and

embellishment apart," said Sir John Chester, confidentially, us

he sipped his chocolate,
" what kind of place i Newgate ?

"

"A strange place, Sir John," returued tho locksmith, "of
a sad and doleful kind. A strangej>laco, where many strange
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things are heard and seen
;
but few more strange than that I

como to tell you of. The case is urgent. I am sent here."
" Not no, no not from the jail ?

"

"
Yes, Sir John

;
from the jail."

"And my good, credulous, open-hearted friend," said Sir

John, setting down his cup, and laughing,
"
by whom ?

"

"
By a man called Dennis for many years the hangman,

and to-morrow morning the hanged," returned the locksmith.

Sir John had expected had been quite certain from the

first that he would say he had come from Hugh, and was

prepared to meet him on that point. But this answer

occasioned him a degree of astonishment, which, for the

moment, he could not, with all his command of feature,

prevent his face from expressing. He quickly subdued it,

however, and said in the same light tone :

" And what does the gentleman require of me ? My
memory may be at fault again, but I don't recollect that I ever

had the pleasure of an introduction to him, or that I ever

numbered him among my personal friends, I do assure you,
Mr. Varden."

" Sir John," returned the locksmith, gravely, "I will tell

you, as nearly as I can, in the words he used to me, what lie

desires that you should know, and what you ought to know
without a moment's loss of time."

Sir John Chester settled himself in a position of greater

repose, and looked at his visitor with an expression of face

which seemed to say,
" This is an amusing fellow ! I '11 hear

him out."
" You may have seen in the newspapers, sir," said Gabriel,

pointing to the one which lay by his side,
" that I was a

witness against this man upon his trial some days since ;
and

that it was not his fault I was alive, and able to speak to

what I knew."
"
May have seen!

"
cried Sir John. " My dear Mr. Varden,

you are quite a public character, and live in all men's thoughts
most deservedly. Nothing can exceed the interest with which

I read your testimony, and remembered that I had the pleasure
of a slight acquaintance with you. I hope wo shall huvo

your portrait published ?
"

" This morning, sir," said the locksmith, taking no notun

>f these compliments,
"
early this morning, a message was

b'rought to me from Newgate, at this man's request, dosiriug
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that I would go and see him, for ho had something particular
to communicate. I needn't tell you that he is no friend of

mine, and that I had never seen him, until the rioters beset

my house."

Sir John fanned himself gently with the newspaper, and

nodded.
"

I knew, however, from the general report," resumed

Gabriel,
" that the order for his execution to-morrow, went

down to the prison last night; and looking upon him as a

dying man, I complied with his request."
" You are quite a Christian, Mr. Varden," said Sir John;

" and in that amiable capacity, you increase my desire that

you should take a chair."
" He said," continued Gabriel, looking steadily at the

knight,
" that he had sent to me, because he had no friend or

companion in the whole world (being the common hangman),
and because he believed, from the way in which I had giveii

my evidence, that I was an honest man, and would act truly

by him. He said that, being shunned by every one who knew
his calling, even by people of the lowest and most wretched

grade, and finding, when he joined the rioters, that the men
he acted with had no suspicion of it (which I believe is true

enough, for a poor fool of an old 'prentice of mine was one

of them) he had kept his own counsel, up to the time of his

being taken and put in jail."
"
Very discreet of Mr. Dennis," observed Sir John with a

alight yawn, though still with Iho utmost affability,
" but

except for your admirable and lucid manner of telling it,

which is perfect not very interesting to me."
"
When," pursued the locksmith, quite unabashed and

wholly regardless of these interruptions,
" when he was taken

to the jail, he found that his fellow-prisoner, in the same

room, was a young man, Hugh by name, a leader in the riots,

who had been betrayed and given tip by liimsclf. From

something which fell from this unhappy creature in the courso

of the angry words they had at meeting, lie discovered that

his mother had suffered the death to which they both are now
eottcUnMd. The time is very short, Sir John."

Tht; knight laid down his paper fan, replaced his cup upon
table at his side, and, saving for the smile that lurkud

his mouth, looked at the locksmith with as much
ab the locksmith looked at him.
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"
They have been in prison now, a month. One conver

sation led to many more
;
and the hangman soon found, from

a comparison of time, and place, and dates, that he had
executed the sentence of the law upon this woman, himself.

She had been tempted by want as so many people are into

the easy crime of passing- forged notes. She Avas young and
handsome

;
and the traders who employ men, women, and

children in this traffic, looked upon her as one who was Avell

adapted for their business, and who would probably go on
without suspicion for a long time. But they were mistaken

;

for she was stopped in the commission of her very first offenuo,

and died for it. She was of gipsy blood, Sir John "

It might have been the eif'ect of a passing cloud which
obscured the sun, and cast a shadow on his face

;
but the

knight turned deadly pale. Still he met the locksmith's eye,
as before.

' She was of gipsy blood, Sir John," repeated Gabriel,
' and had a high, free spirit. This, and her good looks, and

her lofty manner, interested some gentlemen who were easily

moved by dark eyes ;
and efforts were made to save her.

They might have been successful, if she would have given
them any clue to her history. But she never would, or did.

There was reason to suspect that she would make an attempt

upon her life. A watch was set upon her night and day ;
and

from that time she never spoke again
"

Sir John stretched out his hand towards his cup. The
locksmith going on, arrested it half-way.

" Until she had but a minute to live. Then she broke

silence, and said, in a low firm voice which no one heard but

this executioner, for all other living creatures had retired and

left her to her fate,
' If I had a dagger within these fingers

and he was within my reach, I would strike him dead before

me, even now !

' The man asked ' Who ?
' She said, The

father of her boy."
Sir John drew back his outstretched hand, and seeing that

the locksmith paused, signed to him with easy politeness and

without any new appearance of emotion, to proceed.
"It was the first word she had ever spoken, from which it

could be understood that she had any relative on earth.
' Was the child alive ?

' he asked. ' Yes.' He asked her

M^'icro it was, its name, and whether she had any wish

respecting it. She had but one, she said. It was that tho
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hoy might livo and grow, in utter ignorance of his father, so

that no arts might teach him to be gentle and forgiving.
When he became a man, she trusted to the God of their tribe

to bring the father and the son together, and revenge her

through her child. He asked her other questions, but she

spoke no more. Indeed, he says she scarcely said this much,
to him, but stood with her face turned upwards to the sky,
and never looked towards him once."

Sir John took a pinch of snuff; glanced approvingly at an

elegant little sketch, entitled "
Nature," on the wall

; and

raising his eyes to the locksmith's face again, said, with an
air of courtesy and patronage,

" You were observing, Mr.
Varden "

"That she never," returned the locksmith, who was not to

be diverted by any artifice from his firm manner, and his

steady gaze, "that she never looked towards him once, Sir

John
;
and so she died, and he forgot her. But, some years

afterwards, a man was sentenced to die the same death, who
was a gipsy too

;
a sunburnt, swarthy fellow, almost a wild

man
;
and while he lay in prison, under sentence, he, who

had seen the hangman more than once while he was free, cut

an image of him on his stick, by way of braving death, and

showing those who attended on him, how little he cared or

thought about it. He gave this stick into his hands at

Tyburn, and told him then, that the woman I have spoken of

had left her own people to join a fine gentleman, and that,

being deserted by him, and cast off by her old friends, she

had sworn \vithin her own proud breast, that whatever her

misery might bo, she would ask no help of any human being.
He told him that she had kept her word to the last; and that,

meeting even him in the streets he had been fond of her

once, it seems s>he had slipped from him by a trick, and ho

never saw her again, until, being in one of the frequent
crowds at Tyburn, with some of his rough companions, he
had l)oen driven almost mad by seeing, in the criminal under
another name, whose death he had come to witness, herself.

Standing in the same place in which she had stood, he told

tlif> hangman this, and told him, too, her real name, which

only her own people and the gentleman for whose sake she

had left them, knew. That name he will tell again, Sir John,
to none but you."
"To none but m!" exclaimed the knight, pausing in Ute
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act of raising- his cup to his lips with a perfectly stead}* hand,
and curling up his little finger for the better display of u

brilliant ring with which it was ornamented :
" but me !

My dear Mr. Vardon, how very preposterous, to select me for

his confidence ! With you at his elbow, too, who are so

perfectly trustworthy !

"

"
Sir John, Sir John," returned the locksmith, "at twelve

to-morrow, these men die. Hear the few words I have to

add, and do not hope to deceive me
;

for though I am a plain
man of humble station, and you are a gentleman of rank and

learning, the truth raises me to your level, and I KNOW that

you anticipate the disclosure with which I am about to end,
and that you believe this doomed man, Hugh, to be your
son."

"
Nay," said Sir John, bantering him with a gay air

;

" the

wild gentleman, who died so suddenly, scarcely went as far as

that, I think ?
"

" He did not," returned the locksmith,
" for she had bound

him by some pledge, known only to those people, and which
the worst among them respect, not to tell your name : but, in

a fantastic pattern on the stick, he had carved some letters,

and when the hangman asked it, he bade him, especially if

he should ever meet with her son in after life, remember that

place well."
" What place ?

"

" Chester."

The knight finished his cup of chocolate with an appear
ance of infinite relish, and carefully wiped his lips upon his

handkerchief.
" Sir John," said the locksmith,

"
this is all that has been

told to me
;
but since these two men have been left for death,

they have conferred together, closely. See them, and hear

what they can add. See this Dennis, and learn from him
what he has not trusted to me. If you, who hold the clue to

all, want corroboration (which you do not), the means are

easy."
" And to what," said Sir John Chester, rising on his elbow,

after smoothing the pillow for its reception ;

" my dear, good-

natured, estimable Mr. Vardeii with whom I cannot bo

angry if I would to what does all this tend ?
"

"
I take }xm for a man, Sir John, and I suppose it tends to

pleading of natural affection in your breast," returned
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tho locksmith. "
I suppose to the straining of every nerve

and the exertion of all the influence you have, or can make,
in behalf of your miserable son, and the man who has dis

closed his existence to you. At the worst, I suppose to your

seeing your son, and awakening him to a sense of his crime

nnd danger. He has no such sense now. Think what his

life must have been, when he said in my hearing, that if I

moved you to anything, it would be to hastening his death,
and ensuring his silence, if you had it in your power !

"

" And have you, my good Mr. Varden," said Sir John in a

tone of mild reproof, "have you really lived to your present

tige, and remained so very simple and credulous, as to approach
a gentleman of established character with such credentials as

these, from desperate men in their last extremity, catching at

any straw ? Oh dear ! Oh fie, fie !" *

Tho locksmith was going to interpose, but he stopped him :

" On any other subject, Mr. Varden, I shall be delighted
I shall be charmed to converse with you, but I owe it to

my own character not to pursue this topic for another

moment."
" Think better of it, sir, when I am gone," returned the

locksmith
;

" think better of it, sir. Although you have,
thrice within as many weeks, turned your lawful son, Mr.

Edward, from your door, you may have time, you may have

years, to make your peace with him, Sir John : but that

twelve o'clock will soon be here, and soon be past for ever."
"

I thank you very much," returned the knight, kissing his

delicate hand to the locksmith, "for your guileless advice;
and I only wish, my good soul, although your simplicity is

quite captivating, that you had a little more worldly wisdom.
I never so much regretted the arrival of my hair-dresser as I

do at this moment. God bless you ! Good morning ! You '11

not forget my message to the ladies, Mr. Varden ? Peak,
show Mr. Varden to the door."

Gabriel said no more, but gave the knight a parting look,

and left him. As he quitted the room, Sir John's face

(hanged; and the smile gave place to a haggard and anxious

expression, like that of a weary actor jaded by tho perform
ance of d difficult part. He rose from liis bed with a heavy
*igh, find wrapped himself in his morning-gown.

"
So, she kept her word," he said,

" and was constant to

bor tJirout ! I would I had never seen that dark face of
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I might have read tlioso consequences in it, from the first

This affair would make a noise abroad, if it rested on Letter

evidence ; but, as it is, and by not joining the scattered links

of the chain, I can afford to slight it. Extremely distressing
to be the parent of such an uncouth creature ! Still, I gave
him very good advice. I told him he would certainly bo

hanged. I could have done no more if I had known of our

relationship ;
and there are a great many fathers who have

never done as much for their natural children. The hair

dresser may come in, Peak !

"

The hair-dresser came in
;
and saw in Sir John Chestez

(whoso accommodating conscience was soon quieted by the

numerous precedents that occurred to him in support of his

last observation), the same imperturbable, fascinating, elegant

gentleman he had seen yesterday, and many yesterdays
before.
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CHAPTER XVIII.
*

As the locksmith -walked slowly away from Sir John Chester**

chambers, he lingered tinder the trees which shaded the path,
almost hoping that he might be summoned to return. He
had turned back tlirioe, and still loitered at the corner, when
the clock struck twelve.

It was a solemn sound, and not merely for its reference to

to-morrow
;

for he knew that in that cliime the murderer's

knell was rung. He had seen him pass along the crowded

street, amidst the execrations of the throng ;
had marked his

quivering lip, and trembling limbs
;

the ashy hue upon his

face, his clammy brow, the wild distraction of his eye, the

fear of death that swallowed up all other thoughts, and

gnawed without cessation at his heart and brain. He had
marked the wandering look, seeking for hope, and finding,
turn where it would, despair. He had seen the remorseful,

pitiful, desolate creature, riding, with his coffin by his side,

to the gibbet. He knew that, to the last, he had been an

unyielding, obdurate man
;

that in the savage terror of his

condition he had hardened, rather than relented, to his wife

and child
;
and that the last words which had passed his white

lips were curses on them as his enemies.

Mr. Haredale had determined to be there and see it done.

Noil ling but the evidence of his own senses could satisfy that

gloomy thirst for retribution which had been gathering upon
him for so many years. The locksmith knew this, and when
the chimes had ceased to vibrate, hurried away to meet him.

" For these two men," he said, as he went,
"

I can do no
more. Heaven have mercy on them ! Alas ! I say I can do
no more for them, but whom can I help ? Mary Rudge will

huvo a home, and a firm frien'd when she most wants one ;

but Barnaby poor Barnaby willing Barnaby what aid

Pan I render him ? There are many, many men of sense,

Ood forgive me," cried the holiest locksmith, stopping in a
VOL. u. t



lift BARNABY RUDGE.

narrow court to pass his hand across his eyes,
" I could better

afford to lose than Barnaby. We have always been good
friends, but I never knew, till now, how much I loved the lad."

There were not many in the great city who thought of

Barnaby that day, otherwise than as an actor in a show which
was to take place to morrow. But, if the whole population
had had him in their minds, and had wished his life to be

spared, not one among them could have done so with a purer
zeal or greater singleness of heart than the good locksmith.

Barnaby was to die. There was no hope. It is not the

least evil attendant upon the frequent exhibition of this last

dread punishment, of Death, that it hardens the minds of those

who deal it out, and makes them, though they be amiable

men in other respects, indifferent to, or unconscious of, their

great responsibility. The word had gone forth that Barnaby
was to die. It went forth, every month, for lighter crimes.

It was a thing so common, that very few were startled by the

awful sentence, or cared to question its propriety. Just then,

too, when the law had been so flagrantly outraged, its dignity
must be asserted. The symbol of its dignity, stamped upon
every page of the criminal statute-book, was the gallows ;

and Barnaby was to die.

They had tried to save him. The locksmith had carried

petitions and memorials to the fountain-head, with his own
hands. But the well was not one of mercy, and Barnaby was
to die.

From the first, his mother had never left him, save at

night; and with her beside him, he was as usual contented.

On this last day, he was more elated and more proud than he

had been yet ;
and when she dropped the book she had been

reading to him aloud, and fell upon his neck, he stopped in

his busy task of folding a piece of crape about his hat, and

wondered at her anguish. Grip uttered a feeble croak, half

in encouragement, it seemed, and half in remonstrance, but he

wanted heart to sustain it, and lapsed abruptly into silence.

"With them, who stood upon the brink of the great gulph
which none can see beyond, Time, so soon to lose itself in

vast Eternity, rolled on like a mighty river, swoln and rapid

aa it nears the sea. It was morning but now
; they had sat

and talked together in a dream
;
and here was evening. The

dreadful hour of separation, which oven yesterday had seemod

BO distant, was at hand
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Tliey walked out into the court-yard, clinging to each other,

but uot speaking. Barnaby knew that the jail was a dull,

sad, miserable place, and looked forward to to-morrow, ns to

a passage from it to something bright and beautiful. lie had
a vague impression too, that he was expected to be brave

that he was a man of great consequence, and that the prison

people would be glad to make him weep, lie trod the ground
more firmly as he thought of this, and bade her take heart

and cry no more, and feel how steady his hand was. "
They

call me silly, mother. They shall see to-morrow !

"

Dennis and Hugh werj in the court-yard. Hugh came
forth from his cell as they did, stretching himself as though
he had been sleeping. Dennis sat upon a bench in a corner,

with his knees and chin huddled together, and rocked himself

to and fro like a person in severe pain.
The mother and son remained on one side of the court,

and these two men upon the other. Hugh strode up and

down, glancing fiercely every now and then at the bright
summer sky, and looking round, when he had done so, at the

walls.
' No reprieve, no reprieve ! Nobody comes near us.

There 's only the night left now !" moaned Dennis faintly, as

he wrung his hands. " Do you think they '11 reprieve me in

tin* night, brother? I've known reprieves come in the

night, afore now. I 've known 'em come as late as five, six,

and seven o'clock in the morning. Don't you think there 's

a good chance yet, don't you ? Say you do. Say you do,

young man," whined the miserable creature, with an imploring

gesture towards Barnaby,
" or I shall go mad !

"

" Better be mad than sane, here," said Hugh.
" Go mad."

" But tell me what you tliink. Somebody tell me what he

thinks!" cried the wretched object, so mean, and wretched,
and despicable, that even Pity's self might have turned away,
at sight of such a being in the likeness of a man " isn't there

a chance for me, isn't there a good chance for me ? Isn't it

likely they may be doing this to frighten me ? Don't you
think it is ? Oh !

" he almost shrieked, as he wrung his

hands,
" won't anybody give me comfort !

''

" You ought to be the best, instead of the worst," said

Hugh, stopping before him. "
Ha, ha, ha! See the hang

man, when it comes home to him !

"

"You dou't know what it is," cried Dennis, actually
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writhing as he spoke :

"
I do. That I should come to Ixj

worked off! I! I! That I should come !"
" And why not ?

"
said Hugh, as he thrust back his matted

hair to get a better view of his late associate. "
Ilow often,

before I knew your trade, did I hear you talking of this as if

it was a treat?"

"I ain't unconsisteut," screamed the miserable creature;
"

I '<! talk so again, if I was hangman. Some other man has

got my old opinions at this minute. That makes it worse.

Somebody 's longing to work me off. I know by myself that

somebody must be !"
" He '11 soon have his longing," said Hugh, resuming his

walk. " Think of that, and be quiet."

Although one of these men displayed, in his speech and

bearing, the most reckless hardihood
;
and the other, in his

every word and action, testified such an extreme of abject
cowardice that it was humiliating to see him

;
it would be

difficult to say which of them would most have repelled and
shocked an observer. Hugh's was the dogged desperation of

a savage at the stake
;
the hangman was reduced to a condi

tion little better, if any, than that of a hound with the halter

round his neck. Yet, as Mr. Dennis knew and could have

told them, these were the two commonest states of mind in

persons brought to their pass. Such was the wholesale

growth of the seed sown by the law, that this kind of harvest

was usually looked for, as a matter of course.

In one respect they all agreed. The wandering and uncon

trollable train of thought, suggesting sudden recollections of

things distant and long forgotten and remote from each other

the vague restless craving for something undefined, which

nothing could satisfy the swift flight of the minutes, fusing
themselves into hours, as if by enchantment the rapid

coming of the solemn night the shadow of death always

upon them, and yet so dim and faint, that objects the meanest

and most trivial started from the gloom beyond, and forced

themselves upon the view the impossibility of holding the

mind, even if they had been so disposed, to penitence and

preparation, or of keeping it to any point while one hideous

lascination tempted it away these things were common
them all, and varied only in their outward tokens.

"Fetch me the book I left within upon your bed,
"

Baixl to Barnaby, as the clock struck.
" Kiss me first!

''
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He looked in her face, and saw there that the time was

come. After a long embrace, he tore himself away, and ran

to bring it to her
; bidding her not stir till he came back.

Ho soon returned, for a shriek recalled him, but she was

gone.
lie ran to the yard gate, and looked through. They were

carrying her away. She had said her heart would break. It

was better so.
" Don't you think," whimpered Dennis, creeping up to

him, as he stood with his feet rooted to the ground, gazing
at the blank walls " don't you think there 's still a chance ?

It 's a dreadful end
;

it 's a terrible end for a man like me
Don't you think there 's a chance ? I don't mean for you,
I mean for me. - Don't let him hear us "

(meaning Hugh) ;

" he 's so desperate."
" Now then," said the officer, who had been lounging in

and out with his hands in his pockets, and yawning as if he
were in the last extremity for some subject of interest :

"
it 'a

time to turn in, boys."
" Not yet," cried Dennis, "not yet. Not for an hour yet."
"

I say, your watch goes different from what it used to,"

returned the man. " Once upon a time it was always too

fast. It 's got the other fault now."
" My friend," cried the wretched creature, falling on his

knees,
"
my dear friend you always were my dear Mend

there 's some mistake. Some letter has been mislaid, or some

messenger has been stopped upon the way. He may have

fallen dead. I saw a man once, fall down dead in the street,

myself, and he had papers in his pocket. Send to inquire.
Let somebody go to inquire. They never will hang me.

They never can. Yes, they will," he cried, starting to his

feet with a terrible scream. "They'll hang me by a trick,

and keep the pardon back. It 's a plot against me. I shall

lose my life !

" And uttering another yell, he fell in a fit

uj on the ground.
" See the hangman when it comes home to him !

"
cried

Hugh again, as they bore him away
" Ha ha ha ! Courage,

bold Earnaby, what care we ? Your hand ! They do well

to put us out of the world, for if we got loose a second time,
we wouldn't let them off so easy, eh ? Another shake ! A
man can die but once. If you wake in the night, sing that

out
lustily, and fall asleep again. Ha ha ha !

"
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Barnaby glanced once more through the grate into, the

empty yard; and then watched Hugh as he strode to the

steps leading to his sleeping-cell. He heard him shout, and

burst into a roar of laughter, and saw him flourish his hat.

Then he turned away himself, like one who walked in hia

sleep ; and, without any sense of fear or sorrow, lay down on

his pallet, listening for the clock to strike again.
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CHAFfER XIX

THE time wore on. The noises in the streets became less

frequent by degrees, until silence was scarcely broken save by
the bells in church towers, marking the progress softer and
more stealthy while the city slumbered of that Great

Watcher with the hoary head, who never sleeps or rests.

In the brief interval of darkness and repose which feverish

towns enjoy, all busy sounds were hushed
;
and those who

awoke from dreams lay listening in their beds, and. longed for

dawn, and wished the dead of the night were past.
Into the street outside the jail's main wall, workmen came

straggling at this solemn hour, in groups of two or three, and

meeting in the centre cast their tools upon the ground and

spoke in whispers. Others soon issued from the jail itself,

bearing on their shoulders, planks, and beams : these mate
rials being all brought forth, the rest bestirred themselves,

and the dull sound of hammers began to echo through the

stillness.

Here and there among this knot of labourers, one, with a

lantern or a smoky link, stood by to light his fellows at their

work
;
and by its doubtful aid, some might be dimly seen

taking up the pavement of the road, while others held great

upright posts, or fixed them in the holes thus made for their

reception. Some dragged slowly on towards the rest, an

empty cart, which they brought rumbling from the prison

yard ;
while others erected strong barriers across the street.

All were busily engaged. Their dusky figures moving to and

fro, at that unusual hour, so active and so silent, might have

been taken for those of shadowy creatures toiling at midnight
on some ghostly unsubstantial work, which, like themselves,
would vanish with the first gleam of day, and leave but

Mn>rniiif mist ami vapour.
While it was yet dark, a few lookers-on collected, who had

plainly tome there for the purpose and intended to remain :
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even those who had to pass the spot on their way to some
other place, lingei'ed, and lingered yet, as though the attrac

tion of that were irresistible. Meanwhile the noise of saw
and mallet went on briskly, mingled with the clattering of

boards on the stone pavement of the road, and sometimes with

the workmen's voices as they called to one another. When
ever the chimes of the neighbouring church were heard- and

that was every quarter of an hour a strange sensation,

instantaneous and indescribable, but perfectly obvious, seemed
to pervade them all.

Gradually, a faint brightness appeared in the east, and the

air, which had been very warm all through the night, felt

cool and chilly. Though there was no daylight yet, the

darkness was diminished, and the stars looked pale. The

prison, which had been a mere black mass with little shape
or form, put on its usual aspect ;

and ever and anon a solitary

watchman could be seen upon its roof, stopping to look down

upon the preparations in the street. This man, from forming,
as it were, a part of the jail, and knowing, or being supposed
to know, all that was passing witliin, became an object of as

much interest, and was as eagerly looked for, and as awfully

pointed out, as if he had been a spirit.

By and bye, the feeble light grew stronger, and the houses

with their sign-boards and inscriptions stood plainly out, in

the dull grey morning. Heavy stage waggons crawled from

the inn-yard opposite ;
and travellers peeped out

;
and as they

rolled sluggishly away, cast many a backward look towards

the jail. And now, the sun's first beams came glancing into

the street
;
and the night's work, which, in its various stages

and in the varied fancies of the lookers-on had taken a

hundred shapes, wore its own proper form a scaffold, and

a gibbet.
As the warmth of cheerful day began to shed itself upon

the scanty crowd, the murmur of tongues was heard, shutters
'

were thrown open, and blinds drawn up, and those who had

slept in rooms over against the prison, where places to see the

execution were let at high prices, rose hastily from their beds.

In some of the houses, people were busy taking out the

window sashes for the better accommodation of spectators ;
in

others, the spectators were already seated, and beguiling the

time with cards, or drink, or jokes among themselves. Some

had purchased seats upon the house-tops, and were already
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crawling to their stations from parapet and garret window.

Some were yet bargaining for good places, and stood in thorn

in a state of indecision : gazing at the slowly-swelling crowd,
and at the workmen as they rested listlessly against the

scaffold affecting to listen with indifference to the pro

prietor's eulogy of the commanding view his house afforded,

and the surpassing cheapness of his terms.

A fairer morning never shone. From the roofs and upper
stories of these buildings, the spires of city churches and the

great cathedral dome were visible, rising up beyond the

prison, into the blue sky, and clad in the colour of light
summer clouds, and showing in the clear atmosphere their

every scrap of tracery and fret-work, and every niche and

loophole. All was brightness and promise, excepting in the

street below, into which (for it yet lay in shadow) the eye
looked down as into a dark trench, where, in the midst of so

much life, and hope, and renewal of existence, stood the

terrible instrument of death. It seemed as if the very sun

forbore to look upon it.

But it was better, grim and sombre in the shade, than

when, the day being more advanced, it stood confessed in the

fidl glare and glory of the sun, with its black paint blistering,

and its nooses dangling in the light like loathsome garlands.
It was better in the solitude and gloom of midnight with a

few forms clustering about it, than in the freshness and the

stir of morning : the centre of an eager crowd. It was better

haunting the street like a spectre, when men were in their

beds, and influencing perchance the city's dreams, than braving
the broad day, and thrusting its obscene presence upon their

waking senses.

Five o'clock had struck six seven and eight. Along
the two main streets at either end of the cross-way, a living
stream had now set in, rolling towards the marts of gain ami

business. Carts, coaches, waggons, trucks, and barrows,

forced a passage through the outskirts of the throng, and
clattered onward in the same direction. Some of these which
were public conveyances and had come from a short distant-*;

in the country, stopped ;
and the driver pointed to the gibbet

with his whip, though he might have spared himself the

pains, f>r the heads of all the passengers were turned that

way without his help, and the coach windows were stuck full

of staring eyes. In some of the carts and waggons, women
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might be seen, glancing fearfully at the same unsightly thine,
and even little children were held up above the people's heada

to see what kind of toy a gallows was, and learn how men
were hanged.
Two rioters were to die before the prison, who had beon

concerned in the attack upon it
;
and one directly afterwards

in Bloomsbury Square. At nine o'clock a strong body of

military marched into the street, and formed and lined a

narrow passage into Ilolborn, which had been indifferently

kept all night by constables. Through this, another cart was

brought (the one already mentioned had been employed in the

construction of the scaffold), and wheeled up to the prison

gate. These preparations made, the soldiers stood at ease
;

the officers lounged to and fro, in the alley they had made, or

talked together at the scaffold's foot
;
and the concourse, which

had been rapidly augmenting for some hours, and still

received additions every minute, waited with an impatience
which increased with every chime of St. Sepulchre's clock, for

twelve at noon.

Up to this time they had been very quiet, comparatively

eilent, save when the arrival of some new party at a window,
hitherto unoccupied, gave them something new to look at or

to talk of. But, as the hour approached, a buzz and hum
arose, which, deepening every moment, soon swelled into a

roar, and seemed to fill the air.' No words or even voices

could be distinguished in this clamour, nor did they speak
much to each other; though such as were better informed

upon the topic than the rest, would tell their neighbours,

perhaps, that they might know the hangman when he came

out, by his being the shorter one : and that the man who was

to suffer with him was named Hugh : and that it was Barnaby

Rudge who would be hanged in Bloomsbury Square.
The hum grew, as the time drew near, so loud, that those

who were at the windows could not hear the church-clock

strike, though it was close at hand. Nor had they any need

to hear it, either, for they could see it in the people's faces.

So surely as another quarter chimed, there was a movement

in the crowd as if something had passed over it as if tlio

light upon them had been changed in which the fact was

readable as on a brazen dial, figured by a giant's hand.

Three quarters past eleven ! The murmur now was deafen-

iug, yot every man seemed mute. Look where you wou'd
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amcng the crowd, you saw strained eyes and lips compressed ;

it would have been difficult for the most vigilant observer to

point this way or that, and say that yonder man had cried

out. It were as easy to detect the motion of lips in a sea-

uhell.

Three quarters past eleven ! Many spectators who had
retired from the windows, came back refreshed, as though
their watch had just begun. Those who had fallen asleep,
roused themselves

;
and every person in the crowd made one

last effort to better his position which caused a press against
the sturdy barriers that made them bend and yield like twigs.
The officers, who until now had kept together, fell into their

several positions, and gave the words of command. Swords
were drawn, muskets shouldered, and the bright stee] winding
its way among the crowd, gleamed and glittered in the sun

like a river. Along this shining path, two men came hurry

ing on, leading a horse, which was spe">lily harnessed to the

cart at the prison door. Then, a profound silence replaced
the tumult that had so long been gathering, and a breathless

pause ensued. Every window was now choked up with

heads
; the house-tops teemed with people- clinging to

chimneys, peering over gable-ends, and holding on where the

sudden loosening of any brick or stone would dash them down
into the street. The church tower, the church roof, the

church-yard, the prison leads, the very water-spouts and lamp
posts every inch of room swarmed with human life.

At the first stroke of twelve the prison bell began to tolL

Then the roar mingled now with cries of " Hats off!
"

and
" Poor fellows !

"
and, from some specks in the great con

course, with a shriek or groan burst forth again. It was
terrible to see if any one in that distraction of excitement

could have Been the world of eager eyes, all strained upon
the scaffold and the beam.
The hollow murmuring was heard within the jail as plainly

as without. The three were brought forth into the yard,

together, as it resounded through the air. They know ita

import well.
" D' ye hear ?

"
criod Hugh, undaunted by the sound.

They expect us ! I heard them gathering when I woke in

the night, and turned over on t' other side and fell asleep

a^a.n. AVe shall see how they welcome the hangman, now
that it comes home to him. Ha, ha, ha !

"
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The Ordinary coming up at this moment, reproved him for

his indecent mirth, and advised him to alter his demeanour.
" And why, master ?

"
said Hugh.

'' Can I do better than

boar it easily ? You bear it easily enough. Oh ! never tell

me," he cried, as the other would have spoken,
" for all your

sad look and j'our solemn air, you think little enough of it !

They say you 're the best maker of lobster salads in London.

Ha, ha ! I 've heard that, you see, before now. Is it a good
one, this morning is your hand in ? How does the breakfast

look ? I hope there 's enough, and to spare, for all this hungry
company that '11 sit down to it, when the sight 's over."

"
I fear," observed the clergyman, shaking his head, "that

you are incorrigible."
" You 're right. I am," rejoined Hugh sternly.

" Be no

hypocrite, master ! You make a merry-making of this, every
month

;
let me be merry, too. If you want a frightened fellow,

there 's one that '11 suit you. Try your hand upon him."

He pointed, as he spoke, to Dennis, who, with his legs

trailing on the ground, was held between two men
;
and who

trembled so, that all his joints and limbs seemed racked by

spasms. Turning from this wretched spectacle, he called to

Barnaby, who stood apart.
"What cheer, Barnaby? Don't be downcast, lad. Leave

that to him."
" Bless you," cried Barnaby, stepping lightly towards him,

" I 'm not frightened, Hugh. I 'm quite happj'. I wouldn't

desire to live now, if they 'd let me. Look at me ! Am J

afraid to die ? Will they see me tremble ?
"

Hugh gazed for a moment at his face, on which there was
a strange, unearthly smile

;
and at his eye, which sparkled

brightly ;
and interposing between him and the Ordinary,

gruffly whispered to the latter :

"
I wouldn't say much to him, master, if I was you. He

may spoil your appetite for breakfast, though you are used

to it."

He was the only one of the three who had washed or

trimmed himself that morning. Neither of the others had

done so, since their doom was pronounced. He still wore the

broken peacock's feathers in his hat
;
and all his usual scraps

of finery were carefully disposed about his person. Ilia

kindling eye, his firm step, his proud and resolute bearing,

might Vave graced some lofty act of heroism
;
some voluntary
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sacrifice, born of a noble cause and pure enthusiasm
; rather

than that felon's death.

But all these things increased his guilt. They were mere

assumptions. The law had declared it so, and so it must be.

The good minister had been greatly shocked, not a quarter of

an hour before, at his parting with Grip. For one in his

condition, to fondle a bird !

The yard was filled with people ;
bluff civic functionaries,

officers of justice, soldiers, the curious in such matters, and

guests who had been bidden as to a wedding. Hugh looked

about him, nodded gloomily to some person in authority, who
indicated with his hand in what direction he was to proceed ;

and clapping Barnaby on the shoulder, passed out with the

gait of a lion.

They entered a large room, so near to the scaffold that the

voices of those who stood about it, could be plainly heard :

some beseeching the javelin-men to take them out of the

crowd : others crying to those behind, to stand back, for they
were pressed to death, and suffocating for want of air.

In the middle of this chamber, two smiths, with hammers,
stood beside an anvil. Hugh walked straight up to them,
and set his foot upon it with a sound as though it had been

struck by a heavy weapon. Then, with folded arms, he stood

to have his irons knocked off: scowling haughtily round, as

those who were present eyed him narrowly and whispered to

each other.

It took so much time to drag Dennis in, that this ceremony
was over with Hugh, and nearly over with Barnaby, before

he appeared. He no sooner came into the place he knew so

well, however, and among faces with which he was so

familiar, than he recovered strength and sense enough to

clasp his hands and make a last appeal.
"
Gentlemen, good gentlemen," cried the abject creature,

grovelling down upon his knees, and actually prostrating
himself upon the stone floor :

"
Governor, dear governor

honourable sheriffs worthy gentlemen have mercy upon a

wretched man that has served His Majesty, and the Law, and

Parliament, for so many years, and don't don't let me die

because of a mistake."
"
Dennis," said the governor of the jail,

"
you know wliat

the course is, and that the order came with the rest. You.
know that ve could do nothing, even if we would."
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"All I ask, sir, all I want and beg, is time, to make it

sure," cried the trembling wretch, looking wildly round for

sympathy.
" The King and Government can't know it's me;

I 'in sure they can't know it's me; or they never would bring
me to this dreadful slaughter-house. They know my name,
but they don't know it 's the same man. Stop my execution

for charity's sake stop my execution, gentlemen till they
can bo told that I 've been hangman here, nigh thirty year.
Will no one go and tell them ?

" he implored, clenching his

hands and glaring round, and round, and round again ''will

no charitable person go and tell them !

"

"Mr. Akerinan," said a gentleman who stood by, after a

moment's pause,
"
since it may possibly produce in this un

happy man a better frame of mind, even at this last minute,
let me assure liim that he was well known to have been the

hangman, when his sentence was considered."
" But perhaps they think on that account that the

punishment's not so great," cried the criminal, shuffling
towards this speaker on his knees, and holding up his folded

hands
;

" whereas it 's worse, it 's worse a hundred times, to

me than any man. Let them know that, sir. Let them know
that. They 've made it worse to me by giving me so much
to do. Stop my execution till they know that !"

The governor beckoned with his hand, and the two men,
who had supported him before, approached. He uttered a

piercing cry :

" Wait ! Wait. Only a moment only one moment more !

Give me a last chance of reprieve'. One of us three is to go
to Bloomsbury Square. Let me be the one. It may come in

that time; it's sure to come. In the Lord's name let me be

sent to Bloomsbury Square. Don't hang ine here. It 'a

murder !

"

They took him to the anvil : but even then he could bo

heard above the clinking of the smith's hammers, and the

hoarse raging of the crowd, crying that he knew of Hugh's
birth that his father was living, and was a gentleman of

influence and rank that he had family secrets in his possession
that he could tell nothing unless they gave him time, but

must die with them on his mind
;
and he continued to rave in

thit sort until his voice failed him, and he sank down a mere

heap of clothes between the two attendants.

It was at this moment that the clock struck the first stroke
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of twelve, and the bell began to toll. The various officers

with the two sheriffs at their head, moved towards the door.

All was ready when the last chime came upon the ear.

They told Hugh this, and asked if he had anything to say.

"To say!" he cried. "Not 1. I'm ready. Yes," ho

added, as his eye fell upon Barnaby,
"

I have a word to say,

too. Come hither, lad."

There was, for the moment, something kind, and even

tender, struggling in his fierce aspect, as he wrung his poor

companion by the hand. "
I '11 say this," he cried, looking

firmly round,
" that if I had ten lives to lose, and the loss of

each would give me ten times the agony of the hardest death,

I 'd lay them all down ay I would, though you gentlemen

may not believe it to save this one. This one," he added,

wringing his hand again,
" that will be lost through me."

" Not through you," said the idiot, mildly.
" Don't say

that. You were not to blame. You have been always very

good to me. Hugh, we shall know what makes the stars

shine, note /
"

"
I took him from her in a reckless mood, and didn't think

what harm would come of it," said Hugh, laying his hand

upon his head, and speaking in a lower voice.
"

I ask her

pardon, and his. Look here," he added roughly, in his

former tone. " You see this lad?
"

They murmured "
Yes," and seoined to wonder why he

asked.

"That gentleman yonder
"

pointing to the clergyman
" has often in the last few days spoken to me of faith, and

strong belief. You see what I am more brute than man,
as I have been often told but I had faith enough to beliew,
mid did beliove as strongly as any of you gentlemen ran

believe anything, that this one liie would be spared. See

what he is ! Look at him !

"

Barnaby had moved towards the door, and stood beckoning
him to follow.

"If this was not faith, and strong belief!" cried Hugh,
raising his right arm aloft, and looking upward like a savage

prophet whom the near approach of Death had filled with

inspiration,
" where are they ! What else should teach me

mo, born as I was born, and reared as I have been reared to

hope for any mercy in this hardened, cruel, unrelenting place!

Vpon these human shambles, I. who never raised his hand in
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prayer till now, call down the \vrath of God ! On that black

tree, of which I am the ripened fruit, I do invokb the curse of

all its victims, past, and present, and to come. On the head of

that man, who in his conscience, owns me for his son, I leave

the wish that he may never sicken on his bed of down, but die

a violent death as I do now, and have the night-wind for hia

only mourner. To this I say, Amen, amen !"

His arm fell downward by his side
;
he turned

;
and moved

towards them with a steady step, the man he had been before.

"There is nothing more?" said the Governor.

Hugh motioned Barnaby not to come near him (though
without looking in the direction where he stood) and answered,
" There is nothing more."

"Move forward!"
"

Unless," said Hugh, glancing hurriedly back,
" unless

any person here has a fancy for a dog ;
and not then, unless

lie means to use him well. There 's one, belongs to me, at

the house, I came from, and it wouldn't be easy to find a

better. He '11 whine at first, but he '11 soon get over that.

You wonder that I think about a dog just now," he added,
with a kind of laugh.

" If any man deserved it of me half as

well, I 'd think of him."

He spoke no more, but moved onward in his place, with a

careless air, though listening at the same time to the Service

for the Dead, with something between sullen attention and

quickened curiosity. As soon as he had passed the door, his

miserable associate was carried out
;

and the crowd beheld

the rest.

Barnaby would have mounted the steps at the same time

indeed he would have gone before them, but in both attempts
he was restrained, as he was to undergo the sentence else

where. In a few minutes the sheriffs reappeared, the same

procession was again formed, and they passed through various

rooms and passages to another door that at which the cart

was waiting. He held down his head to avoid seeing what

he knew his eyes must otherwise encounter, and took his seat

sorrowfully, and yet with something of a childish pride and

pleasure, in the vehicle. The officers fell into their places

at the sides, in front, and in the rear
;
the sheriff's cnrriagos

rolled on
;

a guard of soldiers surrounded the whole
;

and

t'.oy nxJved slowly forward through the throng and pressure

towards Lord Mansfield's ruined house.
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It was a sad sight nil the show, and strength, and glitter,

assembled round one helpless creature and sadder yet *jo

note, as he rode along, how his wandering thoughts found

btrange encouragement in the crowded windows and the con

course in the streets
;
and how, even then, lie felt the influence

of the bright sky, and looked up, smiling, into its deep
unfathomable blue. But there had l>eeu many such sights
since the riots were o\er some so moving in their nature,

and so repulsive too, that they were far more calculated to

awaken pity for*the sufferers, thai: respect for that law whoso

strong arm seemed in more than one case to be as wantonly
stretched forth now that all was safe, as it had been basely

paralysed in time of danger.
Two cripples both mere boys one with a leg of wood,

one who dragged his twisted limbs along by the help of a

crutch, were hanged in this same Bloomsbury Square. As
the cart was about to glide from under them, it was observed

that they stood with their faces from, not to, the house they
had assisted to despoil ;

and their misery was protracted that

this omission might be remedied. Another boy was hanged
in Bow Street

;
other young lads to various quarters of the

town. Four wretched women, too, were put to death. In a

word, those who suffered as rioters were, for the most part,
the weakest, meanest, and most miserable among them. It

was an exquisite satire upon the false religious cry which had
led to so much misery, that some of these people owned
themselves to be catholics, and begged to be attended by their

own priests.

One j-oung man was hanged in Bishopsgate Street, whose

aged grey-headed father waited for him at the gallows, kissed

him at its foot when he arrived, and sat there on the ground,
until they took him down. They would have given him the

body of his child
;
but he had no hearse, no coffin, nothing to

remove it in, being too poor and walked meekly away beside

the cart that took it back to prison, trying as he wont to

touch its lifeless hand.

But, the crowd had forgotten these matters, or cared little

about them if they lived in their memory : and while one

great multitude fought and hustled to get near the gibbet
before Newgate, for a parting look, another followed in the

train of poor lost Barnaby, to swell the throng that waited

fcr him on the spot.
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CHAPTER XX.

ON this sanre day, and about this very hour, Mr. Willet.

the elder, sat smoking his pipe in a chamber of the Black

Lion. Although it was hot summer weather, Mr. Willet sat

close to the fire. He was in a state of profound cogitation,
with his own thoughts, and it was his ciistom at such times to

stew himself slowly, under the impression that that process ol

cookery was favourable to the melting out of his ideas, which,
when he began to simmer, sometimes oozed forth so copiously
as to astonish even himself.

Mr. Willet had been several thousand times comforted by
his friends and acquaintance, with the assurance that for the

loss he had sustained in the damage done to the Maypole, he

could "come upon the county." But as this phrase happened
to bear an unfortunate resemblance to the popular expression
of "

coming on the parish," it suggested to Mr. Willet's

mind no more consolatory visions than pauperism on ax

extensive scale, and ruin in a capacious aspect. Consequently,
lie had never failed to receive the intelligence with a ruefu.

shake of the head, or a dreary stare, and had been always
observed to appear much more melancholy after a visit oi

condolence than at any other time in the whole four-and-

twenty hours.

It chanced, however, that sitting over the fire on this par
ticular occasion perhaps because he was, as it were, done to

a turn
; perhaps because he was in an unusually bright state

of mind
; perhaps because he had considered the subject so

long; perhaps because of all these favouring circumstances

taken together it chanced that, sitting over the fire on this

particular occasion, Mr. Willet did, afar off and in the

remotest depths of his intellect, perceive a kind of lurking
hirifc or faint suggestion, that out of the public purse there

might issue funds for the restoration of the Maypole to its

former high place amoi>:,- the taverns of the earth. And this
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dim ray of light did so diffuse itself within him, and did so

kindle up and shine, that at hist he had it as plainly and

visibly before him as the blaze by which he sat : and fully

persuaded that he was the first to make the discovery, and

that he had started, hunted down, fallen upon, and knocked

on the head, a perfectly original idea which had never pre
sented itself to any other man, alive or dead, he laid dcwn his

pipe, rubbed his hands, and chuckled audibly.
"
Why, father !

"
cried Joe, entering at the moment,

"
you 're in spirits to-day !

"

"
It 's nothing partickler," said Mr. Willet, chuckling again.

"
It 's nothing at all partickler, Joseph. Tell me something

about the Salwanners." Having preferred this request, Mr.

Willet chuckled a third time, and after these unusual demon
strations of levity, he put his pipe in his mouth again.
"What shall I tell you, father?" asked Joe, laying his

hand upon his sire's shoulder, and looking down into his face.
" That I have come back, poorer than a church mouse? You
know that. That I have come back, maimed and crippled?
You know that."

"
It was took off," muttered Mr. Willet, with his eyes upon

the fire,
" at the defence of the Salwanners, in America, where

the war is."
"
Quite right," returned Joe, smiling, and leaning with his

remaining elbow on the back of his father's chair;
" the very

subject I came to speak to you about. A man with one arm,

father, is not of much use in the busy world."

This was one of those vast propositions which Mr. Willet

had never considered for an instant, and required time to
"
tackle." Wherefore he made no answer.
" At all events," said Joe,

" he can't piok and choose hi^

means of earning a livelihood, as another man may. He
can't say

*
I will turn my hand to this,' or '

I won't turn inv

hand to that,' but must take what he can do, and be thankful

it 's no worse. What did you say% ?
"

Mr. Willet had been softly repeating to himself, in a musing
tone, the words " defence of the Salwanners :

" but he seemed

embarrassed at having been overheard, and answered " No
thing."

" Now look here, father. Mr. Edward has come to England
from, the West Indies. Wli-n lie was lost sight of (I nu
away oil the same day, father), he made a voyage to oue of

tit
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the islands, where a school- friend of his had settled; and,

finding him, wasn't too prond to be employed on his estate,

and and in short, got on well, and is prospering, and has

come over here on business of his own, and is going back

again speedily. Our returning nearly at the same time, and

meeting in the course of the late troubles, has been a good

tiling every way; for it has not only enabled us to do old

friends some service, but has opened a path in life for me
which I may tread without being a burden upon you. To be

plain, father, he can employ me ;
I have satisfied myself that

I can be of real use to him
;
and I am going to carry my one

arm away with him, and to make the most of it."

In the mind's eye of Mr. Willet the West Indies, and indeed

all foreign countries, were inhabited by savage nations, who
were perpetually burying pipes of peace, flourishing toma

hawks, and puncturing strange patterns in their bodies. He
uo sooner heard this announcement, therefore, than he leaned

back in his chair, took his pipe from his lips, and stared at

his son with as much disma)' as if he already beheld him tied

to a stake, and tortured for the entertainment of a lively

population. In what form of expression his feelings would
have found a vent, it is impossible to say. Nor is it neces

sity : for, before a syllable occurred to him, Dolly Varden
tame running

1 into the room, in tears, threw herself on Joe's

breast without a word of explanation, and clasped her white

arms round his neck.

"Dolly!" cried Joe. "Dolly!"
"Ay, call me that; call me .that always," exclaimed the

locksmith's little daughter; "never speak coldly to me, never

be distant, never again reprove me for the follies I have long

repented, or I shall die, Joe."
" / reprove you !

"
said Joe.

" Yes for every kind and honest word you uttered, went

tc my heart. For you, who have borne so much from me
for you, who owe your sufferings and pain to my caprice for

you to be so kind so noble to me, Joe "

He could say nothing to her. Not a syllable. There was

an oud sort of eloquence in his one arm, which had crept

louiid her waist : but his lips were mute.
" If you had reminded me by a word only by one short

word." sobbed Dolly, clinging yet closer to him,
" how little I

deserved that you should treat me with BO much forbearance ;



BAIINABY RUDGE. 105

if you had exulted only for one moment in your triumph, I

could have borne it better."

"Triumph!" repeated Joe, with a smile which seemed to

say.
"

I am a pretty figure for that."
"
Yes, triumph," she cried, with her whole heart and soul

in her earnest voice, and gushing tears
;

" for it is one. I nm
glad to think and know it is. I wouldn't be less humbled,
ck'ar I wouldn't be without the recollection of that last time

we spoke together in this place no, not if I could recal the

past, and make our parting, yesterday."
. Did ever lover look as Joe looked now !

"
Dear. Joe," said Dolly,

"
I always loved you in my own

heart I always did, although I was so vain and giddy. I

hoped you would come back that night. I made quite sure

you would. I prayed for it on my knees. Through all these

long, long years, I have aever once forgotten you, or left otf

hoping that this happy time might come."

The eloquence of Joe's arm surpassed the most impassioned

language j
and so did that of his lips yet he said nothing,

either.
" And now, at last," cried Doll}', trembling with the fervour

of her speech,
"

if you were sick, and shattered in -your every,
limb

;
if you were ailing, weak, and sorrowful

; if, instead 61'

being what you are, you were in everybody's eyes but mine
the wreck and ruin of a man

;
I would be your wife, dear

love, with greater pride and joy, than if you were the stateliest

lord in England !
"

" "What have I done," cried Joe,
" what have I done to

meet with this reward ?
"

" You have taught me," said Dolly, raising her pretty face

to his, "to know myself, and your worth; to be something
better than I was

;
to be more deserving of your true and

manly nature. In years to come, dear Joe, you shall find that

you have done so
;

for I will be, not only now, when we are

young and full of hope, but when wo have grown old and

weary, your patient, gentle, never-tiring wife. I will never

know a wish or care beyond our home and you, and I will

always study how to please you with my best affection and my
most devoted love. I will : indeed I will !

"

Joe could only repeat bis former eloquence but it was very
much to the purpose.

"
They know of this, at home," said Dolly

" For your
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sake, I would leave even them ; but they know it, and are

glad of it, and are as proud of you as I am, and as full of

gratitude. You '11 not come and see me as a poor friend who
knew me when I was a girl, will you, dear Joe ?

"

Well, well ! It don't matter what Joe said in answer, but

he said a great deal
;
and Dolly said a great deal too : and he

folded Dolly in his one arm pretty tight, considering that it

was but one
;
and Dolly made no resistance : and if ever two

people were happy in this world which is not an utterly
miserable one, with all its faults we may, with some appear
ance of certainty, conclude that they were.

To say that during these proceedings Mr. "Willet the elder

underwent the greatest emotions of astonishment of'which our

common nature is susceptible to say that he was in a perfect

paralysis of surprise, and that he wandered into the most

stupendous and theretofore unattainable heights of complicated
amazement would be to shadow forth his state of mind in

the feeblest and lamest terms. If a roc, an eagle, a griffin, a

flying elephant, a winged sea-horse, had suddenly appeared,

and, taking him on its back, carried him bodily into the heart

of the "
Salwanners," it would have been to him as an every

day occurrence, in comparison with what he now beheld. To
be sitting quietly by, seeing and hearing these things ;

to be

completely overlooked, unnoticed, and disregarded, while his

son and a young lady were talking to each other in the most

impassioned manner, kissing each other, and making them
selves in all respects perfectly at home; was a position so

tremendous, so inexplicable, so utterly beyond the widest

range of his capacity of comprehension, that he fell into a

lethargy of wonder, and could no more rouse himself than an

enchanted sleeper in the first year of his fairy lease, a century

long.
"
Father," said Joe, presenting Dolly.

" You know who
this is ?

"

Mr. Willet looked first at her, then at his son, then back

again at Dolly, and then made an ineffectual effort to extract

a whiff from his pipe, which had gone out long ago.
"
Say a word, father, if it's only

' how d' ye do,'
"
urged

Joe.

"Certainly, Joseph," answered Mr. Willet. "Oh yeel

Why not ?
"

" To be sure," said Joe. '' Why not ?
"
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"Ah!" ropliod his father. "Why not?" and with this

remark, which he uttered in a low voice as though he wore

discussing some grave question with himself, he used tho little

finger if any of his fingers can be said to have come under

that denomination of his right hand as a tobacco-stopper,
and was silent again.
And so lie sat for half an hour at least, although Dolh', in

the most endearing of manners, hoped a dozen times, that ho

was not angry with her. So lie sat for half an hour, quite

motionless, and looking all the while like nothing so much as

a great Dutch Pin or Skittle. At the expiration of that

period, he suddenly, and. without the least notice, burst (to

the great consternation of the young people) into a very loud

and very short laugh ; and repeating
"
CertniiJy, Joseph. Oh

yos ! Why not ?
" went ottt for a walk.
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CHAPTER XXI.

Oi,n John did not walk near the Golden Key, for between

the Golden Key and the Black Lion there lay a wilderness of

streets as ever}
7

body knows who is acquainted with the rela

tive bearings of Clerkenwell and Whitechapel and lie was

by no means famous for pedestrian exercises. But the Golden

Key lies in our way, though it was out of his; so to the

Golden Key this chapter goes.
The Golden Key itself, fair emblem of the locksmith's trade,

had been pulled down by the rioters, and roughly trampled
under foot. But, now, it was hoisted up again in all the glory
of a new coat of paint, and showed more bravely even than in

days of yore. Indeed the whole house-front was spruce and

trim, and so freshened up throughout, that if there yet re

mained at large any of the rioters who had been concerned in

the attack upon it, the sight of the old, goodly, prosperous dwell

ing, so revived, must have been to them as gall and wormwood.
The shutters of the shop were closed, however, and the

window-blinds above were all pulled down, and in place of its

usual cheerful appearance, the house had a look of sadness

and an air of mourning ;
which the neighbours, who in old

days had often seen poor Barnaby go in and out, were at no

loss to understand. The door stood partly open ;
but the

locksmith's hammer was unheard
;
the cat sat moping on the

ashy forge ;
all was deserted, dark, and silent.

On the threshold of this door, Mr. Haredale and Edward
Chester met. The younger man gave place ;

and both passing
in with a familiar air, which seemed to denote that they were

tarrying there or were well-accustomed to go to and fro

unquestioned, shut it behind them.

Entering the old back parlour, and ascending the flight of

stairs, abrupt and steep, and quaintly fashioned as of old, they

turned into the best room
;
the pride of Mrs. Varden's heart,

and erst the scene of Miggs's household labours.



BARNAHY RUDGE.
^

lt

" Varden brought tlie mother here last evening, he told

me ?
"

said Mr. Haredale.
" She is above stairs now in the room over here," Edward

rejoined.
" Her grief, they say, is past all telling. I needn't

add for that you know beforehand, sir that the care,

humanity, and sympathy of these good people have no
bounds."

"
I am sure of that. Heaven repay them for it, and for

much more ! Varden is out ?
"

" He returned with your messenger, who arrived almost at

the moment of his coming home himself. He was out the

whole night but that of course you know. He was with you
the greater part of it ?

"

" He was. Without him, I should have lacked my right
hand. He is an older man than I

;
but nothing can conquer

him."
" The cheeriest, stoutest-hearted fellow in the world."
" He has a right to be. He has a right to be. A better

creature never lived. He reaps what he has sown no more."
"

It is not all men," said Edward, after a moment's hesita

tion,
" who have the happiness to do that."

" More than you imagine," returned Mr. Haredale. " We
note the harvest more than the seed-time. You do so in me."

In truth his pale and haggard face, and gloomy bearing,
had so far influenced the remark, that Edward was, for the

moment, at a loss to answer him.
"
Tut, tut," said Mr. Haredale, "'twas not very difficult to

read a thought so natural. But you are mistaken neverthe

less. I have had my share of sorrows more than the

common lot, perhaps but I have borne them ill. I have

broken where I should have bent
;
and have mused and

brooded, when my spirit should have mixed with all God's

great creation. The men who learn endurance, are they who
call the whole world brother. I have turned Jrom the world,
and I pay the penalty."

Edward would have interposed, but he went on without

giving him time.
"

It is too late to evade it now. I sometimes think, that if

I had to live my life once more, I might amend this fnult

not so much, I discover when I search my mind, for the love

of whnt is right, as fov my own sake. But even when I make
these butter resolutions, I instinctively recoil from the idea of
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suffering again what I have undergone ;
and in this circuit

stance I find the unwelcome assurance that I should still be
the same man, though I could cancel the past, and begin
anew, with its experience to guide me."

"
Nay, you make too sure of that," said Edward.

'' You think so," Mr. Haredale answered,
" and I am glad

you do. I know myself better, and therefore distrust myself
more. Let us leave this subject for another not so far

removed from it as it might, at first sight, seem to be. Sir,

you still love my niece, and she is still attached to you."
"

I have that assurance from her own lips," said Edward,
" and you know I am sure you know that I would not

exchange it for any blessing life could yield me."
" You are frank, honourable, and disinterested," said Mr.

Haredale; "you have forced the conviction that you are so,

even on my once-jaundiced mind, and I believe you. Wait
here till I come back."

He left the room as he spoke ;
but soon returned with his

niece.
" On that first and only time," he said, looking from the

one to the other,
" when we three stood together under her

father's roof, I told you to quit it, and charged you never to

return."

"It is the only circumstance arising out of our love,"

observed Edward,
" that I have forgotten."

" You own a name," said Mr. Haredale,
"
I had deep

reason to remember. I was moved and goaded by recollections

of personal wrong and injury, I know, but, even now I cannot

charge myself with having, then, or ever, lost sight of a heart

felt desire for her true happiness; or with having acted

however much I was mistaken with any other impulse than

the one pure, single, earnest wish to be to her, as far as in my
inferior nature lay, the father she had lost."

" Dear uncle," cried Emma, "
I have known no parent but

you. I have loved the memory of others, but I have loved

you all my life. Never was father kinder to his child than

you have been to me, without the interval of one harsh hour,

since I can first remember."
" You speak too fondly," he answered,

" and yet I cannot

wish you were less partial ;
for I have a pleasure in hearing

those words, and shall have in calling them to mind when we

are far asunder, which nothing else could give me, Bear with
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me for a moment longer, Edward, for she and I have been

together many years ;
and although I believe that in resigning

her to you I put the seal upon her future happiness, I find it

needs an effort."

He pressed her tenderly to his bosom, and after a minute's

pause, resumed :

41
I have done you wrong, sir, and I ask your forgiveness

in no common phrase, or show of sorrow
;
but with earnest

ness and sincerity. In the same spirit, I acknowledge to you
l)oth that the time has been when I connived at treachery and

falsehood which if I did not perpetrate myself, I still per
mitted to rend you two asunder."

" You judge yourself too harshly," said Edward. " Let

these things rest."
"
They rise up in judgment against me when I look back,

and not now for the first time," he answered.
" I cannot part

from you without your full forgiveness ;
for busy life and I

have little left in common now, and I have regrets enough to

carry into solitude, without addition to the stock."
44 You bear a blessing from us both," said Emma. 44 Never

mingle thoughts of me of me who owe you so much love and

duty with anything but undying affection and gratitude for

the past, and bright hopes for the future."
" The future," returned her uncle, with a melancholy smile,

4<
is a bright word for you, and its image should be wreathed

with cheerful hopes. Mine is of another kind, but it will be

one of peace, and free, I trust, from care or passion. When
you quit England I shall leave it too. There are cloisters

abroad
;
and now that the two great objects of my life are set

ut rest, I know no better home. You droop at that, forgetting
I am growing old, and that my course is nearly run. Well,
we will speak of it again not once or twice, but many times ;

and you shall give me cheerful counsel, Emma."
44 And you will take it ?

"
asked his niece.

44
1 '11 listen to it," he answered, with a kiss, "and it will

have its weight, be certain. What have I left to say ? You

have, of late, been much together. It is better and more

fitting that the circumstances attendant on the past, which

wrought your separation, and sowed between }-ou suspicion
and distrust, should not be entered on by me."

"
Much, much better," whispered Emma.

"
I avow my share in them," said Mr. Harodale,

"
though
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I held it, at the time, in detestation. Let no man tum aside,

ever so slightly, from the broad path of honour, on the

plausible pretence that he is justified by the goodness of his

end. All good ends can be \vorked out by good means.

Those that cannot, are bad
;
and may be counted so at once,

and left alone."

He looked from her to Edward, and said in a gentler
tone :

" In goods and fortune you are now nearly equal. I have

been her faithful steward, and to that remnant of a richer

property which iny brother left her, I desire to add, in token

of my love, a poor pittance, scarcely worth the mention, for

which I have no longer any need. I am glad you go abroad.

Let our ill-fated house remain the ruin it is. When you
return, after a few thriving years, you will command a better,

and a more fortunate one. We are friends ?
"

Edward took his extended hand, and grasped it heartily.
" You are neither slow nor cold in your response," said Mr.

Haredale, doing the like by him,
" anO when I look upon you

now, and know you, I feel that I would choose you for her

husband. Her father had a generous nature, and you Avoidd

have pleased him well. I give her to you in his name, and

with his blessing. If the world and I part in this act, we

part on happier terms than we have lived for many a

day."
He placed her in his arms, and would have left the room,

but that he was stopped in his passage to the door by
a great noise at a distance, which made them start and

pause.
It was a loud shouting, mingled with boisterous acclamations,

that rent the veiy air. It drew nearer and nearer every

moment, and approached so rapidly, that, even while they

listened, it burst into a deafening confusion of sounds at the

Btreet corner.
" This must be stopped quieted,*' said Mr. Haredale

hastily.
" We should have foreseen this, and provided against

it. I will go out to them at once."

But, before he could reach the door, and before Edward
could catch up his hat and follow him, they were again
arrested by a loud sliriek from above stairs : and the lock

smith's wife, bursting in, and fairly running into Mr.

Haredalc's arms, ?ricd out :
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" She knows it all, dear sir ! she knows it all ! We broke

it out to hor by degrees, and she is quite prepared." Having
made this communication, and furthermore thanked Heaven
\vilh grtv,t fervour and heartiness, the good lady, according to

the custom of matrons on all occasions of excitement, fainted

a\vay dire* tly.

They ran to the window, threw up the sash, and looked

into the crowded street. Among a dense mob of persons, of

whom not one was for an instant still, the locksmith's ruddy
face aud burly form could be descried, beating about as though
(ie was struggling with a rough sea. Now, he was carried

back a score of yards, now onward nearly to the door, no \v

back again, now forced against the opposite houses, now

against those adjoining his own : now carried up a flight of

steps, and greeted by the outstretched hands of half a hundred

men, while the whole tumultuous concourse stretched their

Ihroats, and cheered with all their might. Though he was

really in a fair way to be torn to pieces in *lio general

enthusiasm, the locksmith, nothing discomposed, echoed their

shouts till he was hoarse as they, and in a glow of joy and

right good-humour, waved his hat until the daylight shone

between its brim and crown.

But in all the bandyings from hand to hand, and strivings

to and fro, and sweepings here and there, which saving that

he looked more jolly and more radiant after every struggle
troubled his peace of mind no more than if he had been a

straw upon the water's surface, he never once released his

firm grasp of an arm, drawn tight through his. He sometimes

turned to clap this friend upon the back, or whisper in his ear

a word of staunch encouragement, or cheer him with a smile ;

but his great care was to shield him from the pressure, and
porce a passage for him to the Golden Key. Passive and

timid, scared, pale, and wondering, and gazing at the throng
as if ho were newly risen from the dead, and felt himself a

ghost among the living, Barnaby not Barnaby in the spirit,

but in flesh and blood, with pulses, sinews, nerves, and beat

ing heart, and strong affections clung to his stout old friend,

and followed where he led.

And thus, in course of time, they reached the door, held

ready for their entrance by no unwilling hands. Then

slipping in, and shutting out the crowd hy main force,

Gabriel <rfooH between Mr. Haredale and Edward Chester, and



174 BAUXABY KUDO!?.

Barnaby, rushing up the stairs, fell upon his knees beside his

mother's bed.
" Such is the blessed end, sir," cried the panting locksmith,

to Mr. Haredale,
" of the best day's work we ever did. The

rogues ! it 's been hard fighting to get away from 'em. I

almost thought, once or twice, they 'd have been too much for

us with their kindness !

"

They had striven, all the previous day, to rescue Barnaby
from his impending fate. Failing in their attempts, in the

first quarter to which they addressed themselves, they renewed
them in another. Failing there, likewise, they began afresh

at midnight; and made their way, not only to the judge and

jury who had tried him, but to men of influence at court, to

the young Prince of Wales, and even to the antechamber of

the king himself. Successful, at last, in awakening an interest

in his favour, and an inclination to inquire more dispassionately
into his case, they had had an interview with the minister, in

his bed, so late as eight o'clock that morning. The result of

a searching inquiry (in which they, who had known the poor
fellow from his childhood, did other good service besides

bringing it about) Avas, that between eleven and twelve

o'clock, a free pardon to Barnaby Rudge was made out and

signed, and entrusted to a horse-soldier for instant conveyance
to the place of execution. This courier reached the spot just
as the cart appeared in sight; and Barnaby being carried

back to jail, Mr. Ilaredale, assured that all was safe, had gone

straight from Bloomsbury Square to the Golden Key, leaving
to Gabriel the grateful task of bringing liim home in

triumph.
"

I needn't say," observed the locksmith, when he had
shaken hands with all the males in the house, and hugged ail

the females, five-and-forty times, at least,
"

that, except

among ourselves, / didn't want to make a triumph of it. But,

directly we got into the street we were known, and this

hubbub began. Of the two," he added, as he wiped his

crimson face,
" and after experience of both, I think I 'd

rather be taken out of my house by a crowd of enemies, than

escorted home by a mob of friends !

"

It was plain enough, however, that this was mere talk on

Gabriel's part, and that the whole proceeding afforded him

the keenest delight; for the people continuing to make a

great noise without, and to cheer as if their voices were in th.a
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/Vines'., order, and good for a fortnight, he sent up stairs for

Grip (who had come home at his muster's back, and had

acknowledged the favours of the multitude by drawing blood

from every finger that came within his reach), and with the

bird upon his arm, presented himself at the first floor window,
and waved his hat again until it dangled by a shred, between

liis fingers and thumb. This demonstration having been

received with appropriate shouts, and silence being in some

degree restored, he thanked them for their sympathy ; and

taking the liberty to inform them that there was a sick person
in the house, proposed that they should give three cheers for

King George, three moro for Old England, and three more
for nothing particular, as a closing ceremony. The crowd

assenting, substituted Gabriel Varden for the nothing par
ticular

;
and giving him gne over, for good measure, dispersed

in high good-humour.
What congratulations were exchanged among the inmates

at the Golden Key, when they were left alone
;

what an

overflowing of joy and happiness there was among them; how

incapable it was of expression in Barnaby's own person ;
and

how he went wildly from one to another, until he became so'

far tranquillised, as to stretch himself on the ground beside

his mother's couch, and fall into a deep sleep ;
are matters

that need not be told. And it is well they happened to be of

this class, for they would be very hard to tell, were their

narration ever so indispensable.
Before leaving this bright picture, it may be well to glance

at a dark and very different one which was presented to only
a few eyes, that same night.

The scene was a churchyard ;
the time, midnight ;

the

persons, Edward Chester, a clergyman, a grave-digger, and
the four bearers of a homely coffin. They stood about a grave
which had been newly dug, and one of the bearers held up a
dim lantern, the only light there which shed its feeble ray

upon the book of prayer. He placed it for a moment on the

coffin, when he and his companions were about to lower it

down. There was no inscription on the lid.

The mould fell solemnly upon the last house of this

nameless man
; and the rattling dust left a dismal echo even

in the accustomed ears of those who had borne it to its

resting -place. The grave was filled in to the top, and trodden

down. They all left the spot together.
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" You never saw him, living ?
" asked the clergyman, of

Edward.
"
Often, years ago ;

not knowing him for my brother."
" Never since ?

"

"Never. Yesterday, he steadily refused to see me. It

was urged upon him, many times, at my desire."
"

Still he refused ? That was hardened and unnatural."
" Do you think so ?

"

"
I infer that you do not ?

"

" You are right. We hear the world wonder, every day,,

at monsters of ingratitude. Did it never occur to you that it

often looks for monsters of affection, as though they were

things of course ?
"

They had reached the gate by this time, and bidding each

other good night, departed on their separate ways.
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CHAPTER XXII.

THAT afternoon, when lie had slept off his fatigue ;
had

shaved, and washed, and dressed, and freshened himself from

top to toe
;
when he had dined, comforted himself with a

pil>e, an extra Toby, a nap in the great arm-chair, and a

quiet chat with Mrs. Varden on everything that had happened,
was happening, or about to happen, within the sphere of their

domestic concern
;

the locksmith sat himself down at the

tea-table in the little back parlour : the rosiest, cosiest,

merriest, heartiest, best-contented old buck, in Great Britain

or out of it.

There he sat, with his beaming eye on Mrs. V., and his

shining face suffused with gladness, and his capacious waist

coat smiling in every wrinkle, and his jovial humour peeping
from under the table in the very plumpness of his legs : a

sight to turn the vinegar of misanthropy into purest milk of

human kindness. There he sat, watching his wife as she

decorated the room with flowers for the greater honour of

Dolly and Joseph Willet, who had gone out walking, and for

whom the tea-kettle had been singing gaily on the hob full

twenty minutes, chirping as never kettle chirped before
;
for

whom the l>est service of real undoubted china, patterned with

divers round-faced mandarins holding up broad umbrellas,
was now displayed in all its glory ;

to tempt whose appetites
a clear, transparent, juicy ham, garnished with cool green
lettuce-leaves and fragrant cucumber, reposed upon a shady
table, covered with a snow white cloth

;
for whose delight,

preserves and jams, crisp cakes and other pastry, short to eat,

with cunning twists, and cottage loaves, and rolls of bread

both white and brown, were all set foith in rich profusion ;

in whose youth Mrs. V. herself had grown quite young, and
stood thc-re in a gown of red and white: symmetrical ir

fitfuro, Itnxom in bodice, niddy in cheek and lip, faultless in

ankle, laughing in f;ice and mood, in all respecta delicious to
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behold there sat the locksmith among
1

all and every thcso

delights, the sun that shone upon them all : the centre of the

system : the source of light, heat, life, and frank enjoyment
in the bright household world.

And when had Dolly ever been tBe Dolly of that afternoon ?

To see how she came in arm-in-arm with Joe
;
and how she

made an effort not to blush or seem at all confused
;
and how

she made believe she didn't care to sit on his side of the table
;

and how she coaxed the locksmith in a whisper not to joke ;

and how her colour came and went in a little restless flutter of

happiness, which made her do everything wrong, and yet so

charmingly wrong that it was better than right ! why, the

locksmith could have looked on at this (as he mentioned to

Mrs. Varden when they retired for the night) for four-and-

twenty hours at a stretch, and never wished it done.

The recollections, too, with which they made merry over

that long-protracted tea ! The glee with which the locksmith

asked Joe if he remembered that stormy night at the Maypole
when he first asked after Dolly the laugh they all had,
about that night when she was going out to the party in the

sedan-chair the unmerciful manner in which they rallied

Mrs. Varden about putting those flowers outside that very
window the difficulty Mrs. Varden ftnmd in joining the laugh

against herself, at first, and the extraordinary perception sho

had of the joke when she overcame it the confidential state

ments of Joe concerning the precise day and hour when he

was first conscious of being fond of Dolly, and Dolly's blushing

admissions, half volunteered and half extorted, as to the time

from which she dated the discovery that she " didn't mind ''

Joe here was an exhaustless fund of mirth and conversation !

Then, there was a great deal to be said regarding Mw.
Varden's doubts, and motherly alarms, and shrewd suspicions :

and ii appeared that from Mrs. Varden's penetration and

extreme sagacity nothing had ever been hidden. She had

known it all along, fc'he had seeu it from the first. She had

always predicted it. She had been aware of it before the

principals. She had said within herself (for she remembered
the exact words)

" that young Willet is certainly looking after

our Dolly, and I must look after him." Accordingly, she had

looked after him. and had observed many little circumstances

(all of which she named) so exceedingly minute that nobody
else could make airythir.g out of them even uow

;
and had. it
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seemed from first to last, displayed the most unbounded tact

and most consummate generalship.
Of course the night when Joe vould rido homeward by the

side of the chaise, and when Mrs. Varden vould insist upon
his going back again, was not forgotten nor the night when

Dolly fainted on his name being mentioned nor the times

upon times when Mrs. Varden, ever watchful and prudent,
had found her pining in her own chamber. In short, nothing
was forgotten ; and everything by some means or other

brought them back to the conclusion, that that was the

happiest hour in all their lives
; consequently, that everything

must have occurred for the best, and nothing could be

suggested which would have made it better.

While they were in the full glow of such discourse as this,

there came a startling knock at the door, opening from the

street into the workshop, which had been kept closed all day
that the house might be more quiet. Joe, as in duty bound,
would hear of nobody but himself going to open it

;
and

accordingly left the room for that purpose.
It would have been odd enough, certainly, if Joe had

forgotten the way to this door
;
and even if he had, as it was

a pretty large one and stood straight before him, he could not

easily have missed it. But Dolly, perhaps because she was in

the flutter of spirits before mentioned, or perhaps because she

thought he would not be able to open it with his one arm
she could have had no other reason hurried out after him

;

and they stopped so long in the passage no doubt owing to

Joe's entreaties that she would not expose herself to the

draught of July air which must infallibly come rushing in on
tliis same door being opened that the knock was repeated, in

a yet more startling manner than before.
"

Is anybody going to open that door ?
"
cried the locksmith.

" Or shall I come ?
"

Upon that, Dolly went running back into the parlour, all

dimples and blushes ; and Joe opened it with a mighty noise,
end other superfluous demonstrations of being in a violent

hurry.
"
Well," said the locksmith, when he reappeared :

" what
is it ? ch Joe ? what are you laughing at ?

"
"
Nothing sir. It's coming in."

" Who 's coining in ? what 's coming in ?
" Mrs. Varden,

as much at a loss us her husband, could only shake her head
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in answer to his inquiring look : so, the locksmith wheeled
his chair round to command a better view of the room door,
uncl stared at it with his eyes wide open, and a mingled
expression of curiosity and wonder shining in his jolly faco.

Instead of some person or persons straightway appearing,
divers remarkable sounds were heard, first in the workshop
and afterwards in the little dark passage between it and the

parlour, as though some unwieldy chest or heavy piece of

furniture were being brought in, by an amount of human

strength inadequate to the task. At length after much

struggling and bumping, and bruising of the wall on both

sides, the door was forced open as by a battering-ram ;
and

the locksmith, steadily regarding what appeared beyond, smote

his thigh, elevated his eyebrows, opened his mouth, and cried

in a loud voice expressive of the utmost consternation :

"
Damme, if it an't Miggs come back !

"

The young damsel whom he named no sooner heard these

words, than deserting a very small boy and a very large box

by which she was accompanied, and advancing with such

precipitation that her bonnet flew off her head, burst into the

room, clasped her hands (in which she held a pair of pattens,
one in each), raised her eyes devotedly to the ceiling, and
shed a flood of tears.

"The old story!" cried the locksmith, looking at her in

inexpressible desperation.
" She was born to be a damper,

this young woman ! nothing can prevent it !

"

" Ho master, ho mim !

"
cried Miggs,

" can I constrain my
feelings in these here once agin united moments ! Ho Mr.

"VVarsen, here 's blessedness among relations, sir ! Here 's

forgiveness of injuries, here 's amicableness !

"

The locksmith looked from his wife to Dolly, and from

Dolly to Joe, and from Joe to Miggs, with his eyebrows still

elevated and his mouth still open. When his eyes got back

to Miggs, they rested on her; fascinated.

"To think," cried Miggs with hysterical joy, "that Mr.

Joe, and dear Miss Dolly, has raly come together after all as

has been said and done contrairy ! To see them two a settin'

along with him and her, so pleasant and in all respects so

nffablo and mild
;
and mo not knowing of it, and not being in

the ways to make no preparations for their teas. Ho what a

cutting tiling it is, and yet what sweet sensations is awoke

within uie ' "
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Either in clasping her handi again, or in o& ecstucy of

pious joy. Miss Miggs clinked her pattens after the manner of

a pair of cymbals, at this juncture ;
and then resumed, in the

softest accents :

" And did ray missis think ho goodness, did she think

as her own Miggs, which supported her under so many trials,

and understood her natur' when them as intended well but

acted rough, went so deep into her feelings did she think as

her own Miggs would ever leave her ? Did she think as

Miggs, though she was but a servant, and knowed that

servitudes was no inheritances, would forgit that she was
the humble instruments as always made it comfortable between

them two when they fell out, and always told master of the

meekness and forgiveness of her blessed dispositions! Did
she think as Miggs had no attachments ! Did she think that

wages was her only object !

"

To none of these interrogatories, whereof every one was
more pathetically delivered than the last, did Mrs. Varden
answer one word : but Miggs, not at all abashed by this

circumstance, turned to the small boy in attendance her

eldest nephew son of her own married sister born in

Golden Lion Court, number twenty-sivin, and bred in the

very shadow of the second bell handle on the right hand door

post and with a plentiful use of her pocket handkerchief,
addressed herself to him

; requesting that on his return homo
he would console his parents for the loss of her, his aunt,

by delivering to them a faithful statement of his having left

her in the bosom of that family, with which, as liis aforesaid

parents well knew, her best affections were incorporated ;
that

he would remind them that nothing less than her imperious
sense of duty, and devoted attachment to her old master and

missis, likewise Miss Dolly and young Mr. Joe, should evor

have induced her tc decline that pressing invitation which

they, his parents, had, as he could testify, given her, to lodge
and board with them, free of all cost and charge, for ever

more
; lastly, that he would help her with her box up stairs,

and then repair straight home, bearing her blessing and her

strong injunctions to mingle in his prayers a supplication that

he might in course of time grow up a locksmith, or a Mr.

Joe, and have Mrs. Vardens, and Miss Dollys for his rela

tions and friends.

Having brought this admonition tc an end upon which.
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to say tlio truth, tlie young gentleman for whoso benefit it

was designed, bestowed little or no heed, having to all appear
ance his faculties absorbed in the contemplation of the sweet

meats, Miss Miggs signified to the company in general that

they were not to be uneasy, for she would soon return
; and,

with her aephew's aid, prepared to bear her wardrobe up the

staircase.
" My dear," said the locksmith to his wife.

" Do you
desire this ?

"

"
I desire it !

" she answered. "
I am astonished I am

amazed at her audacity. Let her leave the house this

moment."

Miggs hearing this, let her end of the box fall heavily to

the floor, gave a very loud sniff, crossed her arms, screwed

down the corners of her mouth, and cried, in an ascending

scale,
"
Ho, good gracious !

"
three distinct times.

" You hear what your mistress says, my love," remarked
the locksmith. " You had better go, I think. Stay ;

take

this with you, for the sake of old service."

Miss Miggs clutched the bank-note he took from his pocket-
book and held out to her

; deposited it in a small, red leather

purse ; put the purse in her pocket (displaying as she did so,

a considerable portion of some under garment, made of flannel,

and more black cotton stocking than is commonly seen in

public) ; and, tossing her head, as she looked at Mrs. Vardeii,

repeated
"
Ho, good gracious !

"

"
I think you said that once before, my dear," observed the

locksmith.
" Times is changed, is they, mim !

"
cried Miggs, bridling;

"
you can spare me now, can you ? You can keep 'em down

without me ? You 're not in wants of any one to scold, or

throw the blame upon, no longer, an't you, mim ? I 'm glad
to find you 've grown so independent. I wish you joy, I 'no

sure !

"

With that she dropped a cnrtsey, and keeping her head

erect, her ear tpwards Mrs. Varden, and her eye on the rest

of the company, as she alluded to them in her remarks,,

proceeded :

"
I 'm quite delighted, I'm sure, to find sich independency,

feeling sorry though, at the same time, mim, that you .should

have been forced into submission? when you couldn't holp
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yourself ho he ho! It must be. great vexations, 'specially

considering how ill you always spoke of Mr. Joe to havo

him for a son-in-law at last; and I wonder Miss Dolly can

put up with him either, after being off and on for so many years
with a coach -maker. But I have heerd say, that the coach-

maker thought twice about it he he- he ! and that he told a

young man as was a friend of his, that he hoped he knowed
better than to be drawed into that; though she and all the

family did pull uncommon strong !

"

Here she paused for a reply, and receiving none, went on

as before.
"

I have heerd say, mim, that the illness of some ladies

was all pretensions, and that they could faint away, stone

dead, whenever they had the inclinations so to do. Of course

I never see sich cases with my own eyes ho no ! He he he I

Nor master neither ho no ! He he he ! I have heerd tho

neighbours make remark as some one as they was acquainted

with, was a poor good-natur'd mean-spirited creetur, as went
out fishing for a wife one day, and caught a Tartar. Of
course I never to my knowledge see the poor person himself.

Nor did you neither, mim ho no. I wonder who it can be

don't you, mim ? No doubt you do, mim. Ho yes. He
he he !

"

Again Miggs paused for a reply ;
and none being offered,

was so oppressed with teeming spite and spleen, that she

seemed like to burst.

"I'm glad Miss Dolly can laugh," cried Miggs with n

feeble titter.
"

I like to see folks a laughing so do you,

mim, don't you? You was always glad to see people in

spirits, wasn't you, mim ? And you always did your best to

keep 'em cheerful, didn't you, mim ? Though there an't such

a great deal to laugh at now, either; is there, mim ? It an't

BO much of a catch, after looking out so sharp ever since she

was a little chit, and costing such a deal in dress and show,
to get a poor common soldier, with one arm, is it, mim ? II"

ho! I wouldn't have a husband with one arm, anyways. I

would have two arms. I would have two arms, if it was mo,

though instead of hands they'd only got hooks at the end,
liko our dustman !

"

Miss Miggs was about to add, and had, indeed, begun to

add, that, taking th;m in the abstract, dustmen were far moro

eligible matches than 8old:

<;rs, though, to bo sure, when
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people were past choosing they must take the best they coidd

get, and think themselves well off too
;
but her vexation and

chagrin being of that internally bitter sort which finds no

relief in words, and is aggravated to madness by want of con

tradiction, she could hold out no longer, and burst into a

storm of sobs and tears.

In this extremity she fell on the unlucky nephew, tooth and

nail, and plucking a handful of hair from his head, demanded
to know how long she was to stand there to be insulted, and

whether or no he meant to help her to carry out the box

again, and if he took a pleasure in hearing his family reviled :

witli other inquiries of that nature
;

at which disgrace and

provocation, the small boy, who had been all this timo

gradually lashed into rebellion by the sight of unattainable

pastry, walked off indignant, leaving his aunt and the box to

follow at their leisure. Somehow or other, by dint of pushing
and pulling, they did attain the street at last; where Miss

Miggs, all blowzed with the exertion of getting there, and

with her sobs and tears, sat down upon her property to rest

and grieve, until she could ensnare some other youth to help
her home.

"It's a thing to laugh at, Martha, not to care for,"

whispered the locksmith, as he followed his wife to tho

window, and good-humouredly dried her eyes.
" What does

it matter ? You had seen your fault before. Come ! Bring

up Toby again, my dear
; Dolly shall sing us a song ;

and

vre '11 be all the merrier for this interruption I"
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CHAPTER XXIII.
- * -

ANOTHER month had passed, and the end of August had

nearly come, when Mr. Haredale stood alone in the mail-coach

office at Bristol. Although but a few weeks had intervened

since his conversation with Edward Chester and his niece in

the locksmith's house, and he had made no change, in tho

mean time, in his accustomed style of dress, his appearance
was greatly altered. He looked much older, and more care

worn. Agitation and anxiety of mind scatter wrinkles and

grey hairs with no unsparing hand
;
but deeper traces follow

on the silent uprooting of old habits, and severing of dear,

familiar ties. Tho affections may not be so easily wounded as

the passions, but their hurts are deeper, and more lasting.

Ho was now a solitary man, and the heart within him was

dreary and lonesome.

!!' was not the less alone for having spent so many years
in seclusion and retirement. This was no better preparation
tluiTi a round of social cheerfulness : perhaps it even increased

the keenness of his sensibility. He had been so dependent

upon her for companionship and love
;
she had come to be so

much a part and parcel of his existence ; they had had so

many cares and thoughts in common, which no one else had
fOiuml ; that losing her was beginning life anew, and being

required to summon up the hope and elasticity of youth, amid
the doubts, distrusts, and weakened energies of age.

The effort he had made to part from her with seeming
cheerfulness and hope and they had parted only yesterday
left him the more depressed. With these feelings, he was
about to revisit London for the last time, and look once more

upon the walls of their old home, before turning his back

upon it, for ever.

The journey was a very different one, in those days, from

what the prosent generation find it
;
but it came to an end, as

the longest journey will, aad he st<Mxl again in the streets of
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the metropolis. He lay at the inn whore the coach stopped,
and resolved, before he went to bed, that he would make his

arrival known to no one
;
would spend but another night in

London
;
and would spare himself the pang of parting, even

with the honest locksmith.

Such conditions of the mind as that to which he was a prey
when he lay down to rest, are favourable to the growth of

disordered fancies, and uneasy visions. He knew this, even iu

the horror with which he started from his first sleep, and
threw up the window to dispel it by the presence of some

object, beyond the room, which had not been, as it were, tho

witness of his dream. But it was not a new terror of the

night ;
it had been present to him before, in many shapes ;

it

had haunted him in bygone times, and visited his pillow

again and again. If it had been but an ugly object, a

childish spectre, haunting his sleep, its return, in its old form,

might have awakened a momentary sensation of fear, which,
almost in the act of waking, would have passed away. This

disquiet, however, lingered about him, and would yield to

nothing. When he closed his eyes again, he felt it hovering
near

;
as he slowly sunk into a slumber, he was conscious of

its gathering strength and purpose, and gradually assuming
its recent shape ;

when he sprang up from his bed, the same

phantom vanished from his heated brain, and left him filled

with a dread, against which reason and waking thought were

powerless.
The sun was up, before he could shake it off. He rose late,

but not refreshed, and remained within doors all that day.
He had a fancy for paying his last visit to the old spot in the

evening, for he had been accustomed to walk there at that

season, and desired to see it under the aspect that was most

familiar to him. At such an hour as would afford him time

to reach it a little before sunset, he left the inn, and turned

into the busy street.

He had not gone far, and was thoughtfully making his

way among the noisy crowd, when he felt a hand upon his

shoulder, and turning, recognised one of the waiters from

the inn, who begged his pardon, but he had left his sword

behind him.
" Why have you brought it to me?" he asked, stretching

out his hand, and yet not taking it from the man, but looking

at liim in a disturbed and agitated manner.
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The man was sorry to have disobliged him, and would carry
it Lack again. The gentleman had said that he was going a

little way into the country, and that he might not return until

lato. The roads were not very safe for single travellers after

dark
;
and since the riots, gentlemen had been more careful

than ever not to trust themselves unarmed in lonely places.
" We thought you were a stranger, sir," he added,

" and that

you might believe our roads to be better than they are ; but

perhaps you know them well and carry fire-arms
"

He took the sword, and putting it up at his side, thanked

the man, and resumed his walk.

It was long remembered that he did this in a manner so

strange, and with such a trembling hand, that the messenger
stood looking after his retreating figure, doubtful whether he

ought not to follow, and watch him. It was long remembered
that he had been heard pacing his bed-room in the dead of

the night; that the attendants had mentioned to each other

in the morning, how fevered and how pale he looked
;
and

that when this man went back to the inn, he told a fellow-

Bervant that what he had observed in this short interview

lay veiy heavy on his mind, and that he feared the gentleman
intended to destroy himself, and would never come back

alive.

With a half consciousness that his manner had attracted

the man's attention (remembering the expression of his face

when they parted), Mr. Haredale quickened his steps ; and

arriving at a stand of coaches, bargained with the driver

of the best to carry him so far on his road as the point where

the footway struck across the fields, and to await his return at

a house of entertainment which was witliin a stone's-tlirow of

that place. Arriving there in due course, he alighted and

pursued his way on foot.

He passed so near the Maypole, that he could see its smoke

rising from among the trees, while a flock of pigeons some

of its old inhabitants, doubtless sailed gaily homo to roost,

U-t \vecn him and the unclouded sky.
" The old house will

brighten up iio\v," he said, as he looked towards it,
" and

there will be a merry fireside beneath its ivied roof. It is

pome comfort to know that everything Avill not be blighted
I'rivabouts. I shall be glad to have one picture of life and

flu ! lulu.'>- to turn to, in my mind!"
1I resumed his walk, and bent his steps towards the
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Warren. It was a clear, calm, silent evening, with hardly a

breath of wind to stir the leaves, or any sound to break tho

stillness of the time, but drowsy sheep-bells tinkling in the

distance, and, at intervals, the far-off lowing of cattle, or bark

of village dogs. The sky was radiant with the softened glory
of sunset

;
and on the earth, and in the air, a deep repose

prevailed. At such an hour he arrived at the deserted

mansion which had been his home so long, and looked for the

la?
4 time upon its blackened walls.

The- ashes of the commonest fire are melancholy things, for

in them there is an image of death and ruin, of something
that has been bright, and is but dull, cold, dreary dust, with

which our nature forces us to sj'mpathise. How much more
sad the crumbled embers of a home

;
the casting down of that

great altar, where the worst among us sometimes perform the

worship of the heart
;
and where the best have offered up

such sacrifices, and done such deeds of heroism, as, chronicled,

would put the proudest temples of old Time, with all then

vaunting annals, to the blush.

He roused himself from a long train of meditation, and

walked slowly round the house. It was by this time almost

dark.

He had nearly made the circuit of the building, when he

uttered a half-suppressed exclamation, started, and stood still.

Reclining, in an easy attitude, with his back against a tree,

and contemplating the ruin with an expression of pleasure,
a pleasure so keen that it overcame his habitual indolence

and command of feature, and displayed itself utterly free from

all restraint or reserve, before him, on his own ground, and

triumphing then, as he had triumphed in every misfortune

and disappointment of his life, stood the man whose presence,
of all mankind, in any place, and least of all in that, he could

the least endure.

Although his blood so rose against this man, and his wrath

so stirred within him, that he could have struck him dead, he

put such fierce constraint upon himself that he passed him
without a word or look. Yes, and he would have gone on,

and not- turned, though to resist the Devil who poured such

hot temptation in his brain, required an 'effort scarcely to be

achieved, if this man had not himself summoned him to stop :

and that, with an assumed compassion in his voice which

drove him well-nigh mad, and in an instant routed all the
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self-command it had been anguish acute, poignant anguish
to sustain.

All consideration, reflection, mercy, forbearance; every

thing by which a goaded man can curb his rage and passion ;

fled from him as he turned back. And yet he said, slowly
and quite calmly far more calmly than he had ever spoken
to liim before :

" Why have you called to me ?
"

"To remark," said Sir John Chester with his wontod

composure,
" what an odd chance it is, that we should meet

here !

"

"
It it a strange chance."

"Strange? The most remarkable and singular thing in

the world. I never ride in the evening ;
I have not done so

for years. The whim seized me, qxiite unaccountably, in the

middle of last night. How very picturesque this is!" He
pointed, as he spoke, to the dismantled house, and raised, his

glass to his e}
r
e.

" You praise your own work very freely."

Sir John lot fall his glass ;
inclined his face towards him

with an air of the most courteous inquiry ;
and slightly

shook his head as though he were remarking to himself,
"

I

fear this animal is going mad !

"

"
I say you praise your own work very freely," repeated

Mr. Haredale.

"Work!" echoed Sir John, looking smilingly round.
" Mine ! I beg your pardon, 1 really beg your pardon

'

"
Why, you see," said Mr. Haredale,

" those walls. You
see those tottering gables. You see on every side where fire

and smoke have raged. You see the destruction that has

been wanton here. Do you not ?
"

"
My good friend," returned the knight, gently checking

his impatience with his hand,
" of course I do. I see every

thing you speak of, when you stand aside, and do not inter

pose yourself between the view and me. I am very sorry for

you. If I had not had the pleasure to meet j-ou here, I think

I should have written to tell you so. But you don't bear it

as well as I had expected excuse me no, you don't indeed."

He pulled out his snuff-box, and addressing him with the

superior air of a man who, by reason of his higher nature,
has a right to read a moral lesson to another, continued :

'
'

Kor you are a philosopher, you know one of that stern
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and rigid school who are far above the weaknesses of man
kind in general. Yon are removed, a long way, from the

frailties of the crowd. You contemplate them from a height,
and rail at them with a most impressive bitterness. I have

heard you."
"And shall again," said Mr. Haredale.

" Thank yon," returned the other. " Shall we walk as we
talk ? The damp falls rather heavily. Well, as you please.
But I grieve to say that I can spare you only a very few

moments."
"

I would," said Mr. Haredale, "you had spared me none.

I would, with all my soul, you had been in Paradise (if such

a monstrous lie could be enacted), rather than here to-night."

"Nay," returned the other "really you do yourself in

justice. You are a rough companion, but I would not go so

far to avoid you."
" Listen to me," said Mr. Haredale. " Listen to me."
" While you rail ?

"
inquired Sir John.

" While I deliver your infamy. You urged and stimulated

to do your work a fit agent, but one who in his nature in

the very essence of his being is a traitor, and who has been

false to you (despite the sympathy you two should have

together) as he has been to all others. With hints, and

looks, and crafty words, which told again are nothing, you
set on Gashford to this work this work before us now.

With these same hints, and looks, and crafty words, which

told again are nothing, you urged him on to gratify the

deadly hate he owes me I have earned it, I thank Heaven

by the abduction and dishonour of my niece. You did. I

eee denial in your looks," he cried, abruptly pointing in hia

face, and stepping back,
" and denial is a lie !"

He had his hand upon his sword
;
but the knight, with a

contemptuous smile, replied to him as coldly as before.
" You will take notice, sir if you can discriminate suffi

ciently that I have taken the trouble to deny nothing. Your

discernment is hardly fine enough for the perusal of faces,

not of a kind as coarse as }
rour speech ;

nor has it ever been,

that I remember
; or, in one face that I could name, you

would have read indifference, not to say disgust, somewhat

sooner than you did. I speak of a long time ago, but you

understand me."
"
Disguise it as you will, you mean denial. Denial explicit
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or reserved, expressed or left to bo inferred, is still a lie. You

say you don't deny. Do you admit ?
"

" You yourself," returned Sir John, suffering the current

of his speech to flow as smoothly as if it had been stemmed

by no one word of interruption,
"
publicly proclaimed the

character of the gentleman in question (I think it was in

Westminster Hall) in terms which relieve me from the

necessity of making any farther allusion to him. You may
have been warranted

; you may not have been
;

I can't say.

Assuming the gentleman to be what you described, and to

have made to you or any other person any statements that

may have happened to suggest themselves to him, for the

sake of his own security, or for the sake of money, or for his

own amusement, or for any other consideration, I have

nothing to say of him, except that his extremely degrading
situation appears to me to be shared with his employers.
You are so very plain yourself, that you will excuse a little

freedom in me, I am sure."

"Attend to me again, Sir John but once," cried Mr.

Ilaredale; "in your every look, and word, and gesture, you
tell me this was not your act. I tell you that it was, and
that you tampered with the man I speak of, and with your
wretched son (whom God forgive ! ) to do this deed. You
talk of degradation and character. You told me once that

you had purchased the absence of the poor idiot and his

mother, when (as I have discovered since, and then suspected)

you had gone to tempt them, and had found them flown. To

you I traced the insinuation that I alone reaped any harvest

from my brother's death ; and all the foul attacks and

A\lii^pered calumnies that followed in its train. In every
action of my life, from that first hope which you converted

into grief and desolation, you have stood, like an adverse fate,

<-n me and peace. In all, you have ever been the same
cold blooded, hollow, false, unworthy villain. For the second

time, and for the last, I cast these charges in your teeth, and

ppurn you from me as I would a faithless dog !

"

With that, he raised his arm, and struck him on the breast

so that he staggered. Sir John, the instant he recovered,

drew his sword, threw away the scabbard and his hat, and

running on his adversary, made a desperate lungo at hin

lifiirt, which, but that his guard was quick and true, would
have stretched him dead upon the grass.
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In the act of striking him, the torrent of his oppoaent'fl

rage had reached a stop. He parried his rapid thrusts, with

out returning them, and called to him, with a frantic kind of

terror in his face, to keep back.
" Not to-night ! not to-night !

" he cried.
" In God's name,

not to-night !

"

Seeing that he lowered his weapon, and that he would not

thrust in turn, Sir John lowered his.
" Not to-night !

"
his adversary cried.

" Be warned in

time !

"

" Yon told me it must have been in a sort of inspira
tion

"
said Sir John, quite deliberately, though now he

dropped his mask, and showed his hatred in his face, "that

this was the last time. Be assured it is ! Did you believe

our last meeting was forgotten ? Did you believe that your

every word and look was not to be accounted for, and was not

well remembered ? Do you believe that I have waited your

time, or you mine ? What kind of man is he who entered,

with all his sickening cant of honesty and truth, into a bond

with me to prevent a marriage he affected to dislike, and

when I had redeemed my part to the spirit and the letter,

skulked from his, and brought the match about in his own

time, to rid himself of a burden he had grown tired of, and

cast a spurious histre on his house? "

"
I have acted," cried Mr. Haredale,

" with honour and in

good faith. 1 do BO now. Do not force me to renew this

duel to-night !

"

"You said my 'wretched' son, I think?" naid Sir John,
with a smile. " Poor fool ! The dupe of such a shallow

knave trapped into marriage by such an uncle and by such

a niece he well deserves your pity. But he is no longer a

son of mine : you are welcome to the prize your craft has

made, sir."
" Once more,'' cried his opponent, wildly stamping on the

ground,
"
although you tear me from my better angel, I

implore you not to come within the reach of my sword to

night. Oh ! why were you here at all ! Why have we met !

To-morrow would have cast us far apart for ever !

"

"That being the case," returned Sir John, without the

least emotion, "it is very fortunate we have met to-night.

Haredale, I have always despised you, as you know, but I

have given you credit for a species of brute courage For
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the honour of my judgment, which I had thought a good oue,
1 nm sorry to find you a coward."

Not another word was spoken on either side. They crossed

Bwords, though it was now quite dusk, and attacked each other

fiercely. They were well matched, and each was thoroughly
skilled in the management of his weapon.

After a few seconds they grew hotter and more furious, and

pressing on each other inflicted and received several slight
wounds. It was directly after receiving one of these in his

arm, that Mr. Haredale, making a keener thrust as he felt the

warm blood spirting out, plunged his sword through his

opponent's body to the hilt.

Their eyes met, and were on each other as he drew it out.

He put liis arm about the dying man, who repulsed him,

feebly, and dropped upon the turf, liaising himself upon his

hands, he gazed at him for an instant, with scorn and hatred

in his look
; but, seeming to remember, even then, that this

expression would distort his features after death, ho tried to

smile, and, faintly moving his right hand, as if to hide his

bloody linen in his vest, fell back dead the phantom of last

VOL. n.
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CHAPTER THE LAST.

A TAUTING glance at sxich of the actors in this little history
as it lias not, in the course of its events, dismissed, will bring
it to an end.

Mr. Ilaredalo fled that night. Before pursuit could be

begun, indeed before Sir John was traced or missed, he had
left the kingdom. Repairing straight to a religious establish

ment, knomi throughout Europe for the rigour and severity
of its discipline, and for the merciless penitence it exacted

from those who sought its shelter as a refuge from the world,

he tcok the vows which thenceforth shut him out from nature

and his kind, and after a few remorseful years was buried in

its gloomy cloisters.

Two days elapsed before the body of Sir John was found.

As soon as it was recognised and carried home, the faithful

valet, true to his master's creed, eloped with all the cash and

moveables he could lay his hands on, and started as a finished

gentleman upon his own account. In this career he met with

great success, and would certainly have married an heiress in

the end, but for an unluck}' check which led to his premature
decease. He sank under a contagious disorder, very prevalent
at that time, and vulgarly termed the-jail fever.

Lord George Gordon, remaining in his prison in the Tower
until Monday the fifth of February in the following year, was

on that day solemnly tried at Westminster for High Treason.

Of this crime he was, after a patient investigation, declared

Not Guilty; upon the ground that there was no proof of his

having called the multititde together with any traitorous or

unlawful intentions. Yet so many people were there, still, to

whom those riots taught no lesson of reproof or moderation,

that a public subscription was set on foot in Scotland to defray

the cost of his defence.

For seven years afterwards he remained, at the strong

intercession of his friends, comparatively quiet ; saving that
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be, every now and then, took occasion to display his zeal for

the Protestant faith in some extravagant proceeding whioh
was the delight of its enemies

;
and saving, besides, that he

was formally excommunicated by the Archbishop of Canter

bury, for refusing to appear as a witness in the Ecclesiastical

Court when cited for that purpose. In the year 1788 he was
stimulated by some new insanity to write and publish an

injurious pamphlet, reflecting on the Queen of France, in very
violent terms. Being indicted for the libel, and (after various

strange demonstrations in court) found guilty, he fled into

Holland in place of appearing to receive sentence : from

whence, as the quiet burgomasters of Amsterdam had no

relish for his company, he was sent home again with all

speed. Arriving in the month of July at Harwich, and going
thence to Birmingham, he made, in the latter place, in

August, a public profession of the Jewish religion ;
and

figured there as a Jew until he was arrested, and brought
back to London to receive the sentence he had evaded. By
virtue of this sentence he was, in the month of December,
cast into Newgate for five years and ten months, and required
besides to pay a large fine, and to furnish heavy securities for

his future good behaviour.

After addressing, in the midsummer of the following year,

an appeal to the commiseration of the National Assembly of

France, which the English minister refused to sanction, he

composed himself to undergo his full term of punishment ;

and suffering his beard to grow nearly to his waist, and con

forming in all respects to the ceremonies of his new religion,

he applied himself to the study of history, and occasionally to

tin- art of painting, in which, in his younger days, he had

*lii>\vn some skill. Deserted by his former friends, and treated

in all respects like the worst criminal in the jail, he lingered

on, quite cheerful and resigned, until the 1 st of November,
. when he died in his cell, being then only three-and-

i'oity years of age.

Many men with fewer sympathies for the distressed and

needy, with less abilities and harder hearts, have made u

shining figure and loft a brilliant fame. He had his mourners.

The prisoners bemoaned his loss, and missed him ;
for

though his means were not largo his charity was great, and in

A iug alms among thorn he considered the necessities of

all alike, and knew no distinction of sect or creed. There are

02
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wise men in the highways of the world who may learn some

thing, even from this poor crazy lord who died in Newgate.
To the last, he was truly served by bluff John Grueby.

John was at his side before he -had been fcmr-and-twenty
hours in the Tower, and never left him until he- died. Ho
had one other constant attendant, in the person of a beautiful

Jewish girl; who attached herself to him from feelings half

religious, half romantic, but whose virtuous and disinterested

character appears to have been beyond the censure even of

the most censorious.

Gashford deserted him, of course. He subsisted for a time

upon his traffic in his master's secrets
; and, this trade failing

when the stock was quite exhausted, procured an appointment
in the honourable corps of spies and eaves-droppers employed

by the government. As one of these wretched underlings, he

did his drudgery, sometimes abroad, sometimes at home, and

long endured the various miseries of such a station. Ten or

a dozen years ago not more a meagre, wan old man,
diseased and miserably poor, was found dead in his bed at an
obscure inn in the Borough, where he was quite unknown.
He had taken poison. There was no clue to his name

;
but it

was discovered from certain entries in a pocket-book he

carried, that he had been secretary to Lord George Gordon in

the time of the famous riots.

Many months after the re-establishment of peace and order,

and even when it had ceased to be the town talk, that eveiy

military officer, kept at free quarters by the city during the

late alarms, had cost for his board and lodging four pounds
four per day, and every private soldier two and twopence half

penny ; many months after even this engrossing topic was

forgotten, and the United Bull-Dogs were to a man all killed,

imprisoned or transported, Mr. Simon Tappertit, being
removed from a hospital to prison, and thence to his place of

trial, was discharged by proclamation, on two wooden legs.

Shorn of his graceful limbs, and brought down from his high
estate to circumstances of utter destitution, and the deepest

misery, he made shift to stump back to liis old master, and

beg for some relief. By the locksmith's advice and aid, he

was established in business as a shoe-black, and opened shop
under an archwtiy near the Horse Guards. This being a

central quarter, he quickly made a very large connection;

and on levee days, was sometimes known to have as luauy as
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twenty half-pay officers waiting their turn for polishing.
Indeed his trade increased to that extent, that in course of

time he entertained no less than two apprentices, besides taking
for his wife the widow of an eminent bone and rag collector,

formerly of Millbank. With this lady (who assisted in the

business) he lived in great domestic happiness, only chequered

by those little storms which serve to clear the atmosphere of

wedlock, and brighten its horizon. In some of Qiese gusts of

bad weather, Mr. Tuppertit would, in the assertion of his

prerogative, so far forget himself, as to correct his lady with a

brush, or boot, or shoe
;
while she (but only in extreme cases)

would retaliate by taking off his legs, and leaving him exposed
to the derision of those urchins who delight in mischief.

Miss Miggs, baffled in all her schemes, matrimonial and

otherwise, and cast upon a thankless, undeserving world,

turned very sharp and sour; and did at length become so

acid, and did so pinch and slap and tweak the hair and noses

of the youth of Golden Lion Court, that she was by one con

sent expelled that sanctuary, and desired to bless some other

spot of earth, in preference. It chanced at that moment, that

the justices of the peace for Middlesex proclaimed by public

placard that they stood in need of a female turnkey for the

County Bridewell, and appointed a day and hour for the

inspection of candidates. Miss Miggs, attending at the time

appointed, was instantly chosen and selected from one hundred
and twenty-four competitors, and at once promoted to the

office; which she held until her decease, more than thirty

years afterwards, remaining single all that time. It was
observed of this lady that while she was inflexible and grim
to all her female flock, she was particularly so to those who
could establish any claim to beauty : and it was often remarked
as a proof of her indomitable virtue and severe chastity, that

to such as had been frail she showed no mercy; always falling

upon them on the slightest occasion, or on no occasion at all,

with the fullest measure of her wrath. Among other useful

inventions which she practised upon this class of offenders and

bequeathed to posterity, was the art of inflicting an exquisitely
vicious poke or dig with the wards of a key in the small of

the back, near the spine. She likewise originated a mode of

treading by accident (in pattens) on such as had small feet ;

also very remarkable
for^

its ingenuity, and previously quite
unknown.
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It was not very long, you may be sure, before Joe "NYillet

and Dolly Varden were made husband and wife, and with a

handsome sum in bank (for the locksmith could afford to give
his daughter a good dowry), reopened the Maypole. It was
not very long, you may be sure, before a red-faced little boy
was seen staggering about the Maypole passage, and kicking

up his heels on the green before the door. It was not very

long, counting by years, before there was a red-faced little girl,

another red-faced little boy, and a whole troop of girls and

boys : so that, go to Chigwell when you would, there would

surely be seen, either in the village street, or on the green, or

frolicking in the farm-yard for it Avas a farm now, as well as a

tavern more small Joes and small Dollys than could be easily

counted. It was not a very long time before these appear
ances ensued

;
but it was a very long time before Joe looked

five years older, or Dolly either, or the locksmith either, or his

wife either : for cheerfulness and content are great beautifiers,

and are famous preservers of youthful looks, depend upon it.

It was a long time, too, before there was such a coimtry inn

as the Maypole, in all England : indeed it is a great question
whether there has ever been such another to this hour, or

ever will be. It was a long time too for Never, as tho

proverb says, is a long day before they forgot to have an

interest in wounded soldiers at the Maypole ;
or before Joe

omitted to refresh them, for the sake of his okL campaign ;
or

before the Serjeant left off looking in there, now and then
;
or

before they fatigued themselves, or each other, by talking on

these occasions of battles and sieges, and hard weather and

hard service, and a thousand things belonging to a soldier's

life. As to the great silver snuff-box which the King sent

Joe with his own hand, because of his conduct in the Iliots,

what guest ever went to the Maypole without putting finger
and thumb into that box, and taking a great pinch, though
he had never taken a pinch of snuff before, and almost

sneezed himself into convulsions even then '? As to the

purple-faced vintner, where is the man who lived in those times

and never saw him at the Maypole: to all appearance as much
at home in the best room, as if he lived there ? And as to

the feastings and christenings and revellings at Christinas,

and celebrations of birth-days, wedding-days, and all manner

of days, both at the Maypole and the Golden Key, if they

are not notorious, what facts are "r
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Mr. Willet the elder, having been by some extraordinary
means possessed with the idea that Joe wanted to be married,
ai..l that it would be well for liim, his father, to retire into

private life, and enable him to live in comfort, took up his abode

in a small cottage at Chigwcll ;
where they widened and en

larged the fire-place for him, hung up the boiler, and further

more planted in the little garden outside the front-door, a

fictitious Maypole : so that ho was quite at home directly. To
this his new habitation, Tom Cobb, Phil Parkes, and Solomon

Daisy went regularly every night : and in the cliiinney-corner,

they all four quailed, and smoked, and prosed, and dozed, as

they had done of old. It being accidentally discovered after a

short time that Mr. Willet still appeared to consider himself a

landlord by profession, Joe provided him with a slate, upon
which the old man regularly scored up vast accounts for meat,

drink, and tobacco. As he grew older this passion increased

upon him
;
and it became his delight to chalk against the

name of each of his cronies a sum of enormous magnitude,
and impossible to be paid : and such was his secret joy in

these entries, that he would be perpetually seen going behind

the door to look at them, and coming forth again, ^uffused
with the liveliest satisfaction.

He never recovered the surprise the Rioters had given him,
and remained in the same mental condition down to the last

moment of his life. It was like to have been brought to a

speedy termination by the first sight of his first grandchild,
which appeared to fill him with the belief that some alarming
miracle had happened to Joe. Being promptly blooded, how

ever, by a skilful surgeon, lie rallied
;
and although the

doctors all agreed, on his being attacked with symptoms of

apoplexy six months afterwards, that he ought to die, and

took it very ill that he did not, he remained alive possibly
on account of his constitutional slowness for nearly seven

years more, when he was one morning found speecliless in his

bed. He lay in this state, free from all tokens of uneasiness,

for a whole week, when he was suddenly restored to conscious-

uess by hearing the nurse whisper in liis son's ear that he was

going.
"

I 'm a going, Joseph," said Mr. Willet, turning
mund upon the instant,

"
to the Salwaimcrs

"
and imme

diately gave up the ghost.
He left a large sum of money behind him

;
even more than

he was supposed to have been worth, although the neighbours,
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according to the custom of mankind in calculating the wealth

that other people ought to have saved, had estimated his

property in good round numbers. Joe inherited the whole ;

so that he became a man of great consequence in those parts,

and was perfectly independent;.
Some time elapsed before Barnaby got the better of the

shock he had sustained, or regained his old health and gaiety.

But he recovered by degrees : and although he could never

separate his condemnation and escape from the idea of a

terrific dream, he became, in other respects, more rational.

Dating from the time of his recovery, he had a better memory
and greater steadiness of purpose ;

but a dark cloud over

hung his whole previous existence, and never cleared away.
He was not the less happy for this

;
for his love of freedom

and interest in all that moved or grew, or had its being in

the elements, remained to him unimpaired. He lived with

his mother on the Maypole farm, tending the poultry and
the cattle, working in a garden of his own, and helping every
where. He was known to every bird and beast about the

place, and had a name for eveiy one. Never was there a

lighter;hearted husbandman, a creature more popular with

young and old, a blither or more happy soul than Barnaby ;

and though he was free to ramble where he would, he

never quitted Her, but was for evermore her stay and
comfort.

It was remarkable that although he had that dim sense of

the past, he sought out Hugh's dog, and took him under his

care
;
and that he never could be tempted into London. When

the Riots were many years old, and Edward and his wife came
back to England with a family almost as numerous as Dolly's,

and one day appeared at the Maypole porch, he knew them

instantly, and wept and leaped for joy. But neither to visit

them, nor on any other pretence, no matter how fidl of

promise and enjoyment, could he be persuaded to set foot in

the streets : nor did he ever conquer his repugnance or look

upon the town again.

Grip soon recovered his looks, and became as glossy and

sleek as ever. But he was profoundly silent. "Whether he

had forgotten the art of Polite Conversation in Newgate, or

had made a vow in those troubled times to forego, for a period,

the display of his accomplishments, is matter of uncertainty ;

but certain it is that for a whole year he never indulged in
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any other ecuid than a grave, decorous croak. At t Ik-

expiration of that term the morning being very bright and

sunny, he was heard to address himself to the horses in the

Ktable, upon the subject of the Kettle, so often mentioned in

those pages ;
and before the witness who overheard him

could run into the house with the intelligence, and add to it

upon his solemn affirmation the statement that hevhad heard

him laugh, the bird himself advanced with fantastic steps to

the very door of the bar, and there cried "I'm a devil, 1 "m a

devil, 7 'm a devil !

" with extraordinary rapture.
From that period (although he was supposed to be nmr-h

affected by the death of Mr. Willet senior), he constantly

practised and improved himself in the vulgar tongue ;
and

as he was a mere infant for a raven when Barnaby was

grey, he he- very probably gone oil talkiug to the picsciit
time.





v

HARD TIMES





HARD TIMES.

BOOK THE FIRST.

SOWING.

CHAPTER L

TUK ONE THING NEEDFUL.

"
Now, what I want is, Facts. Teach these boys and girla

nothing but Farts. Facts alone are wanted in life. Plant

nothing else, and root out everything else. You can only /
form the minds of reasoning animals upon Facts : nothing

*^

else will ever be of any service to them. This is the principle
on which I bring up my own children, and this is the prin

ciple on which I bring up these children. Stick to Facts, sir!"

The scene was a plain, bare, monotonous vault of a school

room, and the speaker's square forefinger emphasised his

vutions by underscoring every sentence with a line on
tho Fohoolmaster's sleeve. The emphasis was helped by the

M^'iikcr's square wall of a forehead, which had his eyebrows
bnso, while his eyes found commodious cellarage in two

dark caves, overshadowed by the wall. The emphasis was

lu'ljiod by the speaker's mouth, which was wide, thin, and
h:ir<l set. The emphasis was helped by the speaker's voice,

which was inflexible, dry, and dictatorial. The emphasis was

helped by the speaker's hair, which bristled on the skirts of

ild head, a plantation of firs to keep the wind from its

shining surface, all covered with knobs, like the crust of a

plum pie, as if the head had scarcely warehouse-room for the

Lord farts stored inside. The speaker's obstinate carriage
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square coat, square legs, square shoulders, nay, his very
neckcloth, trained to take him by the throat with an unac

commodating grasp, like a stubborn fact, as it was, all

helped the emphasis.
" In this life, we want nothing but Facts, sir

; nothing but
Facts!"

The speaker, and the schoolmaster, and the third grown
person present, all backed a little, and swept with their eyes
the inclined plane of little vessels then and there arranged in

order, ready to have imperial gallons of facts poured into them
until they were full to the brim.

CHAPTER H.

MURDERING THE INNOCENTS.

THOMAS GBADGKIND, sir. A man of realities. A man of

facts and calculations. A man who proceeds upon the prin

ciple that two and two are four, and nothing over, and who is

not to be talked into allowing for anything
1 over. Thomas

Gradgrind, sir peremptorily Thomas Thomas Gradgrind.
With a rule and a pair of scales, and the multiplication table

always in his pocket, sir, ready to weigh and measure any

parcel of human nature, and tell you exactly what it comes to.

It is a mere question of figures, a case of simple arithmetic.

You might hope to get some other nonsensical belief into the

head of George Gradgrind, or Augustus Gradgrind, or John

Gradgrind, or Joseph Gradgrind (all supposititious, non-existent

persons), but into the head of Thomas Gradgrind no, sir !

In such terms Mr. Gradgrind always mentally introduced

himself, whether to his private circle of acquaintance, or to

the public in general. In such terms, no doubt, substituting
the words "

boys and girls," for "
sir," Thomas Gradgrind

now presented Thomas Gradgrind to the little pitchers before

him, who were to be filled so full of facts.

Indeed, as he eagerly sparkled at them from the cellarage

before mentioned, he seemed a kind of cannon loaded to the

mu/zle with facts, and prepared to blow them clean out of the

regions of cliildliood at oue discharge. lie seemed a giil-
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ranising apparatus, too, charged with a grim mechanical

substitute for the tender young imaginations that were to DA

stormed away.
" Girl number twenty," said Mr. Gradgrind, squarely

pointing with his square forefinger, "I don't know that girl.

Who is that girl?"
"
Sissy Jupe, sir," explained number twenty, blushing,

standing up, and curtseying.
"
Sissy is not a name," said Mr. Gradgrind.

" Don't call

yourself Sissy. Call yourself Cecilia."
"

It 's father as calls me Sissy, sir," returned the young
girl in a trembling voice, and with another curtsey.

" Then he has no business to do it," said Mr. Grarlgrind.
" Tell him he mustn't. Cecilia Jupe. Let me see. What i

your father?"
" He belongs to the horse-riding, if you please, sir."

Mr. Gradgrind frowned, and waved off the objectionable

calling with his hand.
" We don't want to know anything about that, here. You

mustn't tell us about that here. Your father breaks horses,

don't he?"
"

If you please, sir, when they can got any to break, they
do break horses in the ring, sir."

" You mustn't tell us about the ring, here. Very well,

then. Describe your father as a horsebreaker. He doctors

hick horses, I dare say?"
" Oh yes, sir."
"
Very well, then. He is a veterinary surgeon, a farrier,

and horsebreaker. Give me your definition of a horse."

(Sissy Jupe thrown into the greatest alarm by this demand.)
"GTrl number twenty unable to define a horse !" snid Mr

(inulgrind, for the general behoof of all the little pitchers.
4< Girl number twenty possessed of no facts, in reference to one

of the commonest of animals ! Some boy's definition of a

horse. Bitzer, yours."
The square finger, moving here and there, lighted suddenly

on Bitzer, perhaps because he chanced to sit in the same ray
of sunlight which, darting in at one of the bare windows of

the intensely whitewashed room, irradiated Sissy. For, the

boys and girls sat on the face of the inclined plane in two

compact bodies, divided up the centre by a narrow interval;

:md Sissy, being at the corner of a row on the sunny side,
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came in for the beginning of a sunbeam, of which Bitzer.

being at the corner of a row on the other side, a few rows iu

advance, caught the end. But, whereas the girl was so dark-

eyed and dark-haired, that she seemed to receive a deeper
and more lustrous colour from the sun, when it shone upon
ner, the boy was so light-eyed and light-haired that the self

same rays appeared to draw out of him what little colour he

ever possessed. His cold eyes would hardly have been eyes,
but for the short ends of lashes Avhich, by bringing them into

immediate contrast with something paler than themselves,

expressed their form. His short-cropped hair might have

been a mere continuation of the sandy freckles on his forehead

and face. His skin was so unwholesomely deficient in the

natural tinge, that he looked as though, if he were cut, he
would bleed white.

"
Bitzer," said Thomas Gradgrind.

" Your definition of

a horse."

"Quadruped. Graminivorous. Forty teeth, namely twenty-
four grinders, four eye-teeth, and twelve incisive. Sheds coat

in the spring ;
in marshy countries, sheds hoofs, too. Hoofs

hard, but requiring to be shod with iron. Age known by
marks in mouth." Thus (and much more) Bitzer.

" Now girl number twenty," said Mr. Gradgrind.
" You

know what a horse is."

She curtseyed again, and would have blushed deeper, if

she could have blushed deeper than she had. blushed all this

time. Bitzer, after rapidly blinking at Thomas Gradgrind
with both eyes at once, and so catching the light upon his

quivering ends of lashes that they looked like the antennro

of busy insects, put his knuckles to his freckled forehead,

and sat down again.
The third gentleman now stepped forth. A mighty man at

cutting and drying, he was; a government officer; in his way
(and in most other people's too), a professed pugilist ; always
in training, always with a system to force down the general
throat like a bolus, always to be heard of at the bar of his

little Public-office, ready to fight all England. To continue

in fistic phraseology, he had a genius for coming up to the

scratch, wherever and whatever it was, and proving himself

an ugly customer. He would go in and damage any subject

whatever with his right, follow up with his loft, stop,

exchange, counter, bore his opponent (he always fought Ail



HARD TIMKS. 203

Kngland) to the ropes, and full upon him neatly. He wns
certain to knock the wind out of common-sense, and render

that unlucky adversary deaf to the call of time. And ho

had it in charge from high authority to bring about tho great

public-office Millennium, when Commissioners should reign

upon earth.
"
Very well," said this gentleman, briskly smiling, and

folding his arms. " That 's a horse. No\v, let me ask you

girls and boys, Would you paper a room with representations
of horses ?

"

After a pause, one half of the children cried in chorus,
"
Yes, sir !

"
Upon which the other half, seeing in the

gentleman's face that Yes was wrong, cried out in chorus,
"
No, sir !

"
as the custom is, in these examinations.

" Of course, No. Why wouldn't you ?
"

A pause. One corpulent slow boy, with a wheezy manner
of breathing, ventured the answer, Because he wouldn't paper
a room at all, but would paint it.

" You must paper it," said the gentleman, rather warmly.
" You must paper it," said Thomas Gradgrind,

" whether

you like it or not. Don't tell -s you woiddn't paper it.

What do you mean, boy ?
"

11
I '11 explain to you, then," said the gentleman, after

another and a dismal pause,
"
why you wouldn't paper a

room with representations of horses. Do you ever see horses

walking up and down the sides of rooms in reality in fact ?

Do you ?
"

"
Yes, sir !

" from one half.
"
No, sir !

" from the other.
" Of course no," said the gentleman, with an indignant ,

look at the wrong half. "
Why, then, you are not to see

*

anywhere, what you don't see in fact ; you are not to have
^

anywhere, what you don't have in fact. What is called

Taste, is only another name for Fact."

Thomas Gradgrind nodded his approbation.
<( This is a new principle, a discovery, a great discovery,"

aid the gentleman.
"
Now, I '11 try you again. Suppose

you were going to carpet a room. Would you use a carpet

having a representation of flowers upon it
'' "

There being a general conviction by this time that
"
No,

sir !

" was always tho right answer to this gentleman, tho

chorus of No was very strong. Only a few feoble stragglon
said Yes; among them Sissy Jupo.
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" Girl number twenty," said the gentleman, smiling in tne

calm strengtli of knoAvledge.

Sissy blushed, and stood up.
" So you would carpet your room or your husband's room,

if you were a grown woman, and had a husband with repre
sentations of flowers, would you," said the gentleman. "Why
would you ?

"

"If you please, sir, I am very fond of flowers," returned

the girl.
" And is that why yon would put tables and chairs upon

them, and have people walking over them with heavy boots ?"
"

It wouldn't hurt them, sir. They wouldn't crush and

wither if you please, sir. They would be the pictures of

what was very pretty and pleasant, and I would fancy
"

"
A}

r
, ay, ay ! But you mustn't fancy," cried the gentle

man, qiiite elated by coming so happily to his point. "That's

it ! You are never to fancy."
" You are not, Cecilia Jupe," Thomas Gradgrind solemnly

repeated,
" to do anything of that kind."

"
Fact, fact, fact !

"
said the gentleman. And "

Fact, fact,

fact !

"
repeated Thomas Gradgriud.

" You are to be in all things regulated and governed,"
said the gentleman,

"
by fact. We hope to have, before

long, a board of fact, composed of commissioners of fact,

who will force the people to be a people of fact, and of

nothing but fact. You must discard the word Fancy alto

gether. You have nothing to do with it. You are not to

have, in any object of use or ornament, what would be a

contradiction in fact. You don't walk upon flowers in fact
;

you cannot be allowed to walk upon flowers in carpets. You
don't find that foreign birds and butterflies come and perch

upon your crockery ; you cannot be permitted to paint for ;jgn

birds and butterflies upon your crockery. You never meet

with quadrupeds going up and down walls
; you must not

have quadrupeds represented upon walls. You must use,"

said the gentleman,
" for all these purposes, combinations and

Imodifications (in primary colours) of mathematical figures

jwhich are susceptible of proof and demonstration. This is

the new discovery. T)iia-J^f^pfri

r

rhia is taste."

The girl curtse}-ed, and sat down. She was very young ,

and she looked as if she were frightened by the matter of fact

n-ospoct the world afforded.
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"
Now, if Mr. M'Choakumchild," said the gentleman,

"will proceed to give his first lesson here, Mr. Gradgrind,
I shall be happy, at your request, to observe his mode oi

procedure."
Mr. Gradgrind was much obliged. "Mr. M'Choakumchild,

we only wait for you."

So, Mr. M'Choakumchild began in his best manner. He
and some one hundred and forty other schoolmasters, had
been lately turned at the same time, in the same factory, on
the same principles, like so many pianoforte legs. He had
been put through an immense variety of paces, and had
answered volumes of head-breaking questions. Orthography,

etymology, syntax, and prosody, biography, astronomy,

geography, and general cosmography, the sciences of com

pound proportion, algebra, land-surveying and levelling,
vocal music, and drawing from models, were all at the ends

of his ten chilled fingers. He had worked his stony way into

Her Majesty's most Honorable Privy Council's Schedule B,
and had taken the bloom off the higher brandies of mathe
matics and physical science, French, German, Latin, and
Greek. He knew all about all the Water Sheds of all tho

world (whatever they are), and all the histories of all the

peoples, and all the names of all the rivers and mountains,

and all the productions, manners, and customs of all the

countries, and all their boundaries and bearings on the two

and thirty points of the compass. Ah, rather overdone,

M'f'hoakumchild. If he had only learnt a little less, how

infinitely better he mighl have taught much more !

He went to work in this preparatory lesson, not unlike

Morgiana in the Forty Thieves : looking into all the vessels

ranged before him, one after another, to see what they
lined. Say, good M'Choakumdiild. When from thy

'(K^H Ailing store, thou shalt fill each jnr brim full by and by,
l't them think that thou wilt alwnys kill outright the robber

Fancy lurking within or sometimes only maim him ar.ti

distort him !
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CHAPTER IIL

A LOOPHOLB.

MR. GBAHGTIIND walked homeward from the school, in

a state of considerable satisfaction. It was his school, and

he intended it to he a model. He intended every child in

it to be a model just as the young Gradgririds were all

models.

There were five young Gradgrinds, and they were models

every one. They had been lectured at, from their tenderest

years , coursed, like little hares. Almost as soon as they

,couid run alone, the)' had been made to run. to the lecture-

ooin. The first object with which they had an association, or

which they had a remembrance, was a large black board

with a dry Ogre chalking ghastly white figures on it.

Not that they knew, by name or nature, anything about an

Ogre. Fact forbid ! I only use the word to express a

monster in a lecturing castle, with Heaven knows how many
heads manipulated into one, taking childhood captive, and

dragging it into gloomy statistical dens by the hair.

Xo little Gradgrind had ever seen a face in the moon
;

it

was up in the moon before it could speak distinctly. No
little Gradgrind had ever learnt the silly jingle, Twinkle,

twinkle, little star; how I wonder what you are! No little

Gradgvind had ever known wonder on the subject, each little

Gradgrind having at five years old dissected the Great Bear

like a Professor Owen, and driven Charles's Wain like a

locomotive engine-driver. No little Gradgrind had ever asso

ciated a cow in a field with that famous cow with the crumpled
hum who tossed the dog who worried the cat who killed the

rat who ate the malt, or with that 3
-
et more famous cow who

swallowed Tom Thumb: it had never heard of those celebrities,

and had only been introduced to a cow as a graminivorous

ruminating quadruped with several stomachs.

To his matter of fact home, which was called Stone Lodge.

Mr. Gradgrind directed his steps. He had virtually retired

from the wholesale hardware trade before he built Stone

,
and was now looking about for a suitable opportunity
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of making an arithmetical figure in Pailiument. Stone Lodge
T'as situated on a moor within a mile or two of a great town

railed Coketown in the present faithful guide-book.
A very regular feature on the face of the country, Stona

Lodge was. Not the least disguise toned down or shaded olf

that uncompromising fact in the landscape. A great square

house, with a heavy portico darkening the principal windows,
master's heavy brows overshadowed his eyes. A calcu

late;!, cast up, balanced, and proved house. Six windows on

tliis side of the door, six on that side; a total of twelve in

tliis wing, a total of twelve in the other wing; four-and-

twenty carried over to the back wings. A lawn and gardor
and an infant avenue, all ruled straight like a botanirul

account-book. Gas and ventilation, drainage and water-

service, all of the primest quality. Iron clamps and girders,

fireproof from top to bottom
;
mechanical lifts for the house

maids, with all their brushes and brooms
; everytliing that

heart could desire.

Everything ? Well, I suppose so. The little Gradgrinds
had cabinets in various departments of science too. Thoy had

a little conchological cabinet, and a little metallurgical cabinet,

and a little mineralogical cabinet
;
and the specimens were

all arranged and labelled, and the bits of stone and ore looked

as though they might have been broken from the parent
substances by those tremendously hard instruments their own
names

; and, to paraphrase the idle legend -of Peter Piper,

who had never found his way into their nursery, If the greedy
little Gradgrinds grasped at more than this, what was it for

good gracious goodness' sake, that the greedy little Grudgriuds

grasped at !

Their father walked on in a hopeful and satisfied frame of

mind. He was an affectionate father, after his manner ;
but

he would probably have described himself (if he had been

put, like Sissy Jupe, upon a definition) as " an eminently

1'i-ai tiral
"

father. He had a particular pride in the phrase

eminently practical, which was considered to have a special

application to him. Whatsoever the public meeting held in

Coketown, and whatsoever the subject of such meeting, some
"wner was sxire to seize the occasion of alluding to his

eminently practical friend Gradgrind. This always pleased
the eminently practical friend, lie knew it to be his due, but

Li? due wa accej '.able.
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IJe had reached (lie neutral ground upon the outskirts of

the town, which was neither town nor country, and yet was
either spoiled, when his ears were invaded by the sound of

music. The clashing and banging band attached to the

horse-riding establishment which had there set up its rest ia

a wooden pavilion, was in full bray. A flag, floating from
the summit of the temple, proclaimed to mankind that it was
"

Sleary 's Horse -riding
" which claimed their suffrages.

Sleary himself, a stout modern statue with a money-box at

its elbow, in an ecclesiastical niche of early Gothic archi

tecture, took the money. Miss Josephine Sleary, as some

very long and very narrow strips of printed bill announced,
was then inaugurating the entertainments with her graceful

equestrian Tyrolean flower-act. Among the other pleasing
but always strictly moral wonders which must be seen to be

believed, Signor Jupe was that afternoon to
"
elucidate the

diverting accomplishments of his highly trained performing

dog Merrylegs." He was also to exhibit " his astounding
feat of throwing; seventy-five hundred-weight in rapid suc

cession backhanded over his head thus forming a fountain of

eolid iron in mid-air, a feat never before attempted in this or

anj
r other country and which having elicited such rapturous

plaudits from enthusiastic throngs it cannot be withdrawn."

The same Signor Jupe was to "enliven the varied performances
at frequent intervals with his chaste Shaksperean quips and

retorts." Lastly, he was to wind them up by appearing in

his favorite character of Mr. William Button, of Tooley Street,

in " the highly novel and laughable hippo-comedietta of The
Tailor's Journey to Brentford."

Thomas Gradgrind took no heed of these trivialities of

course, but passed on as a practical man ought to pass on,

either brushing the noisy insects from his thoughts, or con

signing them to the House of Correction. But, the turning
of the road took him by the back of the booth, and at the

back of the booth a number of children were congregated in

a number of stealthy attitudes, striving to peep in at the

hidden glories of the place.
This brought him to a stop.

" Now, to think of tlies^

vagabonds," said he,
"
attracting the young rabble from a

model school."

A space of stunted grass and dry rubbish being between

him ami the young rubble, he took his eyeglass out of his
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aistcoat to look for any child he knew by name, and might
order off. Phenomenon almost incredible though distinctly

seen, what did he then behold but his own metallurgical
Louisa peeping with all her might through a hole in a deal

board, and his own mathematical Thomas abasing himself

on the ground to cnteh but a hoof of the graceful equestrian

Tyrolean flower-act !

Dumb with amazement, Mr. Gr.idgrind crossed to the spot
where his family was thus disgraced, laid his hand upon
each erring child, and said :

' Louisa ! ! Thomas ! !

"

Both rose, red and disconcerted. But, Louisa looked at

h^r father with more boldness than Thomas did. Indeed,

Thomas did not look at him, but gave himself up to be taken

home like a machine.
" In the name of wonder, idleness, and folly !

"
said Mr.

Gradgriud,' leading each away by a hand
;

" what do you
do hero ?

"

" Wanted to see what it was like," returned Louisa,

Bhortly.

"What it was like?"

Yes, father."

There was an air of jaded sullenness in them both, and

particularly in the girl : yet, struggling through the dis

satisfaction "of her face, there was a light with nothing to

.pon, a fire with nothing to burn, a starved imagination

kooping life in itself somehow, which brightened its expres
sion. Not with the brightness natural to cheerful youth, but

with uncertain, eager, doubtful flashes, which had something

painful in them, analogous to the changes on a blind face

^rnjiing its way.
She was a child now, of fifteen or sixtoon ; but at no

distant day would seem to become a woman all at once. Her
father thought so as he looked at her. She was pretty.
Would have been self-willed (he thought in his eminently

practical way), but for her bringing-up.
"
Thomas, though I have the fact before me, I find it

difficult to believe that you, with your education and ro-

eources, should have brought your sister to a scene like this."
"

I brought him, father," said Louisa, quickly.
"

I asked

him to come."
'

I am sorry to hear it. I am very sorry indeed to hoax
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it. It makes Thomas no better, and it makes you worse,
Louisa."

She looked at her father again, but no tear fell down hot

cheek.
" You ! Thomas and you, to whom the circle of the

sciences is open ; Thomas and you, who may be said to be

replete with facts
;
Thomas and you, who have been trained

to mathematical exactness; Thomas and you, here!" cried

Mr. Gradgrind.
" In this degraded position ! I am amazed/'

"
I was tired, father. I have been tired a long time," said

Louisa,
" Tired ? Of what ?

"
asked the astonished father.

"
I don't know of what of everything I think."

"
Say not another word," returned Mr. Gradgrind.

" You
are childish. I will hear no more." He did not speak again,
until they had walked some half-a-mile in silence, when he

gravely broke out with :
" What would your best friends say,

Louisa ? Do you attach no value to their good opinion ?

"What would Mr. Bounderby say?"
At the mention of this name, his daxighter stole a look at

him, remarkable for its intense and searching character. He
saw nothing of it, for before he looked at her, she had again
cast down her eyes !

"
What," he repeated presently,

" would Mr. Bounderby
say !

"
All the way to Stone Lodge, as with grave indigna

tion he led the two delinquents home, he repeated at intervals
" What would Mr. Bounderby say!" as if Mr. Bounderby
he.d been Mrs. Grundy.

CHAPTER IV.

MB. EOUNDEUBT.

Nor being Mrs. Grund}
r
,
who teas Mr. Bounderby?

Why, Mr. Bounderby was as near being Mr. Gradgrind's
bosom friend, as a man perfectly devoid of sentiment can

approach that spiritual relationship towards another man

perfectly devoid of sentiment. So near was Mr. Botmderbj
or, if the render should prefer it. so far off.
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He was a rich man : banker, merchant, manufacturer, and
what not. A big, loud man, with a stare, and a metallic

laugh. A man made out of a coarse material, which seemed

to have been stretched to make so much of him. A man
with a great puffed head and forehead, swelled veins in his

temples, and such a strained skin to his face that it seemed

to hold his eyes open, and lift his e}-ebrows up. A man
with a pervading appearance on him of being inflated like a

balloon, and ready to start. A man who could never suffi

ciently vaunt himself a self-made man. A man who was

always proclaiming, through that brassy speaking-trumpet of

a voice of his, his old ignorance and his old poverty. A
man who was the Bully of humility.
A year or two younger than his eminently practical friend,

Mr. Bounderby looked older; his seven or eight and forty

might have had the seven or eight added to it again, without

surprising anybody. He had not much hair. One might
have fancied he had talked it off ;

and that what was left, all

standing up in disorder, was in that condition from being

constantly blown about by his windy boastfulness.

In the formal drawing-room of Stone Lodge, standing on
the hearth-nig, warming himself before the fire, Mr.

Bounderby delivered some observations to Mrs. Gradgrind
on the circumstance of its being his birthday. He stood

bofore the fire, partly because it was a cool spring afternoon,

though the sun shone
; partly because the shade of Stone

Lodge was always haunted by the ghost of damp mortar,

partly because he thus took up a commanding position, from.

M-liich to subdue Mrs. Gradgrind.
"

I hadn't a shoe to my foot. As to a stocking, I didn't know
such a thing by name. I passed the day in a ditch, and the

night in a pigsty. That 'a the wa)
r I spent my tenth birthday

Not that a ditch was new to me, for I was born in a ditch."

Mrs. Gradgrind, a little, thin, white, pink-eyed bundle

of shawls, of surpassing feebleness, mental and bodily; who
was always taking physic without any effect, and who,
A hi never she showed a symptom of coming to life, was

invariably stunned by some weighty piece of fact tumbling
on her ; Mrs. Gradgrind hoped it was a dry ditch ?

' No! As wet as a sop. A foot of water in it," saul

Mr. Bounderby.
"
Enough to give a baby cold," Mrs. Gradgrind considorod
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" Cold ? I was born with inflammation of the lungs, and
of everything else, I believe, that was capable of inflam

mation,
"

returned Mr. Bounderby.
" For years, ma'am, I

was one of the most miserable little wretches ever seen. I was
so sickly, that I was always moaning and groaning. I was so

ragged and dirty, that you wouldn't have touched me with a

pair of tongs."
Mrs. Gradgrind faintly looked at the tongs, as the most

appropriate thing her imbecility could think of doing.
" How I fought through it, I don't know," said Bounderby.

"
I was determined, I suppose. I have been a determined

character in later life, and I suppose I was then. Here I am,
Mrs. Gradgrind, anyhow, and nobody to thank for my being
here, but myself."

Mrs. Gradgrind meekly and weakly hoped that his

mother
" My mother? Bolted, ma'am !

"
said Bounderby.

Mrs. Gradgrind, stunned as usual, collapsed and gave it up.
" My mother left me to my grandmother," said Bounderby;

"and, according to the best of my remembrance, my
grandmother was the wickedest and the worst old woman
that ever lived. If I got a little pair of shoes by any chance,
she would take 'em off and sell 'em for drink. Why, I have

known that grandmother of mine lie in her bed and drink

her four-teen glasses of liquor before breakfast !

"

Mrs. Gradgrind, weakly smiling, and giving no other sign
of vitality, looked (as she always did) like an indifferently

executed transparency of a small female figure, without

enough light behind it.

" She kept a chandler's shop," pursued Bounderby,
" and

kept me in an egg-box. That was the cot of my infancy ;
an

old egg-box. As soon as I was big enough to run away, of

course I ran away. Then I became a young vagabond ;
and

instead of one old woman knocking me about and starving

me, everybody of all ages knocked me about and starved me.

They were right ; they had no business to do anything else.

I was a nuisance, an incumbrance, and a pest. I know that

very well."

His pride in having at any time of his life achieved such a

great social distinction as to be a nuisance, an incumbrance,

and a pest, was only to be satisfied by three sonorous repeti

tions of the boast.
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"
I was to pull tlirough. it I suppose, Mrs. Gradgrind.

Whether I was to do it or not, ma'am, I did it. I pulled

through, it, though nobody threw me out a rope. Vagabond,
erru-d-boy, vagabond, laborer, porter, clerk, chief manager,
Email partner, Josiah Bounderby of Coketown. Those are the

antecedents, and the culmination. Josiah Bounderby of

Coketown learnt his letters from the outsidea* of the shops,
Mrs. Gradgrind, and was first able to tell the time upon
a dial-plate, from studying the steeple clock of St. Giles's

Church, London, under the direction of a drunken cripple, who
was a convicted thief, and an incorrigible vagrant. Tell Josiah

Bounderby of Coketown, of your district schools and your model

schools, and your training schools, and your whole kettle-of

fish of schools
;
and Josiah Bounderby of Coketown, tells you

plainly, all right, all correct he hadn't such advantages
but let us have hard-headed, solid-fisted people the educa

tion that made him won't do for everybody, he knows well

such and such his education was, however, and you may force

liim to swallow boiling fat, but you shall never force him to

suppress the facts of his life."

Being heated when lie arrival at this climax, Josiah

Bounderby of Coketown stopped. He stopped just as his

eminently practical friend, still accompanied by the two young
culprits, entered the room. His eminently practical friend,

on seeing him, stopped also, and gave Louisa a reproaclirol

look that plainly said,
" Behold your Bounderby !

"

" Well !" blustered Mr. Bounderby,
" what 's the matter?"

What is young Thomas in the dumps about? "

Ho spoke of young Thomas, but he looked at Ixmiea,
" We were peeping at the circus," muttered Louisa haugh

tily, without lifting up her eyes,
" and father caught us."

And Mrs. Gradgriud," said her husband in a lut'iy

manner,
"

I should as soon have expected to lind my children

reading poetry."
" Dear me," whimpered Mrs. Gradgrind.

" !Iow can you,
Louisa and Thomas ! I wonder at you. I declare you 'rt

enough to make one regret over having had a family at i;ll.

I have a great mind to say I wish I hadn't. Then what
would you have done, I should like to know."

Mr. Gradgrind did not seem favorably impressed by those

cogent remarks. He frowned impatiently.
"As if, with my head in its present throbbing state, you
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couldn't go and look at the shells and minerals and things

provided for }
r

ou, instead of circuses !

"
said Mrs. Gradgrind.

" You know, as well as I do, no young people have circus

masters, or keep circuses in cabinets, or attend lectures about

circuses. What can you possibly want to know of circuses

then ? I am sure you have enough to do, if that 's what you
want. With my head in its present state, I couldn't remember
the mere names of half the facts you have got to attend to."

" That 's the reason !

"
pouted Louisa.

" Don't tell me that 's the reason, because it can be nothing
of the sort," said Mrs. Gradgrind.

" Go and be somethingo-

logical directly." Mrs. Gradgrind was not a scientific

character, and usually dismissed her children to their studies

with this general injunction to choose their pursuit.
In truth, Mrs. Gradgrind' s stock of facts .in general was

woefully defective
;
but Mr. Gradgrind in raising her to her

high matrimonial position, had been influenced by two reasons.

Firstly, she was most satisfactory as a question of figures;

and, secondly, she had " no nonsense " about her. By non
sense he meant fancy ;

and truly it is probable she was as

free from any alloy of that nature, as any human being not

arrived at the perfection of an absolute idiot, ever was.

The simple circumstance of being left alone with her

husband and Mr. Bounderby, was sufficient to stun this

admirable lady again without collision between herself and

any other fact. So, she once more died away, and nobody
minded her.

"
Bounderby," said Mr. Gradgrind, drawing a chair to the

fireside, "you are always so interested in my young people

particularly in Louisa that I make no apology for saying to

you, I am very much vexed by this discovery. I have sys

tematically devoted myself (as, you know) to the education of

the reason of my family. The reason is (as you know) the

only faculty to which education should be addressed. And

yet, Bounderby, it would appear from this unexpected circum

stance of to-day, though in itself a trifling one, as if something
had crept into Thomas's and Louisa's minds which is or

rather, which is not I don't know that I can express myself

better than by saying which has never been intended to be

developed, and in which their reason has no part."
"There certainly is no reason in looking with interest at .

parcel of vagabonds," returned Bounderby.
" When I was a
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vagabond myself, nobody looked with any interest at m* ; I

know that."
44 Then comes the question," said the eminently practical

father, with his eyes on the fire,
" in what has this vulgar

curiosity its rise ?
"

"
I '11 tell you in what. In idle imagination."

"
I hope not," said the eminently practical ;

"I confess,

however, that the misgiving has crossed me on my way home."
" In idle imagination, Gradgrind," repeated Bounderby.

" A very bad thing for anybody, but a cursed bad thing for

a girl like Louisa. I should ask Mrs. Gradgrind's pardon for

strong expressions, but that she knows very well I am not a

refined character. Whoever expects refinement in VM will be

disappointed. I hadn't a refined bringing up."
"
Whether," said Mr. Gradgrind, pondering with liis hands

in his pockets, and his cavernous eyes on the fire,
" whether

any instructor or servant can have suggested anything ?

Whether Louisa or Thomas can have been reading any
thing ? Whether, in spite of all precautions, any idle story
book can have got into the house ? Because, in minds that

have been practically formed by rule and line, from the cradle

upwards, this is so curious, so incomprehensible."
"
Stop a bit !

"
cried Bounderby, who all this time had

been standing, as before, on the hearth, bursting at the very
furniture of the room with explosive humility.

" You have
one of those strollers' children in the school."

"
Cecilia Jupe, by name," said Mr. Gradgrind, with some

thing of a stricken look at his friend.

"Now, stop a bit!" cried Bounderby again. "How did

she come there ?
"

"
Why, the fact is, I saw the girl myself, for the first time,

only just now. She specially applied here at the house to be

admitted, as not regularly belonging to our town, and yes,

you are right, Bounderby, you are right."
44

Now, stop a bit!" cried Bounderby, once more. "Louisa
saw her when she came ?

"

44 Louisa certainly did see her, for she mentioned the appli
cation to me. But Louisa saw her, I have no doubt, in Mrs.

Gradgrind's presence."
44

Pray, Mrs. Gradgrind," said Bounderby, "what passed?"
"
Oh, my poor health !

"
returned Mrs. Gradgrind.

4 ' The

girl wanted to come to the school, and Mr. Gradgriud wanted
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gills to come to the school, and Louisa and Thomas both said

that the girl -wanted to come, and that Mr. Gradgrind wanted

girls to come, and how was it possible to contradict them
when such was the fact !

"

" Now I tell you what, Gradgrind !

"
said Mr. Bounderby.

" Turn this girl to the rightabout, and there 's an end of it."
"

I am much of your opinion."
"Do it at once," said Bounderby, "has always been my

motto from a child. When I thought I would run away from

my egg-box and my grandmother, I did it at once. Do you
the same. Do this at once !

"

"Are you walking?" asked his friend. "I have the

father's address. Perhaps you would not mind walking to

town with me ?"
" Not the least in the world," said Mr. Bounderby,

" as

long as yoii do it at once !"

So, Mr. Bounderby threw on his hat he always threw it

on, as expressing a man who had been far too busily employed
in making himself, to acquire any fashion of wearing his hat

and with his hands in his pockets, sauntered out into the

hall. "
I never wear gloves," it was his custom to say.

"
I

didn't climb up the ladder in them. Shouldn't be so high up,
if I had."

Being left to saunter in the hall a minute or two while Mr.

Gradgrind went upstairs for the address, he opened the door

of the children's study and looked into that serene floor-

clothed apartment, which, notwithstanding its book-cases and

its cabinets and its variety of learned and philosophical appli

ances, had much of the genial aspect of a room devoted to

hair-cutting. Louisa languidly leaned upon the window

looking out, without looking at anything, while young
Thomas stood sniffing revengefully at the fire. Adam Smith

and Malthus, two younger Gradgrinds, were out at lecture in

custody ;
and little Jane, after manufacturing a good deal of

moist pipe-clay on her face with slate-pencil and tears, had

fallen asleep over vulgar fractions.
"

It 's all right now, Louisa
;

"
it 's all right, young

Thomas," said Mr. Bounderby; "you won't do so any more.

I '11 answer for its being all over with father. Well, Louisa,

that's worth a kiss, isn't it?"
" Yoii can take one, Mr. Bounderby," returned Louisa,

when she had coldly paused, and slowly walked across the
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room, and ungraciously raised her cheek towards him, with

her face turned away.
"
Always my pet; ai't you, Louisa ?" said Mr. Bounderby.

" Good bye, Louisa !

"

He went his way, but she stood on the same spot, rubbing
the cheek he had kissed, with her handkerchief, until it was

burning red. She was still doing this, five minutes after

wards.

"What are you about, Loo?" her brother sulkily remon
strated.

" You '11 rub a hole in your face."
" You may cut the piece out with your penknife if you like,

Tom. I wouldn't cry !

"

CHAPTER V.

THE KEY-NOTK.

COKETOWW, to which Messrs. Bounderby and Gradgrind
now walked, was a triumph of fact

;
it had no greater taint

of fancy in it than Mrs. Gradgrind herself. Let us strike the

key-note, Coketown, before pursuing our tune.

It was a town of red brick, or of brick that would have

been red if the smoke and ashes had allowed it; but as

matters stood it was a town of unnatural red and black like

the painted face of a savage. It was a town of machinery
and toll chimneys, out of which interminable serpents of

smoke trailed themselves for ever and ever, and never got
uncoiled. It had a black canal in it, and a river that ran

purple with ill-smelling dye, and vast piles of building full of

windows where there was a :rattling and a trembling all day

long, and where the piston of the steam-engine worked mono

tonously up and down, like the head of an elephant in a state

of melancholy madness. It contained several large streets all

very like one another, and many small streets still more like

one another, inhabited by people equally like one another,
who all went in and out at the same hours, with the same
sound upon the same pavements, to do the some work, and to

whom every day was the same as yesterday and
%ud every year the counterpart of the list and the next.



224 HARD TIMES.

These attributes of Coketown were in the main inseparable
from the work by which it was sustained

; against them were
to be set off, comforts of life which found their way all over

the world, and elegancies of life which made, we will not ask

how much of the fine lady, who could scarcely bear to hear

the place mentioned. The rest of its features were voluntary,
and they were these.

You saw nothing in Coketown but what was severely
workful. If the members of a religious persuasion built a

chapel there as the members of eighteen religious persua
sions had done they made it a pious warehouse of red brick,

with sometimes (but this is only in highly ornamented

examples) a bell in a bird-cage on the top of it. The solitary

exception was the New Church; a stuccoed edifice with a

square steeple over the door, terminating in four short

pinnacles like florid wooden legs. All the public inscriptions
in the town were painted alike, in severe characters of black

and white. The jail might have been the infirmary, the

infirmary might have been the jail, the town-hall might havo
been either, or both, or anything else, for anything that

appeared to the contrary in the graces of their construction.

Fact, fact, fact, everywhere in the material aspect of the town;

fact, fact, fact, everywhere in the immaterial. The M'Choak-
umchild school was all fact, and the school of design was all

fact, and the relations between master and man were all fact,

and everything was fact between the lying-in hospital and the

cemetery, and what you couldn't state in figures, or sho\t to

be purchaseable in the cheapest market and saleable in ';he

dearest, was not, and never should be, world without end,

A town so sacred to fact, and so triumphant in its assertion,

of course got on well ? Why no, not quite well. No ?

Dear me !

No. Coketown did not come out of its own furnaces, in nil

respects like gold that had stood the fire. First, the perplexing

mystery of the place was, Who belonged to the eighteen
denominations ? Because, whoever did, the laboring people
did not. It was very strange to walk through the streets on a

Sunday morning, and note how few of them the barbarous

jangling of bells that was driving the sick and nervous mad,

called away from their own quarter, from their own close

rooms, from the corners of their own streets, where they
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lounged listlessly, gazing at all the church and chapel going, an

at a thing with which they had no manner of concern. Nor
was it merely the stranger who noticed this, because there

was a native organisation in Coketown itself, whose members
were to be heard of in the House of Commons every session,

indignantly petitioning for acts of parliament that should

make these people religious by main force. Then came thu

:ul Society, who complained that these same people would

get drunk, and showed in tabular statements that they did

get drunk, and proved at tea parties that no inducement,
human or Divine (except a medal), would induce them to

forego their custom of getting drunk. Then came the chemist

and druggist, with other tabular statements, showing that

when they didn't get drunk, they took opium. Then came
the experienced chaplain of the jail, with more tabular state

ments, outdoing all the previous tabular statements, and

showing that the same people would resort to low haunts,
hidden from the public eye, where they heard low singing
and saw low dancing, and mayhap joined in it

;
and where

A. B., aged twenty-four next birthday, and committed for

eighteen months' solitary, had himself said (not that he had
ever shown himself particularly worthy of belief) his ruin

began, as he was perfectly sure and confident that otherwise*

he would have been a tip-top moral specimen. Then came
Mr. Gradgrind and Mr. Bounderby, the two gentlemen at this

ut moment walking through Coketown; and both emi

nently practical, who could, on occasion, furnish more tabular

statements derived from their own personal experience, and

illustrated by cases they had known and seen, from which it

clearly appeared in short, it was the only clear thing in the

case that these same people were a bad lot altogether, gentle
men

; that do what you would for them they were m\.i
thankful for it, gentlemen ;

that they were restless, gent le

mon
;
that they never knew what they wanted ;

that th<-\

lived upon the best, and bought fresh butter
;
and insisted on

Mocha coffee, and rejected all but prime parts of meat, uinl

yet were eternally dissatisfied and unmanageable. In short it

was the moral of the old nursery fable :

There was an old woman, ami what Jo you think T

She lived ui>n nothing Lnt victuals and drink ;

Victuals and diink were the whole of her diet,

And yet this old woman would MKVKK be quiet.
VOL. II.
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Is it possible, I wonder, that there was any analogy
between the case of the Coketown population and the case

of the little Gradgrinds ? Surely, none of us in our sober

senses and acquainted with figures, are to be told at this

time of day, that one of the foremost elements in the

existence of the Coketown working-people had been for

scores of years, deliberately set at nought ? That there

was any Fancy in them demanding to be brought into

healthy existence instead of struggling on in convulsions?

That exactly in the ratio as they -worked long and mono

tonously, the craving grew within them for some physical
relief some relaxation, encouraging good humoivr and good
spirits, and giving them a vent some recognised holiday,

though it were but for an honest dance to a stirring band of

music some occasional light pie in which even M'Choakum-
child had no finger which craving must and would be

satisfied aright, or must and would inevitably go wrong, until

ic laws of the Creation were repealed ?

" This man lives at Pod's End, and I don't quite know
Pod's End," said Mr. Gradgrind. "Which is it, Boun-

derby ?
"

Mr. Bounderby knew it was somewhere down town, but

knew no more respecting it. So they stopped for a inomont,

looking about.

Almost as they did BO, there came running round the

corner of the street at a quick pace and with a frightened

look, a girl whom Mr. Gradgrind recognised.
" Halloa !

"

said he. "
Stop ! "Where are you going ? Stop !

"
Girl

number twenty stopped then, palpitating and made him a

curtsey.
" Why are you tearing about the streets," said Mr. Grad

grind,
" in this improper manner ?

"

"
I was I was run after, sir," the girl panted,

" and I

wanted to get away."
"Run after?" repeated Mr. Gradgrind. "Who would

run after you ?
"

The question was unexpectedly and suddenly answered

for her, by the colourless boy, Bitzer, who came round the

cjorner with such blind speed and so little anticipating a

stoppage on the pavement, that he brought himself up

against Mr. Gradgrind' s waistcoat and rebounded into the

Toad.
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"What do you mean, boy?" said Mr. Gvadgrind.
" What are you doing ? How dare you dash against

everybody in this manner ?
"

Bitzer picked up his cap, which the concussion had knocked

off
;
and backing, and knuckling his forehead, pleaded that

it was an accident.
" Was this boy running after you, Jupe ?

"
asked Mr.

Gradgriud.
" Yes sir," said the girl reluctantly.

"No, I wasn't, sir!" cried Bitzer. " Xot till she run

away from me. But the horse-riders never mind what they

say, sir
; they 're famous for it. You know the horse-riders

are famous for never minding what they say," addressing

Sissy.
"

It 's as well known in the town as please, sir, as

the multiplication table isn't known to the horse-riders."

Bitzer tried Mr. Bounderby with this.

"He frightened me so," said the girl, "with his cruel

faces !

"

" Oh !

"
cried Bitzer. " Oh ! An't you one of the rest !

An't you a .horse-rider ! I never looked at her, sir. I

asked her if she' would know how to define a horse to-morrow,
and offered to tell her again, and she ran away, and I ran

after her, sir, that she might know how to answer when she

was asked. You wouldn't have thought of saying such

mischief if you hadn't been a horse-rider !

"

" Her calling seems to be pretty well known among 'em,"
observed Mr. Bounderby.

" You 'd have had the whole
school peeping in a row, in a week."

"
Truly, I think so," returned his friend. "

Bitzer, turn

you about and take yourself home. Jupe, stay here a

moment. Let me hear of your running in this manner any
more, boy, and you will hear of me through the master of the

school. You understand what I mean. Go along."
The boy stopped in his rapid blinking, knuckled bis fore-

aead again, glanced at Sissy, turned about, and retreated.

Nn\v, girl," said Mr. Gradgrind, "take this gentleman
and me to your father's

;
we are going there. What havo

vou got iu that bottle you are carrying ?
"

"
Gin," said Mr. Bounderby.

"
Dear, no sir ! It 's the nine oik."

" The what ?
"

cried Mr. Bounderby." The nine oils, sir To rub father with." Then, said
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Mr. Bounderby, with a loud short laugh,
" what the devil

do you rub your father with nine oils for ?
"

" It's what our people always use, sir, when they got nny
hurts in the ring," replied the girl, looking over her shoulder,
to assure herself that her pursuer was gone.

"
They bruise

themselves very bad sometimes."
" Serve 'em right," said Mr. Bounderby,

" for being idle."

She glanced up at his face, with mingled astonishment and

dread.
"
By George \

"
said Mr. Bounderby,

" when I was four or

five years younger than you, I had worse bruises upon me
than ten oils, twenty oils, forty oils, would have rubbed off. I

didn't get 'em by posture-making, but by being banged about.

There was no rope-dancing for me; I danced on the bare

ground and was larruped with the rope."
Mr. Gradgrind, though hard enough, was by no means so

rough a man as Mr. Bounderby. His character was not

unkind, all things considered
;

it might have been a very
kind one indeed, if he had only made some round mistake in

the arithmetic that balanced it, years ago. He said, in what
he meant for a re-assuring tone, as they turned down a

narrow road,
" And this is Pod's End

;
is it, Jupe ?

"

"This is it, sir, and if you wouldn't mind, sir this is

the house."

She stopped, at twilight, at the door of a mean little

public house, with dim red lights in it. As haggard and aa

shabby, as if, for want of custom, it had itself taken to

drinking, and had gone the way all drunkards go, and was

very near the end of it.

"
It 's only crossing the bar, sir, and up the stairs, if you

wouldn't mind, and waiting there for a moment till I get a

candle. If you should hear a dog, sir, it 's only Merrylegs,
and he only barks."

"
Merrylegs and nine oils, eh \

"
said Mr. Bounderby,

entering last with his metallic laugh.
"
Pretty well this, for

a self-made man \
"
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CHAPTER VL

BLEARY'S HORSEMANSHIP.

THE name of the public house was tho Pegasus's Arms.
1'lie Pogasus's legs miglit have been more to the purpose;
hilt, underneath the winged horse upon the sign-board, tho

Pegasus's Arms was inscribed in Roman letters. Beneath

that inscription again, in a flowing scroll, the painter had
touched off the lines :

Good mnlt makes good beor,
\V:ilk in, and they'll draw it here;
Good wine makes good brandy,
Give us a call, and you '11 find it handy.

Framed and glazed upon the wall behind the dingy little

bar, was another Pegasus a theatrical one with real gauze
let in for his wings, golden stars stuck on all over him, and
his ethereal harness made of red silk.

As it had grown too dusky without, to see the sign, and
as it had not grown light enough within to see the picture,
Mr. Gradgrind and Mr. Bounderby received no offence from

these idealities. They followed the girl up some steep corner-

stairs without meeting any one, and stopped in the dark

while she went on for a candle. They expected every moment
to hear Merrylegs give tongue, but the highly trained per

forming dog had not barked when the girl and the candle

appeared together.
" Father is not in our room, sir," she said, with a face of

great surprise.
" If you wouldn't mind walking in, I '11 find

him directly."

They walked in
;
and Sissy, having set two chairs for

them, sped away with a qxiick light step. It was a mean,

shabbily furnished room, with a bed in it. The white night

cap, embellished with two peacocks's feathers and a pigtail
bolt upright, in which Signer Jupe had that very afternoon

enlivened the varied performances with his chaste Shaks-

perian quips and retorts, hung upon a nail
;
but no other

portion of his wardrobe, or other token of himself or his

pursuits, was to be seen anywhere. As to Merrylegs, that
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respectable ancestor of the highly trained animal who wont
aboard the ark, might have been accidentally shut out of it,

for any sign of a dog that was manifest to eye or ear in tha

Pegasus's Arms.

They heard the doors of rooms above, opening and shutting
as Sissy went from one to another in quest of her father

;
and

presently they heard voices expressing siirprise. She camo

bounding down again in a great hurry, opened a battered and

mangy old hair trunk, found it empty, and looked round

with her hands clasped and her face full of terror.
" Father must have gone down to the Booth, sir. I don't

know why he should go there, but he must be there
;
I '11 bring

him in a minute !

" She was gone directly, without her bonnet;
with her long, dark, childish hair streaming behind her.

" What does she mean !

"
said Mr. Gradgrind.

" Back in

a minute ? It 's more than a mile off."

Before Mr. Bounderby could reply, a young man appeared
at the door, and introducing himself with the words,

"
By

your leaves, gentlemen !

" walked in with his hands in his

pockets. His face, close-shaven, thin, and sallow, was shaded

by a great quantity of dark hair, brushed into a roll all

round his head, and parted up the centre. His legs were

very robust, but shorter than legs qf good proportions should

have been. His chest and back were as much too broad, as

his legs were too short. He was dressed in a Newmarket
coat and tight-fitting trousers

;
wore a shawl round his neck

;

smelt of lamp-oil, straw, orange-peel, horses' provender, and

sawdust; and looked a most remarkable sort of Centaur,

compounded of the stable and the play-house. Where the

one began, and the other ended, nobody could have told with

any precision. This gentleman was mentioned in the bills of

the day as Mr. . W. B. Childers, so justly celebrated for his

daring vaulting act as the Wild Huntsman of the North

American Prairies
;
in which popular performance, a diminu

tive boy with an old face, who now accompanied him,
assisted as his infant son : being carried upside down over his

father's shoulder, by one foot, and held by the crown of his

head, heels upwards, in the palm of his father's hand, accord

ing to the violent paternal manner in which wild huntsmen

may be observed to fondle their offspring. Made up with

curls, wreaths, wings, white bismuth, and carmine, this

hopeful young person soured into so pleasing a Cupid as to
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constitute the chief delight of the maternal part of tho

spectators ;
but in private, where his characteristics worn

a precocious cutaway coat and an extremely gruff voice, ho

became of the Turf, turfy.
"
By your leaves, gentlemen," said Mr. E. W. B. Childers,

glancing round the room. "
It was you, I believe, that wore

wishing to see Jupe ?
"

"
It was," said Mr. Gradgrind.

" His daughter has gono
to fetch him, but I can't wait

; therefore, if you please, I will

leave a message for him with you."
" You see, my friend," Mr. Bounderby put in,

" we aro

the kind of people who know the value of time, and you aro

the kind of people who don't know the value of time."
"

I have not," retorted Mr. Childers, after surveying him
from head to foot,

" the honor of knowing you; but if you
mean that you can make more money of your time than I

can of mine, I should judge from your appearance, that you
are about right."

" And when you have made it, you can keep it too, I

should think," said Cupid.
'

Kidderminster, stow that !

"
said Mr. Childers. (Master

Kidderminster was Cupid's mortal name.)
" What does he come here cheeking us for, then ?

"
cried

Master Kidderminster, showing a very irascible temperament.
"If you want to cheek us, pay your oclire at the doors and
take it out."

"
Kidderminster," said Mr. Childers, raising his voice,

" stow that ! Sir," to Mr. Gradgrind,
"

I was addressing

myself to you. You may or you may not be aware (for

perhaps you have not been much in the audience), that Jupe
has missed his tip very often, lately."

" Has what has he missed?" asked Mr. Gradgrind,

glancing at the potent Bounderby for assistance.
" Missed his tip."
" Offered at the Garters four times last night, and never

done 'em onco," said Master Kidderminster. " Missed his tip

at the banners, too, nnd Avas loose in his ponging."
" Didn't do what he ought to do. Was short in his leaps

and bad in his tumbling," Mr. Childers inleqjreted.
" Oh !

"
said Mr. Oradgriad,

" that is tip, is it?"
" In a general way that 's missing h: s tip," Mr E. W. B.

Childers answered
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" Nine oils, Merrylegs, missing tips, garters, banners, and

Ponging, eli !

"
ejaculated Bounderby; with his laugh of

laughs.
" Queer sort of company, too, for a man who has

raised himself."
" Lower yourself, then," retorted Cupid,

" Oh Lord ! if

you've raised yourself so high as all that com^s to. let your
self down a bit."

" This is a very obtrusive lad !" said Mr. Gradgrind, turn

ing, and knitting his brows on him.

"We'd have had a young gentleman to meet you, if we
had known you were coming," retorted Master Kidder

minster, nothing abashed. "
It 's a pity you don't have a

bespeak, being so particular. You 'ro on the Tight-Jeff,
ain't you ?

"

' What does this unmannerly boy mean," asked Mr. Grad-

griud, eying him in a sort of desperation,
"
by Tight-Jeff?

"

" There ! Get out, get out !

"
said Mr. Childers, thrusting

his young friend from the room, rather in the prairie manner.

"Tight-Jeff or Slack-Jeff, it don't much signify: it's only

tight-rope and slack-rope. You were going to give me a

message for Jupe ?
"

"
Yes, I was."

"Then," continued Mr. Childers, quickly, "my opinion is,

he will never receive it. Do you know much of him ?
"

"
I never saw the man in my life."

"
I doubt if you ever vcill see him now. It's pretty plum

to me, he 's off."
' Do you mean that he lias deserted his daughter?

"

"
Ay ! I mean," said Mr. Childers, with a nod, "that ho

has cut. He was goosed last night, he was goosed the night
before last, he was goosed to-day. He has lately got in the

way of being always goosed, and he can't stand it."

" Why lias he been so very much Goosed ?
"

asked

Mr. Gradgrind. forcing the word out of himself, with great

solemnity and reluctance.
" His joints are turning stiff, and he is getting used up,"

said Childers. " He has his points as a Cackler still, but he

can't get a living out of them."
" A Cackler !

"
Bounderby repeated.

" Here we go

again !

"

'' A speaker, if the gentleman likes it better," said Mr. E.

W. B. Clulders, superciliously throwing the interpretation
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over }UB shoulder, and accompanying it with a shako of hig

long hair which all shook at once. "Now, it's a remark

able fact, sir, that it cut that man deeper, to know that his

daughter knew of his being goosed, than to go through
with it."

" Good !

"
interrupted Mr. Bounderby. "This is good,

Qradgrind ! A man so fond of his daughter, that he runs

away from her! This is devilish good! Ha! ha! Now,
I '11 tell you what, young man. I haven't always occupied

my present station of life. J know what these things are.

You may be astonished to hear it, but my mother ran away
from me."

E. W. B. Childers replied pointedly, that he was not at all

astonished to hear it.

"
Very well," said Bounderby.

"
I was born in a ditch,

and my mother ran away from me. Do I excuse her for it ?

No. Have I ever excused her for it? Nut I. What do I

call her' for it? I call her probably the very worst woman
that ever lived in the world, except my drunken grandmother.
Tlit-re's no family pride about me, there's no imaginative
sentimental humbug about me. I call a spade a spade ;

and
1 call the mother of Josiah Bounderby of Coketown, without

any fear or any favor, what I should call her if she had been

the mother of Dick Jones of Wapping. So, with this mail.

He is a runaway rogue and a vagabond, that 's what he is, in

English."
"

It 's all the same to me what he is or what he is not,

whether in English or whether in French/' retorted Mr. K.

\V B. Childers, facing about. "I am telling your friend

what 's the fact
;

if you don't like to hear it, you can avail

yourself of the open air. You give it mouth enough, you do ;

but give it mouth in your own building at least," remonstrated

K \V. B. with stern irony. "Don't give it mouth in this

building, till you're called upon. You have got some building
of your own, I dare say, now ?

"

"
Perhaps so," replied Mr. Bounderby, rattling liis money

and laughing.
"Then give it mouth in your own building, will you, i t

'

you please?" said Childers. "Because this isn't a strong

building, and too much of you might bring it down !

"

iug Mr. Bound-rl -y 1'roin head to foot again, IK- turned

from him. as from a man finally disposed of, to Mr. Uradgrind.
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"
Jupo sent his daugliter out on an errand not an hour

ago, and then was seen to slip out himself, with his hat over

his eyes and a bundle tied up in a handkerchief under IUH

arm. She will never believe it of him, but he has cut away
and left her."

"
Pray," said Mr. Gradgrind,

"
why will she never believa

it of him ?
"

" Because those two were one. Because they were never

asunder. Because, up to this time, he seemed to dote upon
her," said Childers, taking a step or two to look into tho

empty trunk. Both Mr. Childers and Master Kidderminster

walked in a curious manner
;
with their legs wider apart than

the general run of men, and with a very knowing assumption
of being stiff in the knees. This walk was common to all the

male members of Sleary's company, and was understood to

express, that they were always on horseback.
" Poor Sissy! He had better, have apprenticed her," said

Childers, giving his hair another shake, as he looked up from

the empty box. "
Now, he leaves her without anything to

take to."
"

It is creditable to you, who have never been apprenticed,
to express that opinion," returned Mr. Gradgrind, approvingly.

" / never apprenticed ? I was apprenticed when I was
seven year old."

"Oh! Indeed?" said Mr. Gradgrind, rather resentfully,

as having been defrauded of his good opinion.
"

I was not

aware of its being the custom to apprentice young persons
to

"

"
Idleness," Mr. Bounderby put in with a loud laugh.

"
No, by the Lord Harry ! Noj- I !

"

" Her father always had it in his head," resumed Childers,

feigning unconsciousness of Mr. Bounderby's existence,
" that

she was to be taxight the deuce-and-all of education. How it

got into his head, I can't say; I can only say that it never got
out. He'has been picking up a bit of reading for her, here

and a bit of writing for her, there and a bit of ciphering for

her, somewhere else these seven years."
Mr. E. \V. B. Childers took one of his hands out of hifl

pockets, stroked his face and chin, and looked, with a good
deal of doubt and a little hope, at Mr. Gradgrind. From tho

first he had sought to conciliate that gentleman, for the euke

of the deserted girl.
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11 Whon Sissy got into tho school here," he pursued, "her
father was as pleased as Punch. I couldn't altogether make
out why, myself, as wo were not stationary here, being

1 hut

comers and goers anywhere. I suppose, however, he had this

move in his mind he was always half-cracked and then

considered her provided for. If you should happen to havo

looked in to-night, for the purpose of telling him that you
were going to do her any little service," said Mr. Childers,

stroking his faco again, and repeating his look,
"

it would

be very fortunate and well-timed; rery fortunate and well-

timed."
" On' the contrary," returned Mr. Gradgrind.

"
I came to

tell him that her connexions made her not an object for the

school, and that she must not attend any more. Still, if her

fathor really has left her, without any connivance on her part

Bounderby, let me have a word with you."

Upon this, Mr. Childers politely betook himself, with hia

cquo.strian walk, to the landing outside the door, and there

stood stroking his faco and softly whistling. While thus

engaged, he overheard such phrases in Mr. Bounderby's voice

as " No. / say no. I advise you not. I say by no means."

While, from Mr. Gradgrind, he heard in his much lower touo

tin; words,
" But even as an example to Louisa, of what this

pursuit which has been the subject of a vulgar curiosity,

leads to and ends in. Think of it, Bounderby, in that point
of view."

M. an while, the various members of Sleary's company
gradually gathered together from the upper regions, whcrH
tln'V were quartered, and, from standing about, talking in

low voices to one another and to Mr. Childers, gradually
insinuated themselves and him into the room. There wero

two or three handsome young women among them, with their

tun or three husbands, and their two or three mothers, and
'.In ir eight or nine little children, who did the fairy business

A-hcn required. The father of one of the families was in tho

habit of balancing the father of another of tho families on tho

top of a great pole ;
the father of a third family often made a

pyramid of both those fathers, with Master Kiddenn::
i'or tlu> apex, find himself for the base; all tho fathers couM
dann- upon rolling casks, stand upon bottles, catr-h kniv. s

and balls, twirl hand-basins, riile upon anything jump over

.thing, and stick at uotliiu^. All the mothers cuiM
x
auJ
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did) dance, upon the slack wire and the tight rope, and per
form rapid acts on bare-backed steeds ; none of them were at

all particular in respect of showing their legs ;
and one of

them, alone in a Greek chariot, drove six in hand into every
town they came to. They all assumed to be mighty rakish

and knowing, they -were not very tidy in their private dresses,

they were not at all orderly in their domestic arrangements,
and the combined literature of the whole company would have

produced but a poor letter on any subject. Yet there was a

remarkable gentleness and childishness about these people, a

special inaptitude for any kind of sharp practice, .and an

untiring readiness to help and pity one another, deserving,
often of as much respect, and always of as much generous

construction, as the every-day virtues of any class of people in

the world.

Last of all appeared Mr. Sleary : a stout man as already

mentioned, with one fixed eye and one loose eye, a voice (if

it can be called so) like the efforts of a broken old pair of

bellows, a flabby surface, and a muddled head which was
nover sober and never drunk.

"
Thquire !

"
said Mr. Sleary, who was troubled with

asthma, and whose breath came far too thick and heavy for

the letter s,
" Your thervant ! Thith ith a bad pietlie of

bitlmith, thith ith. You 've heard of my Clown and hith

dog being thuppothed to have morrithed ?
"

lie addressed Mr. Gradgrind, who answered " Yes."
" Well Thquire," he returned, taking off his hat, and

rubbing the lining with his pocket-handkerchief, which lie

kept iuside for the purpose.
" Ith it your inteuthion to do

anything for the poor girl, Thquire ?
"

"
I shall havo something to propose to her when she comes

back," said Mr. Gradgrind.
" Glad to har it, Thquire. Not that I want to get rid of

the child, any more than I want to thtand in her way. I 'm

willing to take her prentith, though at her age ith late. My
voithe ith a little hutliky, Thquire, and not eathy heard by
them ath don't know me; but if you'd been chilled and

heated, heated and chilled
/
chilled and heated in the ring

when you wath young, ath often ath I have been, your voithe

urouldn't have lathted out, Thquire, no more than mine."
"

J dare say not," said Mr. Gradgrind.
" What thall it be, Thquire, while you wait ? Thall it be
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Therry? Give it a name, Thrmire !

"
said Mr. Sleary, with

bu-ipitoble ease.
"
Nothing for me, I thank you," said Mr. Gradgriud.

' Don't tluiy nothing, Thquiro. Whac doth )'our friend

th ay ? If you haven't took your feed yet, have a glath of

Uitterth."

Here his daugliter Josephine a pretty fair-haired girl of

eighteen, who had been tied on a horse at two years old, and
had made a will at twelve, which siie always carried about

with her, expressive of her dying desire to be drawn to the

grave by the two piebald ponies cried "
Father, hush ! she

has come back !

" Then came Sissy Jupe, running into the

room as she had run out of it. And when she saw them all

assembled, and saw their looks, and saw no father there, she

broke into a most deplorable cry, and took refuge on the

bosom of the most accomplished tight-rope lady (herself in

the family-way), who knelt down 011 the floor to nurse her.

and to weep over her.
" Ith an infernal thame, upon my thoul it ith," said Sleary.
" O my dear father, my good kind father, where are you

gone? You are gone to try to do me some good, I kn<>\\ !

You are gone away for my sake, I am sure. And how miser

able and helpless you will be without me, poor, poor father,

until you couie back !

"
It was so pathetic to hear her saying

many things of this kind, with her face turned upward, and
her arms stretched out as if she were trj'iug to stop his

departing shadow and embrace it, that no one spoke a word
until Mr, Bouuderby (growing impatient) took the case

in hand.

Now, good people all," said he, "this is wanton waste

of time. Let the girl understand the fact. Let her take it

from mo, if you like, who have been run away from, myself.

Here, what 'a your name ! Your father has absconded

deserted you and you mustn't expect to see him. again as

long as you live."

They cared so little for plain Fact, these people, and wore
in that advanced state of degeneracy on the subject, that

ad of being impressed by the speaker's strong common
sense, they took it in extraordinary dudgeon. The men
muttered " Shame !

" and the women " Brute !

" and Sleary,
in some haste, communicated the following hint, apart to

Mr. Bouuderby



228 HARD TIMES.

"
I tell you xv hat, Thquire. To thpoak plain to you, my

opinion ith tliat you had better cut it thort, and drop it.

They 're a very good natur'd people, my people, but they 're

ncuuthtomod. to be quick in their movomenth
;
and if you

don't act upon my advithe, I 'm damned if I don't boliu\o

they '11 pith you out o' Avinder."

Mr. Bounderby being restrained by this mild suggestion,
Mr. Gradgrind found an opening for his eminently practical

exposition of the subject.
"

It is of no moment," said ho,
" whether this person is

to be expected back at any time, or the contrary. He is gone
away, and there is no present expectation of liis return.

That, I believe, is agreed on all hands."
" Thath agreed, Thquire. Thick to that!

" From Slearv.
" Well then. I, who came here to inform the father of

the poor girl, Jupe, that she could not be received at the

school any more, in consequence of there being practical

objections, into which I need not enter, to the reception there

of the children of persons so employed, am prepared in these

altered circumstances to make a proposal. I am willing to

take charge of you, Jupe, and to educate you, and provide for

you. The only condition (over and above your good behaviour)
I make is, that you decide now, at once, whether to accompany
me or remain here. Also, that if you accompany me now, it

is understood that you communicate no more with any of your
friends who are here present. These observations comprise
the whole of the case."

" At the thame time," said Sleary,
"

I mutht put in my
word, Thquire, tho that both thides of the banner may bo

equally theen. If you like, Thethilia, to be prentitht, you
know the natur of the work and you know your companionth.
Emma Gordon, in whothe lap you 're a lying at prctheut,
would be a mother to you, and Joth'phiue would be a thithter

to you. I don't pretend to be of the angel breed nn-self, and

I don't thay biit what, when you mith'd your tip, you 'd find

me cut ftp rough, and tliwear a oath or two at you. Lut

what I thay, Thquire, ith, that good tempered or bad tempered,
I never did a horthe a injury yet, no more than thwearing at

him went, and that I don't expect I thall begin otherwithe til

my time of life, with a rider. 1 never wath. much of a Cackler

Thquire, and I have thed my thay."
The latter part of this speech was addz-essed f.o Mr
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Gnulgrind, who received it with a grave inclination of hia

head, and then remarked :

" The only observation I will make to you, Jupe, in the

way of influencing your decision, is, that it is highly desirable

to have a sound practical education, and that even your father

himself (from what I understand) appears, on your bcluilf, to

have known and felt that much."
The last words had a visible effect itpon her. She stopped In

her wild crying, a little detached herself from Kmma Gordon,
and turned her face full upon her patron. The whole company
perceived the force of the change, and drew a long breath

together, that plainly said,
" she will go !

"

" Be sure you know your own mind, Jupe," Mr. Gradgrind
cautioned her

;

"
I say no more. Be sure you know your

own mind !

"

" When father comes back," cried the girl, bursting into

tears again after a minute's silence,
" how will he ever find

me if I go away !

"

" You may be quite at ease," said Mr. Gradgrind, calmly ;

ho worked out the whole matter like a sum :
"
you may bo

quite at ease, Jujie, on that score. In such a case, your
father, I apprehend, must find out Mr. "

"
Thleary. Tliatli my name. Thquire. Not athamed of it.

Known all over England, and ahvnyth pnythe ith way."
" Must find out Mr. Sleary, >\ho would then let him know

where you went. I should have no power of keeping you
Hir.iinst his wi.sh, and he would have no dilH<-ulty, at any time,

in finding Mr. Thomas Gradgrind of Coketowu. I am well

known."
" Well known," assented Mr. Sleary, rolling his loose eye.

" You're one of the thort, Thquire, that keepth a prethiouth

thight of money out of the houthe. But never mind that at

pn-tnent."
There wns another silence; nnd then she exclaimed, sobbing

with her hands before her face,
" Oh give me my clothes,

giro me my clothes, and let me go away before I break my
heart !

"

The women sadly bestirred themselves to get the clothes

'n*r it was soon done, for they were not many and to

pack them in a basket which had often travelled with tlu-m.

sat all the time, ujxm the ground, still sobbing, and

iii^' her eyes. Mr. (irudgrinJ uud his friend Bomidorby
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stood near the door, ready to take her away. Mr. Sleary
stood in the middle of the room, with the male members of

the company about him, exactly as he would have stood in tho

centre of the ring during his daughter Josephine's perform
ance. He wanted nothing but his whip.

The basket packed in silence, they, brought her bonnet to

ner, and smoothed her disordered hair, and put it on. Then

they pressed about her, and bent over her in very natural

attitudes, kissing and embracing her : and brought the

children to take leave of her
;
and were a tender-hearted,

simple, foolish set of women altogether.

"Now, Jape," said Mr. Gradgrind.
" If you are quite

determined, come !

"

But she had to take her farewell of the male part of the

company yet, and every one of them had to unfold his arms

(for they all assumed the professional attitude when they
found themselves near Sleary), and give her a parting kiss

Master Kidderminster excepted, in whose young nature there

was an original flavor of the misanthrope, who was also

known to have harbored matrimonial views, and who moodily
withdrew. Mr. Sleary was reserved until the last. Opening
his arms wide he took her by both her hands, and would have

sprung her up and down, after the riding-master manner of

congratulating young ladies on their dismounting from

rapid act
;
but there was no rebound in Sissy, and she only

stood before liim crying.
" Good bye, my dear!

"
said Sleary.

" You'll make your

fortun, I hope, and none of our poor folkth will ever trouble

you, I '11 pound it. I with your father hadn't taken hith dog
with him

;
ith a ilL-conwenienth to have the dog out of the

billth. But on thecond thoughth, he wouldn't have performed
without hith matkter, tho ith ath broad ath ith long !

"

With that he regarded her attentively with his fixed eye,

Burve}-ed his company with his loose one, kissed her, shook

his head, and handed her to Mr. Gradgrind as to a horse.
" There the ith, Thquire," he said, sweeping her with a

professional glance as if she were being adjusted iu her seat,
' and the '11 do you juthtitho. Good bye, Thethilia !

"

" Good bye, Cecilia !

" " Good bye, Sissy !

" " God bless

you, deai' !

" In a variety of voices from all the room.

But the riding-master eye had observed the bottle of the

nine oils in her bosom, and he now interposed with "Lcu^e
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tho bottle, my dear
; ith large to carry ;

it will be of no uthe

to von now. Give it to me !

"

"
No, no !

"
slie said, in another burst of tears. " Oh no !

Pray lot mo keep it for father till he conies back ! lie will

want it when ho comes back. He had never thought of

going away, when ho sent me for it. I must keep it for him,
if you please !

"

" Tho bo it, my dear. (You thee how it ith, Thquire !)

Farewell, Thethiiia! My latht wordth to you ilh thith. Thtink

to the termth of your engagement, be obedient to tho Thquire,
and forgot uth. But if, when you 're grown up and married

and well off, you come upon any horthe-riding ever, don't be

hard upon it, don't be croth with it, give it a Bethpeak if you
can, and think you might do wurth. People must be

amuthed, Thquire, thoinohow," continued Sleary, rendered

more pursy than ever, l>y so much talking; "they can't be

alwayth a working, nor yet they c,;m't bo alwayth a learning.
Make the betht of uth; not tho wurtlit. I 've got my living
out of the horthe-riding all my life. I know

;
but I conthider

thut I lay down the philothophy of the thubject when I thay
to you, Thquire, make the betht of uth : not the wurtht !

"

The Sleary philosophy was propounded as they went down
stairs

;
and the fixed eye of Philosophy and its rolling eye.

too soon lost the three figures and tha basket in the darkness

of the street.

CHAPTER VTT.

MR. BOUNDKRHY being a bachelor, an eldorly lady presided
over his establishment, in consideration of a certain annual

stipend. Mrs. Sparsit was this lady's name ;
and she was a

prominent figure in attendance on Mr. Bounderby's car, as it

rolled along in triumph with the Bully of humility inside.

For, Mrs. Sparsit had not only seen different days, but wa

higlily connected. She had a great aunt living in these very
times railed Lady Scadgers. Mr. Sparsit, deceased, of whom,

she was the relict, had been by the mother's .side what Mrs.

Sparsit still called
" a Powler." Strangers of limited iulbr-

TOU u B
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mation and dull apprehension were sometimes observed not t<?

know "what a Powler was, and even to appear uncertain

whether it might be a business, or a political party, or a

profession of faith. The better class of minds, however, did

not need to be informed that the Powlers were an ancient

stock, who could trace themselves so exceedingly far back that

it was not surprising if they sometimes lost themselves

which they had rather frequently done, as respected horse-

Qesh, blind-hookey, Hebrew monetary transactions, and the

Insolvent Debtors Court.

The late Mr. Sparsit, being by the mother's side a Fowler,
married this lady, being by the father's side a Scadgers.

Lady Scadgers (an immensely fat old woman, with an inor

dinate appetite for butcher's meat, and a mysterious leg which

had now refused to get out of bed for fourteen years) contrived

the marriage, at a period when Sparsit was just of age, and

chiefly noticeable for a slender 'body, weakly supported on

two long slim props, and surmounted by no head worth

mentioning. He inherited a fair fortune from his uncle, but

owed it all before he came into it, and spent it twice over

immediately afterwards. Thus, when he died, at twenty-four

(the scene of his decease, Calais, and the cause brandy), he

did not leave his widow, from whom he had been separated
soon after the honeymoon, in affluent circumstances. That

bereaved lady, fifteen years older than he, fell presently at

deadly feud with her only relative, Lady Scadgers ; and,

partly to spite her ladyship, and partly to maintain herself,

went out at a salary. And here she was now, in her elderly

days, with the Coriolanian style of nose and the dense black

eyebrows which had captivated Sparsit, making Mr. Boun-

derby's tea as he took his breakfast.

If Bounderby had been a Conqueror, and Mrs. Sparsit a

captive Princess whom he took about as a feature in his

state processions, he could not have made a greater flourish

with her than he habitually did. Just as it belonged to his

boastfulness to depreciate his own extraction, so it belonged
to it to exalt Mrs. Sparsit' s. In the measure that he would

not allow his own youth to have been attended by a single

favorable circumstance, IIP brightened Mrs. Sparsit's juvenile

career with every possible advantage, and showered wagon-
loads of early roses all over that lady's path.

" And yet,

air." he would say, "how does it turn out after all? Why
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hero she is ut a hundred a year (I give her a hundred, which

she is pleased to term handsome), keeping the house of Josiah

Bounderby of Coketown !

"

Nay, ho made this foil of his so very widely known, that

third parties took it up, and handled it on some occasions

with considerable briskness. It was one of the most exas

perating attributes of Bounderby, that he not only sang hia

own praises but stimulated other men to sing them. There

was a moral infection of clap-trap in him. Strangers, modest

enough elsewhere, started up at dinners in Coketown, and

boasted, in quite a rampant way, of Bounderby. They made
him out to be the Royal arms, the Union-Jack, Magna Charta,

John Bull, Habeas Corpus, the Bijl of Rights, An English
man's house is his castle, Church and State, and God save

the Queen, all put together. And as often (and it was very

often) as an orator of this kind brought into his peroration,

14 Princes and Lords may flourish or may fade,

A breath can moke them, as a breath has made,"

it was, for certain, more or less understood among the

company that he had heard of Mrs. Sparsit.
" Mr. Bounderby," said Mrs. Sparsit,

"
you are unusually

slow, sir, with your breakfast this morning."
"
Why, ma'am," he returned,

"
I nm thinking about Tom

Gradgrind's whim
;

" Tom Gradgrind, for a bluff independent
manner of speaking as if somebody were always endeavouring
to bribe him with immense sums to say Thomas, and he

wouldn't; "Tom Gradgrind's whim, ma'am, of bringing up
the tumbling-girl."

" The girl is now waiting to know," snid Mrs. Sparsit,
" whether she is to go straight to the school, or up to the

Lodge."
>he must wait, ma'am," answered Bounderby, "till I

know myself. We shall have Tom Gradgrind down hero

ntly, I suppose. If he should wish her to remain here a

day or two longer, of course she can, ma'am."
44 Of course she can if you wish it, Mr. Bounderby."
"

I told him I would give her a shake-down hero, last

nijzht, in order that he might sleep on it before he decided to

let her have an)' association with Louisa."
" Indeed. Mr. Bmindm-by ? Very thoughtful of you !

"

Mi>. S-.aiMt's Corioluuian nose underwent a sliclit c-xpan-
r 2
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Bion of the nostrils, and her black eyebrows contracted as she

took a sip of tea.

"It's tolerably clear to me" said Bounderby, "-that the

little puss can get small good out of such companionship."
"Are you speaking of young Miss Gradgrind, Mr. Boun

derby?"
"
Yes, ma'am, I am speaking of Louisa."

"Your observation being limited to 'little puss,'" said

Mrs. Sparsit,
" and there being t\vo little girls in question, I

did not know which might be indicated by that expression."
"
Louisa," repeated Mr. Bounderbj'.

"
Louisa, Louisa."

" You are quite another father to Louisa, sir." Mrs.

Sparsit took a little more tea
; and, as she bent her again

contracted eyebrows over her steaming cup, rather looked as

if her classical countenance were invoking the infernal gods.
" If you had said I was another father to Tom young

Tom, I-mean, not my friend Tom Gradgrind you might have

been nearer the mark. I am going to take young Tom into

my office. Going to have him under my wing, ma'am."
" Indeed ? Rather young for that, is he not, sir ?

" Mrs.

Sparsit's
"

sir," in addressing Mr. Bounderby, was a word of

ceremony, rather exacting consideration for herself in the use,

than honoring him.
"

I 'm not going to take him at once ;
he is to finish his

educational cramming before then," said Bounderby.
" By

the Lord Harry, he '11 have enough of it, first and last ! He'd

open his eyes, that boy would, if lie knew how empty of

learning my young maw was, at his time of life." Which,

by the by, he probably did know, for he had heard of it often

enough. "But it's extraordinary the difficulty I have on

scores of such subjects, in speaking to any one on equal
terms. Here, for example, I have been speaking to you this

morning about tumblers. Why, what do yon know about

tumblers ? At the time when, to have been a tumbler in the

mud of the streets, would have been a godsend to me, a prize
in the lottery to me, you were at the Italian Opera. You
were coming out of the Italian Opera, ma'am, in white satin

and jewels, a blaze of splendor, when 1 hadn't a penny to buy
a link to light you."

"
I certainly, sir," returned Mrs. Sparsit, with a dignity

serenely mournful, "was familiar with the Italian Opera at a

very early age."
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"
Egad, ma'um, so was I,

'
said Bounderby,

" with the

wroTig side of it. A hard bod the pavement of its Arcade

used to make, I assure jou. People like you, ma'am, accus

tomed from infancy to lie on Down feathers, have no idea

huw hard a paving-stone is, without trying it. No, no, it 'a

of no uso my talking to you about tumblers. I should speak
of foreign dancers, and the West End of London, and May
Fair, and lords and ladies and honorables."

"
I trust, sir," rejoined Mrs. Sparsit, with decent resigna

tion,
"

it is not necessary that you should do anything of that

kind. I hope I have learut how to accommodate myself to

the changes of life. If I have acquired an interest in hearing
of your instructive experiences, and can scarcely hear enough
of them, I claim no merit for that, since I believe it is a

general sentiment."
"
Well, ma'am," said her patron,

"
perhaps some people

may be pleased to say that they do like to hear, in his own

unpolished way, what Josiah Bounderby of Coketown, has

gone through. But you must confess that you were born in

the lap of luxury, yourself. Come, ma'am, you know you
were born in the lap of luxury."

"
I do not, sir," returned Mrs. Sparsit with a shake of her

head, "deny it."

Mr. Bounderby was obliged to get up from table, and stand

with his back to the fire, looking at her
;
she was such an

enhancement of his position.
" And you were in crack society. Devilish high society,"

he said, warming his legs.
"

It is true, sir," returned Mrs. Sparsit, with an affectation

of humility the very opposite of his, and therefore in no

danger of jostling it.

You were in the tiptop fashion, and all the rest of it,"

said Mr. Bounderby.
Yes, sir," returned Mrs. Sparsit, with a kind of social

widowhood upon her. "
It is unquestionably true."

Mr. Bounderby, bending himself at the knees, literally

embraced his legs in his great satisfaction and laughed aloud.

Mr. and Miss Gradgrind being then announced, he received the

former with a shake of the hand, and the latter with a kiss.
" Can Jupe be sent here, Bounderby ?" asked Mr. Groagrind.

(Yrtainly. So Jupe was sent there. On coming in, she

curtseyed to Vr. Bouuderby, and to his friend Tom Gradgrind,
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and also to Louisa
;
but in her confusion unluckily omitted

Mrs. Sparsit. Observing this, the blujtrous Bounderby had
the following remarks to make :

"
Xow, I tell you what, my girl. The name of that lady

by the teapot, is Mrs. Sparsit. That lady acts as mistress of

this house, and she is a highly connected lady. Consequently,
if ever you come again into any room in this house, you will

make a short stay in it if you don't behave towards that lady
in your most respectful manner. Now, I don't care a button

what you do to me, because I don't affect to be anybody. So

far from having high connections I have no connections at all,

and I come of the scum of the earth. But towards that lady,

I do care what you do
;
and you shall do what is deferential

and respectful, or you shall not come here."
"

I hope, Bounderby," said Mr. Gradgrind, in a conciliatory

voice,
" that this was merely an oversight."

" My friend Tom Gradgrind suggests, Mrs. Sparsit," said

Bounderby,
" that this was merely an oversight. Very likely.

However, as you are aware, ma'am, I don't allow of even

oversights towards you."
" You are very good indeed, sir," returned Mrs. Sparsit,

shaking her head with her State humility.
"

It is not worth

speaking of."

Sissy, who all this time had been faintly excusing herself

with tears in her eyes, was now waved over by the master of

the house to Mr. Gradgrind. She stood, looking intently at

him, and Louisa stood coldby by, with her eyes upon the

ground, while he proceeded thus :

"
Jupe, I have made up my mind to take you into my

house
j and, when you are not in attendance at the school, to

employ you about Mrs. Gradgrind, who is rather an invalid.

I have explained to Miss Louisa this is Miss Louisa the

miserable but natural end of your late career
;
and you are to

expressly understand that the whole of that subject is past,

and is not to be referred to any more. From this time you

begin your history. You are, at present, ignorant, I know."
"
Yes, sir, very," she answered, ciirtseying.

"
I shall have the satisfaction of causing you to be strictly

educated
;
and you will be a living proof to all who come into

comimplication with you, of the advantages of the training

you w'il receive. You will be reclaimed and formed. You
have been in the habit now of reading to your father, and
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those people I found you among
1

,
I dare sa)- ?" said Mr. Grad

grind, beckoning her nearer to him before he said so, and

dropping his voice.
"
Only to father and Merrylegs, sir. At least I mean to

father, when Merrylegs was always there."
" Never mind Merrylegs, Jupe," said Mr. Gradgrind, with

a passing frown. "
I don't ask about him. I understand

you to have been in the habit of reading to 3'our father ?"
" O yes, sir, thousands of times. They were the happiest
O, of all the happy times we had together, sir !"

It was oidy now when her sorrow broke out, that Louisa

looked at her.
" And what," asked Mr. Gradgrind, in a still lower voice,

" did you read to your father, Jupe ?"
" About the Fairies, sir, and the Dwarf, and the Hunch

back, and the Genies," she sobbed out
;

" and about
"

"Hush!" said Mr. Gradgrind,
" that is enough. Never

breathe a word of such destructive nonsense any more.

Bounderby, this is a case for rigid training, and I shall

observe it with interest."

"Well," returned Mr. Bounderby, "I have given you my
opinion already, and I shouldn't do as you do. But, very

well, very well. Since you are bent upon it, very well !"

So, Mr. Gradgriiid and his daughter took Cecilia Jupe off

with them to Stone Lodge, and on the way Louisa never spoke
one word, good or bad. And Mr. Bouuderby went about his

daily pursuits. And Mrs. Sparsit got behind her eyebrows
and meditated in the gloom of that retreat, all the evening.

CHAPTER VIII.

HZVER WONDER.

LET us strike the key-note again, before pursuing the tune.

"When she was half a dozen yeara younger, Louisa, had
been overheard to begin a conversation with her brother one

day, by saying "Tom, I wonder" upon wliich Mr. Grad

grind, who was the person overhearing, stepped forth into the

light, and said "
Louisa, never vender!"
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Herein lay the sprieg of the mechanical art and mystery of

educating- the reason without stooping to the cultivation of the

sentiments and affections. Never \vonder. By means oi

addition, subtraction, multiplication, and division, settle every

thing somehow, and never wonder. Bring to me, says

M'Choakumchild, yonder baby just able to walk, and I will

engage that it shall never wonder.

Now, besides very many babies just able to walk, there

happened to be in Coketown a considerable population of

babies who had been walking against time towards the infinite

world, twenty, thirty, forty, fifty years and more. These

portentous infants being alarming creatures to stalk about in

any human society, the eighteen denominations incessantly
scratched one another's faces and pulled one another's hair by
way of agreeing on the steps to be taken for their improve
ment which they never did; a surprising circumstance,
when the happy adaptation of the means to the end is con

sidered. Still, although they differed in every other particular,

conceivable and inconceivable (especially inconceivable), they
were pretty well united on the point that these unlucky
infants were never to wonder. Body number one, said they
must take everything on trust. Body number two, said they
must take everything on political economy. Body number

three, wrote leaden little books for them, showing how the

good grown-up baby invariably got to the Savings-bank, and

the bad grown-up baby invariably got transported. Body
number four, under dreary pretences of being droll (when it

was very melancholy indeed), made the shallowest pretences
of concealing pitfalls of knowledge, into which it was the

duly of these babies to be smuggled and inveigled. But, all

the bodies agreed that they were never to wonder.

There was a library in Coketown, to which general access

was easy. Mr. Gradgrind greatly tormented his mind about

what the people read in this library : a point whereon little

rivers of tabular statements periodically flowed into the

howling ocean of tabular statements, which no diver ever got
to any depth in and came up sane. It was a disheartening

circumstance, but a melancholy fact, that even these readers

persisted in wondering. They wondered about human nature,

human passions, human hopes and fears, the struggle.*,

triumphs and defeats, the cares and joys and sorrovrs, the

lives and dea/hs, of common men and women ! They some-
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times, after fifteen hours' work sat down to read more fables

about men and women, more or less like themselves, and
about children, more or loss like their own. They took De
Foe to their bosoms, instead of Euclid, and seemed to bo on

the whole more comforted by Goldsmith than by Cocker.

Mr. Gradgrind was for ever working
1

, in print and out of

print, at this eccentric sum, and he never could make out how
it yielded this unaccountable product.

"
I am sick of my life, Loo. I hate it altogether, and I

hate everybody except you," said the unnatural young Thoinaa

Gradgrind in the hair-cutting chamber at twilight.
" You don't hate Sissy, Tom ?"
"

I hate to be obliged to call her Jupe. And she hates me,"
said Tom moodily.

" No she does not, Tom, I am sure."
" She must," said Tom. " She must just hate and detest

the whole set-out of us. They '11 bother her head off, I think,
before they have done with her. Already she 's getting as

pale as wax, and as heavy as I am."

Young Thomas expressed those sentiments sitting astride of

a chair before the fire, with Ids arms on the back, and his

sulky fare on his arms. His sister sat in the darker corner by
the fireside, now looking at him, now looking at the bright

sparks as they dropped upon the hearth.
" As to me," said Tom, tumbling his hair all manner of ways

with his sulky hands,
"

I am a Donkey, that 's what / am. I

am as obstinate as one, I am more stupid than one, I get as

much pleasure as one, and I should like to kick like one."

"Not me, I hope, Tom?"
"No, Loo; I wouldn't hurt you. I made an exception of

you at first. I don't know what this jolly old Jaundiced

Jail," Tom had paused to find a sufficiently complimentary
and expressive name for the parental roof, and seemed to

relieve his mind for a moment by the strong alliteration of

this one,
" would be without you."

"
Indeed, Tom ? Do you really and truly say so ?"

"
Why, of course I do. What 's the use of talking about

it !" returned Tom, chafing his face on his coat-sleeve, as if to

mortify his flesli, and have it in unison with his spirit.
"
Because, Tom," said his sister, after silently watching

the sparks awhile,
" as I get older, and nearer growing up, I

often sit wonder ng here and think bow unfortunate it ia &a
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me that I can't reconcile 3-011 to home bettor than I am able t<

do. I don't know what other girls know. I can't play to

you, or sing to you. I can't talk to you so as to lighten your
mind, for I never see any amusing sights or read any amusing
books that it woidd be a pleasure or a relief to you to talk

about, when you are tired."
"
Well, no more do I. I am as bad as you in that respect ;

and I am a Mule too, which you 're not. If father was de

termined to make me either a Prig or a Mule, and I am not a

Prig, why, it stands to reason, I must be a Mule. And so I

urn," said Tom, desperately.
"

It 's a great pity," said Louisa, after another pause, and

speaking thoughtfully out of her dark corner
;

"
it 's a great

pity, Tom. It's very unfortunate for both of us."
" Oh ! You," said Tom

;

"
you are a girl, Loo, and a girl

comes out of it better than a boy does. I don't miss anytiling
in you. You are the only pleasure I have you can brighten
even this place and you can always lead me as you like."

" You are a dear brother, Tom ;
and while you think I can

do such things, I don't so much mind knowing better. Though
I do know better, Tom, and am very sorry for it." She came
and kissed him, and went back into her corner again.

"
I wish I could collect all the Facts we hear so much

about," said Tom, spitefully setting his teeth,
" and all the

Figures, and all the people who found them out
;
and I wish

I could put a thousand barrels of gunpowder under them, and

blow them all up together ! However, when I go to live with

old Bounderby, I '11 have my revenge."
" Your revenge, Tom ?

"

" I mean, I '11 enjoy myself a little, and go about and see

something, and hear something. I '11 recompense myself for

the way in which 1 have been brought up."
" But don't disappoint yourself beforehand, Tom. Mr.

Bounderby thinks as father thinks, and is a great deal

rougher, and not half so kind."
" Oh

;

"
said Tom, laughing;

"
I don't mind that. I shall

very well know how to manage and smoothe old Bounderby !

'

Their shadows were defined upon the wall, but those of the

high presses in the room were all blended together on the

wall and on the coiling, as if the brother and sister were over

hung by a dark cavern. Or, a fanciful imagination if such

treason could have been thre might have made it out to be
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the snadow of their subject, and of its lowering association

with their future.
" "SVhat is your great motto of smoothing and managing

Tom ? Is it a secret ?
"

" Oh !

"
said Tom,

"
if it is a secret, it 's not far off. It 's

you. You are his little pet, you are his favourite
;
he '11 do

anything for you. "When he says to me what I don't like, I

shall say to him,
' My sister Loo will be hurt and disappointed,

Mr. Bounderby. She always used to tell me she was sure you
would be easier with me than this.' That'll bring him

about, or nothing will."

After waiting for some answering remark, and getting none,
Tom wearily relapsed into the present time, and twined him
self yawning round and about the rails of his chair, and

rumpled his head more and more, until he suddenly looked

up, and asked :

" Have you gone to sleep, Loo ?
"

"
No, Tom. I am looking at the fire."

" You seem to find more to look at in it than erer I could

find," suid Tom. " Another of the advantages, I suppose, of

being a girl."
"
Tom," enquired his sister, slowly, and in a curious tone,

as if she were reading what she asked in the fire, and it were
not quite plainly written there,

" do you look forward with

any satisfaction to this change to Mr. Bounderby's ?
"

"
Why, there 's one thing to be said of it," returned Tom,

pushing his chair from him, and standing up ;

"
it will be

getting away from home."
" There is one thing to be said of it," Louisa repeated in

her former curious tone
;

"
it will be getting away from home.

Yes."
" Not but what I shall be very unwilling, both to leave

yon, Loo, and to leave you here. But I must go, you know,
wht-ther I like it or not

;
and I had better go where I can

take with me some advantage of your influence, than where I

should lose it altogether. Don't you see ?
"

"
Yes, Tom."

The answer was so long in coming, though there was no
indecision in it, that Tom went and leaned on the back of her

chair, to contemplate the fire which so engrossed her, from her

point of riew, and see what he could make of it.

"
Except that it is a fire," said Tom,

"
it looks to me as
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stupid and blank as everything else looks. What do you see

in it? Not a circus?"
"

I don't see anything in it, Tom, particularly. But since

I have been looking at it, I have been wondering about you
and me, grown up."

"
Wondering again !

"
said Tom.

"
I have such unmanageable thoughts," returned his sister,

" that they will wonder."
" Then I beg of you, Louisa," said Mrs. Gradgrind, who

had opened the door without being heard,
" to do nothing

of that description, for goodness' sake you inconsiderate girl,

or I shall never hear the last of it from your father. And

Thomas, it is really shameful, with my poor head continually

wearing me out, that a boy brought up as you have been, and

whose education has cost what yours has, should be found

encouraging his sister to wonder, when he knows his father

has expressly said that she is not to do it." .

Louisa denied Tom's participation in the offence
;
but her

mother stopped her with the conclusive answer,
"
Louisa,

don't tell me, in my state of health
;
for unless you had been

encouraged, it is morally and physically impossible that you
could have done it."

"
I was encouraged by nothing, mother, but by looking at

the red sparks dropping out of the fire, and whitening and

dying. It made me think, after all, how short my life would

be, and how little I could hope to do in it."
" Nonsense !

"
said Mrs. Gradgrind, rendered almost

energetic;
" Nonsense ! Don't stand there and tell me such

stuff, Louisa, to my face, when you know very well that if it

was ever to reach your father's ears I should never hear the

last of it. After all the trouble that has been taken with

you ! After the lectures you have attended, and the experi
ments you have seen ! After I have heard you myself, when
the whole of my right side has been benumbed, going on with

your master about combustion, and calcination, and calorifica

tion, and I may say every kind of ation that could drive a

poor invalid distracted, to hear you talking in this absurr? way
about sparks and ashes! I wish," whimpered Mrs. Grad

grind, taking a chair, and discharging her strongest point
before succumbing under these mere shadows of facts, "yes, I

really do wish that I had never had a family, and then you
would have known what it was to do without me !

"
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CHAPTER IX.

PROGRESS.

SIS?T JUTE had not an easy time of it, between Mr.
M Choakumohild and Mrs. Gradgrind, and was not without

strong impulses, in the first months of her probation, to run
n\\ ay. It hailed facts all day long so very hard, and life in

general was opened to her as such a closely ruled ciphering-

oook, that assuredly she would have run away, but for only
one restraint.

It is lamentable to think of; but this restraint was the

result of no arithmetical process, was self-imposed in defiance

of all calculation, and went dead against any table of proba
bilities that any Actuary would have drawn up from, the

premises. The girl believed that her father had not deserted

her ; she lived in the hope that he would come back, and in

the faith that he would be made the happier by her remain

ing where she was.

The wretched ignorance with which Jupe clung to this

consolation, rejecting the superior comfort of knowing, on
a sound arithmetical basis, that her father was an unnatural

vagabond, filled Mr. Gradgrind with pity. Yet, what was to

be done ? M'Choakumchild reported that she had a very
dense head for figures ; that, once possessed with a general
idea of the globe, she took the smallest conceivable interest

in its exact measurements
;
that she was extremely slow in

the acquisition of dates, unless some pitiful incident happened
to be connected therewith

;
that she would burst into tears on

,' required (by the mental process) immediately to name
the cost of two hundred and forty-seven muslin caps at four-

teenpence halfpenny; that she was as low down, in the school,

as low could be
;
that after eight weeks of induction into the

elements of Political Economy, she had only yesterday been

set right by a prattler three feet high, for returning to the

question,
" What is the -first principle of this science ?

"
the

absurd answer, "To do unto others as I would that they
should do unto me."
Mr Gradgriud observed, shaking his head, that all thi'
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was very bad
;
that it showed the necessity of infinite grind

ing at the mill of knowledge, as per system, schedule, blue

book, report, and tabular statements A to Z
;
and that Jupe

"must be kept to it." So Jupe was kept to it, and becama

low-spirited, but no wiser.
"

It would be a fine thing to be you, Miss Louisa! "
she

Baid, one night, when Louisa had endeavoured to make her

perplexities for next day something clearer to her.
" Do you think so ?

"

"
I should know so much, Miss Louisa. All that is diffi

cult to me now, would be so easy then."

"You might not be the better for it, Sissy."

Sissy submitted, after a little hesitation,
"

I should not be

the worse, Miss Louisa." To which Miss Louisa answered,
"

I don't know that."

There had been so little communication between these two

both because life at Stone Lodge went monotonously round

like a piece of machinery which discouraged human inter

ference, and because of the prohibition relative to Sissy's past
career that they were still almost strangers. Sissy, with her

dark eyes wonderingly directed to Louisa's face, was un
certain whether to say more or to remain silent.

" You are more useful to my mother, and more pleasant
with her than I can ever be," Louisa resumed. " You arc

pleasanter to yourself, than / am to my self."
"
But, if you please Miss Louisa," Sissy pleaded,

"
I am

O so stupid !

"

Louisa, with a brighter laugh than usual, told her she

would be wiser by and by.
" You don't know," said Sissy, half crying, "what a stupid

girl I am. All through school hours I make mistakes. Mr.

and Mrs. M'Choakumchild call me up, over and over again,

regularly to make mistakes. I can't help them. They seem

to come natural to me."
" Mr. and Mrs. M'Choakumchild never make any mistakes

themselves, I suppose, Sissy ?
"

" O no!" she eagerly returned. "They know everything."
" Tell me some of your mistakes."
"

I am almost ashamed," said Sissy, with reluctance. "But

to-day, for instance, Mr. M'Choakumchild was explaining to

us about Natural Prosperity."

"National, I think it must have been," observed Louisa
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" \ os, it was. But isn't it the same ?
"
she timidly asked.

" You had better say, National, as he said so," returned

Louisa, with her dry reserve.
" National Prosperity. And he said, Now, this school

room is a Nation. And in this nation, there are fifty millions

of money. Isn't this a prosperous nation ? Girl number

twenty, isn't this a prosperous nation, and a'n't you in a

thriving state ?
"

" What did you say?
" asked Louisa.

"Miss Louisa, I said I didn't know. I thought I couldn't

know whether it was a prosperous nation or not, and whether
I was in a thriving state or not, unless I knew who had got
the money, and whether any of it was mine. But that had

nothing to do with it. It was not in the figures at all," said

Sissy, wiping her eyes.
" That was a great mistake of yours," observed Louisa.
"
Yes, Miss Louisa, I know it was, now. Then Mr.

M'Choakumchild said he would try me again. And he said.

This schoolroom is an immense town, and in it there are a
million of inhabitants, and only five-and-twenty are starved

to death in the streets, in the course of a year. What is your
remark on that proportion ? And my remark was for I

couldn't think of a better one that I thought it must be just
us hard upon those who were starved, whether the others

were a million, or a million million. AnJ that was wrong,
tco."

" Of course it was."

"Then Mr. M'Choakumchild said he would try me once

more. And he said, Here are the stutterings
"

"
Statistics," said Louisa.

"
Yes, Miss Louisa they always remind me of stutterings.

and that's another of my mistakes of accidents upon tin;

sea. And I find (Mr. M'Choakumchild said) that in a given
time a hundred thousand persons went to sea on long voyages,
and only five hundred of them were drowned or burnt to

death. What is the percentage ? And I said, Miss
;

" here

Sissy fairly sobbed as confessing with extreme contrition to

her greatest error;
"

I said it was nothing."
"
Nothing, Sissy ?

"

'

Nothing. Miss to the relations and friends of the people
who were killed. I shall never learn," said Sissy.

" Aud
the worst of all is, that although my poor father wished me
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so much to learn, and although I am so anxious to learn,

because he wished me to, I am afraid I don't like it."

Louisa stood looking at the pretty modest head, as it drooped
abashed before her, until it was raised again to glunco at her

face. Then she asked :

" Did your father know so much hiinsolf, that he wished

you to be well taught too, Sissy ?
"

Sissy hesitated before replying, and so plainly showed her

sense that they were entering on forbidden ground, that

Louisa added,
" No one hears us ; and if any one did, I

am sure no harm could be found in such an innocent

question."
"
No, Miss Louisa," answered Sissy, upon this encourage

ment, shaking her head; "father knows very little indeed.

It 's as much as he can do to write
;
and it 's more than

people in general can do to read his writing. Though it 's

plain to me."
" Your mother ?"
" Father says she was quite a scholar. She died when I

was born. She was;
"

Sissy made the terrible communication

nervously ;

" she was a dancer."
" Did your father love her ?

" Louisa asked these questions
with a strong, wild, wandering interest peculiar to her

;
an

interest gone astray like a banished creature, and hiding in

solitary places.
"

yes ! As dearly as he loves me. Father loved mo,

first, for her sake. He carried me about witli him when I.

was quite a baby. We have never been asunder from, that

time."
" Yet he leaves you now, Sissy ?

"

"
Only for my good. Nobody understands him as I do

;

nobody knows him as I do. When ho left mo for my good
he never would have left me for his own I know he was

almost broken-hearted with the trial. He will not be happy
for a single minute, till he comes back."

" Tell me more about him," said Louisa,
"

I will never ask

you again. Where did you live ?
"

" We travelled about the country, and had no fixed place

to live in. Father 's a
;

"
Sissy whispered the awful word,

" a clown."
" To make the people laugh. ?

"
said Louisa, with a nod of

intelligence.



HARD TIMES. 257

" Yes. But they wouldn't laugh sometimes, and then

father cried. Lately, they very often wouldn't laugh, and
he used to come home despairing. Father 's not like most.

Those who didn't know him as well as I do, and didn't love

him as dearly as I do, might believe lie was not quite right.
Sometimes they played tricks upon him

;
but they never

knew how he felt them, and shrunk up, when he was alone

with me. He was far, far timider than they thought !

"

" And you were his comfort through everything ?
"

She nodded, with the tears rolling down her face.
"

I hope
so, and father said I was. It was because he grew so scared

and trembling, and because he felt himself to be a poor, weak,

ignorant, helpless man (those used to be his words), that he

wanted me so much to know a great deal, and be different

from him. I used to read to him to cheer his courage, and
he was very fond of that. They were wrong books I am
never to speak of them here but we didu't know there was

any harm in them."

"And he liked them?" said Louisa, with her searching

gaze on Sissy all this time.
" O very much ! They kept him, many times, from what

did him real harm. And often and often of a night, he used

to forget all his troubles in wondering whether the Sultan

would let the lady go on with the story, or would have her

head cut off before it was finished."
" And your father was always kind ? To the last ?

"
asked

Louisa; contravening the great principle, and wondering
very much.

"Always, always!" returned Sissy, clasping her hands.
" Kinder and kinder than I can tell. He Avas angry only one

night, and that was not to me, but Merrylegs. Merrylegs ;

"

she whispered the awful fact
;

"
is his performing dog."

" Why was he angry with the dog?
"
Louisa demanded.

"
Father, soon after they came home from performing, told

Merrylegs to jump up on the backs of the two chairs and
stand across them which is one of his tricks. He looked at

father, and didn't do it at once. Everything of father's had

gone wrong that night, and he hadn't pleased the public at

all. He cried out that the very dog knew he was failing, and
had no compassion on him. Then ho beat the dog, and I was

frightened, and said,
'

Father, father ! Pray don't hurt the

Teature v^io is so fond of you ! O Heaven forgive you,
VOL. IL.
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father, stop !

' And he stopped, and the dog was bloody, and
father lay down crying on the floor with the dog in his amis,
and the dog licked his face."

Louisa saw that she was sobbing ;
and going to her, kissed

her, took her hand, and sat down beside her.
" Finish by telling me how your father left you, Sissy.

Now that I have asked you so much, tell me the end. The

blame, if there is any blame, is mine, not yours."
" Dear Miss Louisa," said Sissy, covering her eyes, and

sobbing yet ;
"I came home from the school that afternoon,

and found poor father just come home too, from the booth.

And he sat rocking himself over the fire, as if he was in pain.
And I said,

' Have you hurt yourself, father ?
'

(as he did

sometimes, like they all did,) and he said,
' A little, my

darling.' And when I came to stoop down and look up at

his face, I saw that he was crying. The more I spoke to him,
the more he hid his face

;
and at first he shook all over, and

said nothing but ' My darling ;

' and ' My love !

' '

Here Tom came lounging in, and stared at the two with a

coolness not particularly savouring of interest in anything but

himself, and not much of that at present.
"

I am asking Sissy a few questions, Tom," observed his

sister.
" You have no occasion to go away ;

but don't

interrupt us for a moment, Tom dear."
" Oh ! very well !

" returned Tom. "
Only father has

brought old Bounderby home, and I want you to come into

the drawing-room. Because if you come, there 's a good
chance of old Bounderby 's asking me to dinner

;
and if you

don't, there 's none."
"

I '11 come directly."
"

I '11 wait for you," said Tom, "to make sure."

Sissy resumed in a lower voice. "At last poor father said

that he had given no satisfaction again, and never did give

any satisfaction now, and that he was a shame and disgrace,
and I should have done better without him all along. I said

all the affectionate things to him that came into my heart, and

presently he was quiet and I sat down by him, and told him

all about the school and everything that had been said and

done there. When I had no more left to tell, he put his arms

round my neck, and kissed me a great many times. Then

he asked me to fetch some of the stuff he used, for the little

hurt he had had, and to get it at the best place, which was at
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flit other end of town from there ;
and then, after kissing me

again, lie lot me go. When I had gone do\vn-stairs, I turned

back that I might be a little bit more company to him yet,

a ad looked in at the door, and said,
' Father dear, shall I take

Merrylegs ?
' Father shook his head and said,

'

No, Sissy,

no; take nothing that's known to be mine, my darling;
' and

I left him sitting by the fire. Then the thought must have

come upon him, poor, poor father ! of going away to try

something for my sake; for, when I came back, he was gone."
"

I say ! Look sharp for old Bounderby, Loo !

" Tom
remonstrated.

"There's no more to tell, Miss Louisa. I keep the nine

oile ready for him, and I know he will come back. Every
letter that I see in Mr. Gradgrind's hand takes my breath

away and blinds my eyes, for I thiuk it conies from father, or

from Mr. Sleary about father. Mr. Sleary promised to write

as soon as ever father should be heard of, and I trust to him
to keep his word."

" Do look sharp for old Bounderby, Iioo !

"
said Tom, with

an impatient whistle. " He '11 be off if you don't look sharp!
"

After this, whenever Sissy dropped a curtsey to Mr. Grad-

grind in the presence of his family, and said in a faltering

way,
"

I beg your pardon, sir, for being troublesome but

have you had any letter yet about me ?
"
Louisa would sus

pend the occupation of the moment, whatever it was, and look

for the reply as earnestly as Sissy did. And when Mr. Grad-

grind regularly answered,
"
No, Jupe, nothing of the sort,"

the trembling of Sissy's lip would be repeated iu Louisa's

face, and her eyes would follow Sissy with compassion to the

door. Mr. Gradgrind usually improved these occasions by
remarking, when she was gone, that if Jupe had been properly
trained from an early age she would have demonstrated to

herself on sound principles the baselessness of these fantastic

hopes. Yet it did seem (though not to him, for he

nothing of it) as if fantastic hope could take as strong
as Fact.

This observation must be limited exclusively to his daughter.
As to Tom, he was becoming that not unprecedented triumph
>f calculation which is usually at work on nurnl>er one. Aa
to Mrs. Gradgrind, if she suid anything on the subject, she

would come a little way out of her wrappers, liku a

dormouse, and say :

LUU18UU

ie saw~T

a hold
j
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" Good gracious bless me, how my poor head is vexei and
worried by that girl Jupe's so perseveringly asking, over did

over again, about her tiresome letters ! Upon my Avord and
honour I seem to be fated, and destined, and ordained, to live

in the midst of things that I am never to hear the last of.

It really is a most extraordinaiy circumstance that it appears
as if I never was to hear the last of anything !

"

At about this point, Mr. Gradgrind s eye would fall upon
her ; and under the influence of that wintry piece of fact, she

would become torpid again..

CHAPTER X.

STEPHEN BLACKPOOL.

I ENTERTAIN a weak idea that the English people are as

liard-worked as any people upon whom the sun si lines. 1

acknowledge to this ridiculous idiosyncrasy, as a reason why
1 would give them a little more play.

In the hardest working part of Coketown
;
in the innermost

fortifications of that ugly citadel, where Nature was as strongly
bricked out as killing airs and gases were bricked in

;
at the

heart of the labyrinth of narrow courts upon courts, and close

streets upon streets, which had come into existence piecemeal,

every piece in a violent hurry for some one man's purpose,
and the whole an unnatural family, shouldering, and tramp

ling, and pressing one another to death
;

in the last close

nook of this great exhausted receiver, where the chimneys, for

want of air to make a draught, were built in an immense

variety of stunted and crooked shapes, as though every house

put out a sign of the kind of people who might be expected to

oe born in it
; among the imdtitude of Coketown, generically

called " the Hands," a race who would have found more

favour with some people, if Providence had seen fit to make
them only hands, or, Like the lower creatures of the sea-shore,

only hands and stomachs lived a certain Stephen Blackpool,

forty years of age.

Stephen looked older, but he had had a hard life. It is said

that every life has its roses and thorns; there seemed, hovr-
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ever, to have been a misadventure or mistake in Stephen's

case, whereby somebody else had become possessed of his

roses, nnd he had become possessed of the same somebody
else's thorns in addition to his own. He had known, to use

his words, a peck of trouble. He was usually called Old

Stephen, in a kind of rough homage to the fact.

A rather stooping man, with a knitted brow, a pondering

expression of face, and a hard-looking head sufficiently

capacious, on which his iron-grey hair lay long and tliiu,

Old Stephen might have passed for a particularly intelligent

man in his condition. Yet he was not. He took no place

among those remarkable "
Hands," who, piecing together

their broken intervals of leisure through many years, had
mastered difficult sciences, and acquired a knowledge of most

unlikely things. He held no station among the Hands who
could make speeches and carry on debates. Thousands of his

compeers could talk much better than he, at any time. He
was a good power-loom weaver, and a man of perfect integrity.

What more he was, or what else he had in him, if anything,
let him show for himself.

The lights in the great factories, which looked, when they
were illuminated, like Fairy palaces or the travellers by

express-train said so were all extinguished; and the bells

had rung for knocking off for the night, and had ceased

again ;
and the Hands, men and women, boy and girl, were

clattering home. Old Stephen was standing in the street,

with the odd sensation upon him which tho stoppage of the

machinery always produced the sensation of its having worked
and stopped in his own head.

" Yet I don't see Rachael, still !

"
said he.

It was a wet night, and many groups of young women

passed him, witli their shawls drawn over their bare heads

and held close under their chins to keep the rain out. He
kiit-u- Kachuel well, for a glance at any one of these groups
was sufficient to show him that she was not there. At last,

there were no more to come
;
and then he turned away, sa}'ing

in a tone of disappointment,
"
Why, then, I ha* missed her!

"

But, he had not gone the length of three streets, when he
BfiW another of the shawled figures in advance of him. at

which he looked so keenly that perhaps its mere shadow

indistinctly reflected on the wet pavement if he couia have
teen it without the figure itself moving along from lamp to
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lamp, brightening and fading as it went would have been

enough to tell him who was there. Making his pace at once

much quicker and much softer, he darted on until he was very
near this figure, then fell into his former walk, and called
" Rachael !

"

She turned, being then in the brightness of a lamp ;
and

raising her hood a little, showed a quiet oval face, dark and
rather delicate, irradiated by a pair of very gentle eyes, and
further set off by the perfect order of her shining black hair.

It was not a face in its first bloom
;
she was a woman five

and thirty years of age.
"
Ah, lad ! 'Tis thou? " When she had said this, with a

smile which would have been quite expressed, though nothing
of her had been seen but her pleasant eyes, she replaced her

hood again, and they went on together.
"

I thought thou wast ahind me, llachael ?
"

" No."
"
Early t'night, lass?"

" 'Times I 'm a little early, Stephen ;
'times a little late,

I 'm never to be counted on, going home."
" Nor going t'other way, neither, 't seems to me, Rachael?"
"
No, Stephen."

He looked at her with sonve disappointment in his face,

but with a respectful and patient conviction that she must be

right in whatever she did. The expression was not lost upon
her

;
she laid her hand lightly on his arm a moment as if to

thank him for it.

" We are such true friends, lad, and such old friends, and

getting to be such old folk, now."

"No, Rachael, thou'rt as young as ever thou wast."
" One of us would be puzzled how to get old, Stephen,

without t 'other getting so too, both being alive," she

answered, laughing; "but, any ways, we're such old friends,

that t' hide a word of honest truth fro' one another would

be a sin and a pity. 'Tis better not to walk too much to

gether. 'Times, yes ! 'T would be hard, indeed, if 'twas not

to be at all," she said, with a cheerfulness she sought to

communicate to him.
"

'Tis hard, anyways, Rachael."
"
Try to think not; and 'twill seem better."

" 1 've tried a lung time, and 'ta'nt got better. But thou 'rt

right; 'tmight mak fok talk, even of thee. Thou hast bccii
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that to me, Rachael, through so many year : thou hast done

mo so much good, and heartened of me in that cheering way,
that thy word is a law to me. Ah kiss, and a bright good
la\v ! Better than some real ones."

" Never fret about them, Stephen," she answered quickly,
and not without an anxious glauce at his f;ice.

" Let the

laws be."
"
Yos," he said, with a slow nod or two. " Let 'em be.

Let everything be. Let all soils alone. "J'is a muddle, and
that 's aw."

"
Always a muddle?" said Rachael, -with another gentle

touch upon his arm, as if to recall him out of the thoughtful-

ness, in which he was biting the long ends of his loose necker

chief as he walked along. The touch had its instantaneous

effect. He let them fall, turned a smiling face upon her, and

said, as he broke into a good-humoured laugh, "Ay, Rachael,
; iwins a muddle. That 's where I stick. I come to the

muddle many times and agen, and I never get beyond it."

They had walked some distance, and were near their own
homes. The woman's was the first reached. It was in one

of the many small streets for which the favourite undertaker

(who turned a handsome sum out of the one poor ghastly

|x>inp of the neighbourhood) kept a black ladder, in order

that those who had done their daily groping up and down the

narrow stairs might slide out of this working world by the

windows. She stopped at the corner, and putting her hand
in his, wished him good night.

" Good night, dear lass
; good night !

"

She went, with her neat figure and her sober womanly
step, down the dark street, and he stood looking after her

until she turned into one of the small houses. There was not

a flutter of her coarse shawl, perhaps, but had its interest in

this man's eyes ; not a tone of her voice but had its echo in

his innermost heart.

When she was lost to his view, he pursued his homeward

way, glancing up sometimes at the sky, where the clouds

were sailing fast and wildly. But, they were broken now,
and the rain had ceased, and the moon shone looking down
the high chimneys of Coketown on the deep furnaces below,
and casting Titanic shadows of the steam engines at rest,

ujxm the walls where they wore lodged. The man seemed to

brightened with the night, as lie wont on.
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His home, in such another street as the first, saving that

it was narrower, was over a little shop. How it came to

pass that any people found it worth their while to sell or

buy the wretched little toys, mixed up in its window with

cheap newspapers and pork (there was a leg to be raffled

for to-morrow-night), matters not here. He took his end

of candle from a shelf, lighted it at another end of candle on

the counter, without disturbing the mistress of the shop who
was asleep in her little room, and went up-stairs into his

lodging.
It was a room, not unacquainted with the black ladder

under various tenants
;
but as nea't, at present, as such a room

could be. A few books and writings were on an old bureau

in a corner, the furniture was decent and sufficient, and

though the atmosphere was tainted, the room was clean.

Going to the hearth to set the candle down upon a round

three-legged table standing there, he stumbled against some

thing. As he recoiled, looking down at it, it raised itself up
into the form of a woman in a sitting attitude.

" Heaven's mercy, woman !

" he cried, falling farther off

from the figure.
" Hast thou come back again !

"

Such a woman ! A disabled, drunken creature, barely
able to preserve her sitting posture by steadying herself with

one begrimed hand on the floor, while the other was so pur

poseless in trying to push away her tangled hair from her

face, that it only blinded her the more with the dirt upon it.

A creature so foul to look at, in her tatters, stains and

splashes, but so much fouler than that in her moral infamy,
that it was a shameful thing even to see her.

After an impatient oath or two, and some stupid clawing of

herself with the hand not necessary to her support, she got
her hair away from her eyes sufficiently to obtain a sight of

him. Then she sat swaying her body to and fro, and making
gestures with her unnerved arm, which seemed intended as the

accompaniment to a fit of laughter, though her face was stolid

and drowsy.

"Eigh lad? What, yo'r there?" Some hoarse sounds

meant for this, came mockingly out of her at lastj and her

head dropped forward on her breast.
" Back agen ?

"
she screeched, after some minutes, as if he

had that moment said it. ''Yes! And back agen. Back

agon ever and ever so often. Back ? Yes, back. Why not ?
''

\
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Roused by the unmeaning violence with which she cried i*

out, she scrambled up, and stood supporting herself with her

shoulders against the wall; dangling in one hand by the

string, a dunghill-fragment of a bonnet, and trying to look

scornfully at him.
"

I '11 sell thce off again, and I '11 sell thee off again, and
I '11 sell thee off a score of times !

"
she cried, with something

between a furious menace and an effort at a defiant dance.
" Come awa' from th' bed '

" He was sitting on the side of

it, with his face hidden in his hands. " Come awa' from 't.

'Tis mine, and I 've a right to 't !

"

As she staggered to it, he avoided her with a shudder, and

passed his face still hidden to the opposite end of the

room. She threw herself upon the bed heavily, and soon was

snoring hard. He sunk into a chair, and moved but once all

that night. It was to throw a covering over her ;
as if his

hands were not enough to hide her, even in the darkness.

CHAPTER XL

WAT OUT.

THE Fairy palaces burst into illumination, before pale

morning showed the monstrous serpents of smoke trailing
themselves over Coketown. A clattering of clogs upon the

pavement ;
a rapid ringing of bells

;
and all the melancholy

mad elephants, polished and oiled up for the day's monotony,
were at their heavy exercise again.

Stephen bert over his loom, quiet, watchful, and steady.
A special confab, as every man was in the forest of looms

where Stephen worked, to the crashing, smashing, tearing

piece of mechanism at which he laboured. Never fear, good

people of an anxious turn of mind, that Art will consign
Nature to oblivion. Set anywhere, side by side, the work of

GOD and the work of man
;
and the former, even though it be

a troop of Hands oi very small account, will gain in dignity
from tho comparison.

So many hundred Hands in this Mill
;
so many hundred

horse Steam Tower. It is known, to the force of a single
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pouiiil weight, what the engine will do
; but, not all tha

calculators of the National Debt can tell me the capacity for

good or evil, for love or hatred, for patriotism or discontent,
for the decomposition of virtue into vice, or the reverse, at any
single moment in the soul of one of these its quiet servants,

with the composed faces and the regulated actions. There is

no mystery in it; there is an unfathomable mystery in the

meanest of them, for ever. Supposing we were to reserve our

arithmetic for material objects, and to govern these awful
I unknown quantities by other means !

The day grew strong, and showed itself outside, even

against the flaming lights within. The lights were turned

out, and the work went on. The rain fell, and the Smoke-

sorpents, submissive to the curse of all that tribe, trailed

themselves upon the earth. In the waste-yard outside, the

steam from the escape pipe, the litter of barrels and old

iron, the shining heaps of coals, the ashes everywhere, were

shrouded in a veil of mist and rain.

The work went on, until the noon-bell rang. More

clattering upon the pavements. The looms, and wheels, and
Hands all out of gear for an hour.

Stephen came out of the hot mill into the damp wind and
cold wet streets, haggard and worn. He turned from his own
class and his own quarter, taking nothing but a little bread as

he walked along, towards the hill on which his principal

employer lived, in a red house with black outside shutters,

green inside blinds, a black street door, up two white steps,

BOUXDERBY (in letters very like himself) upon a brazen plate,

and a round brazen door-handle underneath it, like a brazen

full-stop.

Mr. Bounderby was at his lunch. So Stephen had expected.
Would his servant say that one of the Hands begged leave to

speak to him ? Message in return, requiring name of such

Hand. Stephen Blackpool. There was nothing troublesome

against Stephen Blackpool ; yes, he might come in.

Stephen Blackpool in the parlour. Mr. Bounderby (whom
he just knew by sight), at lunch on chop and sherry. Mrs.

Sparsit netting at the fire-side, in a side-saddle attitude, with

one foot in a cotton stirrup. It was a part, at once of Mrs.

Sparsit's dignity and service, not to lunch. She supervised
the meal officially, but implied that in her own stately person
she considered lunch a weakness.
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"
Now, Stephen," said Mr. Bounderby,

" what 's the mutter

with you f
"

8 plum made a bow. Not a servile one these Hands
will never do that ! Lord bless you, sir, you '11 never catch

them at that, if they have been with you twenty years !

and, as a complimentary toilet for Mrs. Sparsit, tucked his

neckerchief ends into his waistcoat.

Now, you know," said Mr. Bounderby, taking some

sherry,
" we have never had any difficulty with you, and you

have never been one of the unreasonable ones. You don't

expect to be set up in a coach and six, and to be fed on turtle

soup and venison, with a gold spoon, as a good many of 'em

do !

" Mr. Bounderby always represented this to be the sole,

immediate, and direct object of any Hand who was not entirely

satisfied; "and therefore I know already that you have not

come here to make a complaint. Now, you know, I am
certain of that, beforehand."

"
No, sir, sure I ha' not coom for nowt o' th' kind."

Mr. Bouuderby seemed agreeably surprised, notwithstanding
his previous strong conviction. "Very well," he returned.
" You're a steady Hand, and I was not mistaken. Now, let

me hear what it's all about. As it's not that, let me hear

what it is. What have you got to sa}- ? Out with it, lad !

"

^piien happened to glance towards Mrs. Sparsit.
"

I can

Ir. Bounderby, if you wish it,"' said that self-sacrifi< ing

lady, making a feint of taking her foot out of the stirrup.
Mr. Bounderby stayed her, by holding a moutliful of chop

in suspension before swallowing it, and putting out his lef*

liai'd. Then, withdrawing his hand and swallowing hi*

mouthful of chop, he said to Stephen :

" Now you know, this good lady is a born lady, a high
h.ily. You are not to suppose because she keeps my hon-

im>, that she hasn't hrrn very high up the tree ah, up a*.

the top of the tree ! Now, if you have got anything to say
ihiit can't be said before a born lady, this lady will leave the

room. If what you have got to say can be said before a born

lady, this lady will stay where she is."
"

Sir, I hope I never had nowt to say, not fitten for a born

lady to year, sin' I were bom mysen'," was the reply, accom

panied with a slight flush.

Very well." said Mr. Bounderby, pushing away his plat*,
and li'<uiing back. '

J'ire av.
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"
1 ha' coom," Stephen began, raising his eyes from the floor,

after a moment's consideration, "to ask yo yor advice. I need 't

overmuch. I were married on Eas'r Monday nineteen year

sin, long and dree. She were a young lass pretty enow wi'

good accounts of herseln. Well ! She went bad soon. Not

along of me. Gonnows I were not a unkind husband to her."
"

I have heard all this before," said Mr. Bounderby.
" She

took to drinking, left off working, sold the furniture, pawned
the clothes, and played old Gooseberry."

"
I were patient wi' her."

(" The more fool yon, I think," said Mr. Bounderby, in

confidence to his wine-glass.)
"I were very patient wi' her. I tried to wean her fra't

ower and ower agen. I tried this, I tried that, I tried t' other.

I ha' gone home, many 's the time, and found all vanished as

I had in the world, and her without a sense left to bless her-

seln lying on bare ground. I ha' dun't not once, not twice

twenty time !"

Ever}
7 line in his face deepened as he said it, and put in its

affecting evidence of the suffering he had undergone.
" From bad to worse, from Avorse to worsen. She left me.

She disgraced herseln everyways, bitter and bad. She coom

back, she coom back, she coom back. What could I do t'

hinder her ? I ha' walked the streets nights long, ere ever

I 'd go home. I ha' gone t' th' brigg, minded to fling myseln

ower, and ha' no more on't. I ha' bore that much, that I

were owd when I were young."
Mrs. Sparsit, easily ambling along with her netting-needles,

raised the Coriolanian eyebrows and shook her head, as much
as to say,

" The great know trouble as well as the small

Please to turn your humble eye in My direction."
"

I ha' paid her to keep awa' fra' me. These five year I

ha' paid her. I ha' gotten decent fewtrils about me agen. I

ha' lived hard and sad, but not ashamed and fearfo' a' the

minnits o' my life. Last night, I went home. There she lay

upon my har-stone ! There she is !

"

In the strength of his misfortune, and the energy of his

distress, he fired for the moment like a proud man. In

another moment, he stood as he had stood all the time his

usual stoop upon him
;
his pondering face addressed to Mr.

Bounderby, with a curious expression on it, half shrewd, hall

perplexed, as if his mind were set upon unravelling something
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very diftL-ult
;

his hat held tight in his left hand, which rested

on his hip ; his right arm, with a rugged propriety and force

of action, very earnestly emphasising what he said : not least

so when it always paused, a little bent, but not withdrawn, as

he paused.
"

I was acquainted with all this, you know," said Mr.

Bounderby,
"
except the hist clause, long ago. It 's a bad

job ;
that 's what it is. You had better have been satisfied

as you were, and not havo got married. However, it 'a too

late to say that."

"Was it an unequal marriage, sir, in point of years?"
asked Mrs. Sparsit.

" You hear what this lady asks. Was it an unequal

marriage in point of years, this unlucky job of yours ?" said

Mr. Bounderby.
" Not e'en so. I were one-and-twenty myseln ;

she were

twenty nighbut."
"
Indeed, sir?" said Mrs. Sparsit to her Chief, with great

placidity.
"

I inferred, from its being so miserable a marriage,
that it was probably an unequal one in point of years."

Mr. Bounderby looked very hard at the good lady in a side

long way that had an odd sheepishness about it. He fortified

himself with a little more sherry.
" Well? Why don't you go on?" he then asked, turning

rather irritably on Stephen Blackpool.
"

I ha' coom to ask yo, sir, how I am to be ridded o' this

woman." Stephen infused a yet deeper gravity into the mixed

expression of his attentive face. Mrs. Sparsit uttered a gentle

ejaculation, as having received, a moral shock.
" What do you mean ?

"
said Bounderby, getting up to lean

his back against the chimney-piece.
" What are you talking

about ? You took her for better for worse."
>{

I mun' be ridden o' her. I cannot bear 't nommore. I

ha' lived under 't so long, for that I ha' had 'n the pity and

comforting words o' th' best lass living or dead. Haply, but

for her, I should ha' gone hottering mad."
" He wishes to be free, to marry the female of whom he

speaks, I fear, sir," observed Mrs. Sparsit in an undertone,
and much dejected by the immorality of the people.
"I do. The lady says what 'a right. I do. I were a

coming to 't. I ha* read i* th' papers that great fok (fait

faw 'eui a' ! I wishes 'eir. no hurt
!)

are not bonded togothw
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for better for worse so fast, but that they can be set free fro'

their rnisfortnet marriages, an many ower agen. When
they dunnot agree, for that their tempers is ill-sorted, they
has rooms o' one kind an another in their houses, above a

bit, and they can live aeunders. We fok ha' only one room,
an we can't. When that won't do, they ha' gowd an other

cash, an they can say
' This for yo' an that for me,' an they

can go their separate ways. We can't. Spite o' all that, they
can be set free for smaller wrongs than mine. So, I mun be

ridden o' "this woman, and I want t 'know how ?
"

" No how," returned Mr. Bounderby.
" If I do her any hurt, sir, there 's a law to punish me ?

"

" Of course there is."

" If I flee from her, there 's a law to punish me ?
"

" Of course there is."
" If I marry t'oother dear lass, there 's a law to punish

me?"
" Of course there is."
" If I was to live wi' her an not marry her saying such a

thing could be, which it never could or would, an her so good
there 's a law to punish me, in every innocent child belong

ing to me? "

" Of course there is."
"
Now, a' God's name," said Stephen Blackpool,

" show me
the law to help me !

"

" Hem ! There 's a sanctity in this relation of life," said

Mr. Bounderby,
" and and it must be kept up."

" No no, dtinnot say that, sir. Tan't kep* up that way,
Not that way. 'Tis kep* down that way. I 'm a weaver, I

were in a fact'ry when a chilt, but I ha' gotten een to see wi
1

and eem to year wi'. I read in th' papers every 'Sizes, every
Sessions and you read too I know it ! with dismay how
tli' supposed unpossibility o' ever getting unchained from one

another, at any price, on any terms, brings blood upon this

land, and brings many common married fok to battle, murder,
und sudden death. Let us ha' this, right understood. Mine's

a grievous case, an I want if yo will be so good t'know the

law that helps me."
"
Now, I tell you what !

"
said Mr. Bounderby, putting his

hands in his pockets. "There is such a law."

Stephen, subsiding into his quiet manner, and ucvei

wandering in his attention, gave a nod.
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" But it 's not for j-ou at all. It costs money. It couto a

mint of money."
How much mi^ht that be ? Stephen calmly asked.
"
Why, you 'd have to go to Doctors' Commons with a suit,

and ynu 'd have to go to a court of Common Law with a suit,

and you 'd have to go to the House of Lords with a suit, and

you 'd have to get an Act of Parliament to enable you tu

marry again, and it would cost you (if it was a case of very

plain-sailing), I suppose from a thousand to fifteen hundred

pound," said Mr. Bounderby.
"
Perhaps twice the money."

" There 's no other law ?
"

"
Certainly not."

" Why then, sir," said Stephen, turning white, and motion

ing with that right hand of his, as if he gave everything to

the four winds,
"

'tis a muddle. 'Tis just a muddle a'too-

gether, an the sooner I am dead, the better."

(Mrs. Sparsit again dejected by the impiety of the people.)
"
Pooh, pooh ! Don't you talk nonsense, my good fellow,"

said Mr. Bounderby,
" about things you. don't understand

;

and don't you call the Institutions of your country a muddle,
or you '11 get yourself into a real muddle one of these fine

mornings. The institutions of your country are not your piece

work, and the only thing you have got to do, is, to mind your

piece-work. You didn't take your wife for fast and for loose;

but for better for worse. If she has turned out worse whj*,
all we have got to say is, she might have turned out better."

" 'Tis a muddle," said Stephen, shaking his head as he
moved to the door. " 'Tis a' a muddle !

"

"
Now, I '11 tell you what !

" Mr. Bounderby resumed, as

a valedictory address. " With what I shall call your un
hallowed opinions, you have been quite shocking this ladv :

who, as I have already told you, is a born lady, and who, as

1 have not already told you, has had her own marriage
mi .-fortunes to the tune of tens of thousands of pounds tens of

Thou-sands of Pounds !

"
(he repeated it with great relish).

"
Now, you have always been a steady Hand hitherto; but my

opinion is, and so I tell you plainly, that you are turning into

the wrong road. You have been listening to some mis
chievous stranger or other they're always about and the
best thing you can do is, to come out of that. Now you
know

;

"
here his countenance expressed marvellous acuteness

;

"
J can *ee a" far into a grindstone as another man

;
fartliei
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than a good main', perhaps, because I had my nose well kept
to it when I was young. I see traces of the turtle soup, and

venison, and gold spoon in this. Yes, I do !

"
cried Mr.

Bounderby, shaking his head with obstinate cunning.
"
By

the Lord Harry, I do !

"

With a very different shake of the head and deep sigh,

Stephen said,
" Thank you, sir, I wish you good day." So

he left Mr. Bounderby swelling at his own portrait on the

wall, as if he were going to explode himself into it
;
and Mrs.

Sparsit still ambling on with her foot in her stirrup, looking

quite cast down by the popular vices.

CHAPTER XII.

THE OLD WOMAN.

OLD STEPHEN descended the two white steps, shutting the

black door with the brazen door-plate, by the aid of the

brazen full-stop, to which he gave a parting polish with the

sleeve of his coat, observing that his hot hand clouded it. He
crossed the street with his eyes bent upon the ground, and
thus was walking sorrowfully away, when he felt a touch upon
his arm.

It was not the touch he needed most at such a moment
the touch that could calm the wild waters of his soul, as

ihe uplifted hand of the sublimest love and patience could

abate the raging of the sea yet it was a woman's hand too.

It was an old woman, tall and shapely still, though withered

by time, on whom his eyes fell when he stopped and turned.

She was very cleanly and plainly dressed, had country mud

upon her shoes, and was newly come from a journey. The
flutter of her manner, in the unwonted noise of the streets ;

the spare shawl, carried unfolded on her arm; the heavy

umbrella, and little basket
;
the loose long-fingered gloves, to

which her hands were unused
;

all bespoke an old woman
from the country, in- her plain holiday clothes, come into

Coketown on an expedition of rare occurrence. Remarking
this at a glance, with the quick observation of his class,

Stephen Blackpool bent his attentive face his face, wlucb
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like the faces of many of his order, by dint of long working
with eyes and hands in the midst of a prodigious noise, had

acquired the concentrated look with which we are familiar in

the countenances of the deaf the better to hear what she

asked him.
"
Pray, sir," said the old woman,

" didn't I see you como

out of that gentleman's house ?
"

pointing back to Mr.

Bounderby's.
''

I believe it was you, unless I have had tho

bad luck to mistake the person in following?
"

"
Yes, missus," returned Stephen,

"
it were me.''

" Have you you '11 excuse an old woman's curiosity have

you seen the gentleman ?
"

"
Yes, missus."

"And how did he look, sir? Was he portly, bold, out

spoken, and hearty ?
" As she straightened her own figure,

and held up her head in adapting her action to her words,
die idea crossed Stephen that he had seen this old woman
before, and had not quite liked her.

" O yes," he returned, observing her more attentively,
" he

were all that."
" And healthy," said the old woman, "as the fresh wind?"
"
Yes," returned Stephen.

" He were ett'n and drinking
as large and as loud as a Hummobee."
" Thank you !

"
said the old woman with infinite content.

"Thuuk you!"
He certainly never had seen this old woman before. Yet

there was a vague remembrance in his mind, as if he had
more than once dreamed of some old woman like her.

She walked along at his side, and, gently accommodating
himself to her humour, he said Coketown was a busy pirn**,

was it not ? To which she answered "
Eigh sure ! Dreadful

busy !

" Then he said, she came from the country, he saw ?

To which she answered in the affirmative.
"
By Parliamentary, this morning. I came forty mile by

Parliamentary this morning, and I 'm going back the same

forty mile this afternoon. I walked nine mile to the station

this morning, and if I find nobody on the road to give me n

lii't, I shall walk the niu mile back to-night. That 's pretty
wi.-ll, sir, at my age !

"
said the chatty old woman, her eye

brightening with exultation.
" 'Deed 'tis. Don't do't too often, missus."
" No, no Once a year." she answered, shaking her head.
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" I spend my savings so, once every year. I come regular, to

tramp about the streets, and see the gentlemen."
"
Only to see 'em ?

"
returned Stephen.

" That 's enough for me," she replied, with great earnest-

nose and interest of manner. "
I ask no more! I have been

standing about, on this side of the way, to see that gentle

man," turning her head back towards Mr. Bounderby's again,
" come out. But, he 's late this year, and I have not seen him.

You came out, instead. Now, if I am obliged to go back with

out a glimpse of him I only want a glimpse well ! I have

seen you, and you have seen him, and I must make that do."

Saying this, she looked at Stephen as if to fix his features

in her mind, and her eye was not so bright as it had been.

With a large allowance for difference of tastes, and with

all submission to the patricians of Coketown, this seemed so

extraordinary a source of interest to take so much trouble

about, that it perplexed him. But they were passing the

church now, and as his eye caught the clock, he quickened
his pace.
He was going to his work ? the old woman said, quicken

ing hers, too, quite easily. Yes, time was nearly out. On
his telling her where he worked, the old woman became a

more singular old woman than before.
" An't you happy ?

" she asked him.
" Why there 's awmost nobbody but has their troubles,

missus." He answered evasively, because the old woman

appeared to take it for granted that he would be very happy
indeed, and he had not the heart to disappoint her. He
knew that there was trouble enough in the world

;
and if the

old woman had lived so long, and could count upon his

having so little, why so much the better for her, and none the

worse for him.
"
Ay, ay i You have your troubles at home, you mean ?

"

she said.
" Times. Just now and then," he answered slightly.
"
But, working under such a gentleman, they don't follow

you to the Factory ?
"

No, no
; they didn't follow him there, said Stephen. All

correct there. Everything accordant there. (He did not go
so far as to say, for her pleasure, that there was a sort of

Divine Right there : but, I have heard claims almost as

magnificent of late years.)
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They were now in the black by-road near the place, and

the Hands were crowding in. The bell was ringing, and the

Serpent was a Serpent of many coils, and the Elephant was

getting ready. The strange old woman was delighted with

the very bell. It was the Leautifullest bell she had ever

heard, she said, and sounded grand !

She asked him, when he stopped goodnaturcdly to shake

hands with her before going in, how long he had worked

there?
" A dozen year," he told her.
"

I must kiss the hand," said she,
" that has worked in

this fine factory for a dozen j-ear !

" And she lifted it,

though he would have prevented her, and put it to her lips.

What harmony, besides her ago and her simplicity, sur

rounded her, he did not know, but even in this fantastic

action there was a something neither out of time nor place :

a something which it seemed as if nobody else could have

made as serious, or done with such a natural and touching air.

He had been at his loom full half an hour, thinking about

this old woman, when, having occasion to move round the

loom for its adjustment, he glanced through a window which
was in his corner, and saw her still looking up at the pile of

building, lost in admiration. Heedless of the smoke and
mud and wet, and of her two long journeys, she was gazing
at it, as if the heavy thrum that issued from its many stories

were proud music to her.

She was gone by and by, and the day went after her, and
the lights sprung up again, and the Express whirled in full

sight of the Fairy Palace over the arches near: little felt

amid the jarring of the machinery, and scarcely heard above
its crash and rattle. Long before then his thoughts had gone
back to the dreary room above the little shop, and to the

shameful figure heavy on the bed, but heavier on his heart.

Machinery slackened
; throbbing feebly like a fainting

pulse ; stopped. The bell again ;
the glare of light and heat

dispelled ; the factories, looming heavy in the black wet

night their tall chimneys rising up into the air like com
peting Towers of Babel.

He had spoken to Rachael only last night, it was true, and
had walked with her a little way ;

but he had his new mis
fortune on him in which no one else could give him a
moment's relief, and, for the sake of it, and l^ecause he knew

ti
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himself to want that softening of his anger which no voice

but hers could effect, he felt lie might so far disregard what

she had said as to wait for her again. He waited, but she

had eluded him. She was gone. On no other night in the

year could he so ill have spared her patient face.

O ! Better to have no home in which to lay his head, than

to have a home and dread to go to it, through such a cause.

He ate and drank, for he was exhausted but he little knevr

or cared what
;
and he wandered about in the chill rain,

thinking and thinking, and brooding and brooding.
No word of a new marriage had ever passed between them

;

but Rachael had taken great pity on him years ago, and to

her alone he had opened his closed heart all this time, on

the subject of his miseries
;
and he knew very well that if ho

were free to ask her, she would take him. He thought of the

home he might at that moment have been seeking with

pleasure and pride : of the different man he might have been

that night; of the lightness then in his noAV heavy-laden

breast; of the then restored honor, self-respect, and tran

quillity all torn to pieces. He thought of the waste of the

best part of his life, of the change it made in his character

for the worse every day, of the dreadful nature of his exis

tence, bound hand and foot, to a dead woman, and tormented

by a demon in her shape. He thought of Ilachael, how young
when they were first brought together in these circumstances,
how mature now, how soon to grow old. He thought of the

number of girls and women she had seen marry, how many
homes with children in them she had seen grow up around

her, how she had contentedly pursued her own lone quiet path
for him and how he had sometimes seen a shade* of

melancholy on her blessed face, that smote him with remorse

and despair. He set the picture of her up, beside the infa

mous image of last night ;
and thought, Could it be, that the

whole earthly course of one so gentle, good, and self-denying
1

,

was subjugate to such a wretch as that!

Filled with these thoughts so filled that he had an

unwholesome sense of growing larger, of being placed in some

new and diseased relation towards the objects among which

he passed, of seeing the iris round every misty light turn red

lie went homo for shelter.
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CHAPTER XIIL

RACHAZL.

A OVITPLE faintly burned in the -window, to which the

blaok ladder had often been raised for the sliding
1

away of all

that was most precious in this world to a striving wife and a

brood -of hungry babies
;
and Stephen added to his other

thoughts the stern reflection, that of all the casualties of this

I'xi.-u-nce upon earth, not one was dealt out with so unequal a

hand as Death. The inequality of Birth was nothing to it.

For, say that the child of a King and the child of a Weaver
were born to-night in the same moment, what was that dis

parity, to the death of any human creature who was service

able to, or beloved by, another, while this abandoned woman
lived on!

From the outside of his home he gloomily passed to the

inside, with suspended breath and with a slow footstep. He
wont up to his door, opened it, and so into the room.

Quiet and peace were there. Rachael was there, sitting by
the bed.

She turned her head, and the light of her face shone in

upon the midnight of -his mind. She sat by the bed, watch

ing and tending his wife. That is to say, he saw that some
one lay there, and he knew too well it must be she

;
but

Rachael' s hands had put a curtain up, so that she was screened

from his eyes. Her disgraceful garments were removed, and
some of Rachael's were in the room. Everything was in its

place and order as he had always kept it, the little fire was

newly trimmed, and the hearth was freshly swept. It

appeared to him that he saw all this in Rachael's face, and
looked at nothing besides. While looking at it, it was shut

out from his view by the softened tears that filled his eyes ;

but not before he had seen how earnestly she looked at him,
and how her own eyes were filled too.

She turned again towards the bed, and satisfying herself

that all was quiet there, spoke in a low, calm, cheerful voice.
"

I am glad you huve come at last, Stephen. "You are very
late."
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The

" I ha' been walking up an' down."
"

I thought so. But 'tis too bad a night for that.

rain falls very heavy, and the wind has risen."

The wind ? True. It was blowing hard. Hark to the

thundering in the chimney, and the surging noise ! To have

been out in such a wind, and not to have known it was

blowing !

"
I have been here once before, to-day, Stephen. Landlady

came round for me at dinner-time. There was some one here

that needed looking to, she said. And 'deed she was right.

All wandering and lost, Stephen. Wounded too, and bruised."

He slowly moved to a chair and sat down, drooping his

head before her.
"

I came to do what little I could, Stephen; first, for that

she worked with me when we were girls both, and for that

you courted her and married her when I was her friend
"

He laid his furrowed forehead on his hand, with a low

groan.
" And next, for that I know your heart, and am right efure

and certain that 'tis far too merciful to let her die, or even so

much as suffer, for want of aid. Thou knowest who said,
' Let

him who is without sin among you cast the first stone at her !

'

There have been plenty to do that. Thou art not the man to

cast the last stone, Stephen, when she is brought so low."

Kachael, Rachael !

"

" Thou hast been a cruel sufferer, Heaven reward thee !

"

Bhe said, in compassionate accents. "I am thy poor friend .

with all my heart and mind."

The wounds of which she had spoken, seemed to be about

the neck of the self-made outcast. She dressed them now,
still without showing her. She steeped a piece of linen in a

basin, into which she poured some liquid from a bottle, and

laid it with a gentle hand upon the sore. The three-legged
table had been drawn close to the bedside, and on it there

were two bottles. This was one.

It was not so far off, but that Stephen, following her hands

with his eyes, could read Avh.it was printed on it, in large

letters. He turned of a deadly hue, and a sudden horror

seemed to fall upon him.
"

I will stay here, Stephen," said Rachael, quietly resuming
her coat,

"
till the bells go Threo. Tis to be done again at

throo, and then she may be left till morning."
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" But thy rest agen to-morrow's work, niy
"

I slept sound last night. I can wake many nights, when
I am put to it. Tis thou who art in need of rest so white

and tirod. Try to sleep in the chair there, while I watch.

Thou hadst no sleep last night, I can well believe. To
morrow's work is far harder for thee than for me."

He heard the thundering and surging out of doors, and it

seemed to him as if his late angry mood were going about

trying to get at him. She had cast it out
;
she would keep it

out ; he trusted to her to defend him from himself.
" She don't know me, Stephen ;

she just drowsily mutters

and stares. I have spoken to her times and again, but she

don't notice ! 'Tis as well so. When she comes to her right
mind once more, I shall have done what I can, and she never

the wiser."
" How long, Rachael, is 't looked for, that she '11 be so ?"
" Doctor said she would haply come to

- her mind to

morrow."
Ilis eyes again fell on the bottle, and a tremble passed over

him, causing him to shiver in every limb. She thought he

was chilled with the wet. "
No," he said

;

"
it was not that.

lie had had a fright."
" A fright ?

"

"
Ay, ay ! coming in. When I were walking. When I

were thinking. When I
"

It seized him again ;
and lie

stood up, holding by the mantel-shelf, as he pressed his

dank cold hair down with a hand that shook as if it were

palsied.
"
Stephen !

"

She was coming to him, but he stretched out his arm to

stop her.

"No! Don't please ; don't! Let me see thee setten by
the bed. Let me see thee, a' so good, and so forgiving. Lot

me see thee aw I see thee when I coom in. I can never see

thee better tlian so. Never, never, never !

"

He had a violent fit of trembling, and then sunk into his

chair. After a time lie controlled himself, and, resting with

uu elbow on one knee, and his head upon that hand, could

look towards Rachael. Seen across the dim candle with

his moistened eyes, she looked as if she had a glory shining
round l\"i h>;id. He could have believed she hud. He did

U-liuve it, as the noi>e without shook the window, rattled at
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the door below, and went about the house clamoring and

lamenting.
" When she gets better, Stephen, 'tis to bo hoped she '11

leave thee to thyself again, and do thee no more hurt. Any
ways we will hope so now. And now I shall keep silence, for

I want thee to sleep."
He closed his eyes, more to please her than to re.t his

weary head; but, by slow degrees as he listened to the great
noise of the wind, he ceased to hear it, or it changed into the

working of his loom, or even into the voices of the day (his
o\vn included) saying what had been really said. Even tliia

imperfect consciousness faded away at last, and he dreamed a

long, troubled dream.

Ho thought that he, and some one on whom his heart had

long been set but she was not Rachael, and that surprised

him, even in the midst of his imaginary happiness stood i-i

the church being married. While the ceremony was per-

forming, and while he recognised among the witnesses some
whom he knew to be living, and many whom he knew to be

dead, darkness came on, succeeded by the shining of a

tremendous light. It broke from one line in the table of

commandments at the altar, and illuminated the building with

the words. They were sounded through the church too, as if

there were voices in the fiery letters. Upon this, the whole

appearance before him and around him changed, and nothing
was left as it had been, but himself and the clergyman.

They stood in the daylight before a crowd so vast, that if

all the people in the world could have been brought together
into one space, they could not have looked, he thought, more
numerous

;
and they all abhorred him, and there was not one

pitying or friendly eye among the millions that were fastened

on his face. He stood on a raised stage, under his own loom ;

and, looking up at the shape the loom took, and hearing the

burial service distinctly read, he knew that he was there to

suffer death. In an instant what he stood on fell below him,
nnd he was gone.

Out of what m}
r

stery he came back to his usual life, and to

places that he knew, he was unable to consider ;
but he was

back in those places by some means, and with this con

demnation upon him, that he was never, in this world or the

next, through all the unimaginable ages of eternity, to look

on liachael's face or hoar her voice. \Vuuderiiiff to and fro,
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unceasingly, without ho]*?, and in search of he knew not

what (he only knew that he was doomed to seek it), he was

the subject of a nameless, horrible dread, a mortal fear of one

particular shape which everything took. Whatsoever he

looked at, grew into thrt fgrm sooner or later. The object of

his miserable existence was to prevent its recognition by any
one among the various people he encountered. Hopeless
labor ! If he led them out of rooms where it was, if he shut

up drawers and closets where it stood, if he drew the curious

from places where he knew it to be secreted, and got them
out into the streets, the very chimneys of the mills assumed

that shape, and round them was the printed word.

The wind was blowing again, the rain was beating on the

housetops, and the larger spaces through which he had

strayed contracted to the four walls of his room. Saving that

the fire had died out, it was as his eyes had closed upon it.

llachael seemed to have fallen into a doze, in the chair by
the bed. She sat wrapped in her shawl, perfectly still. The
table stood in the same place, close by the bedside, and on it,

in its real proportions and appearance, was the shape so often

repeated.
He thought he saw the curtain move. He looked again,

and he was sure it moved. He saw a hand come forth, and

grope about a little. Then the curtain moved more per

ceptibly, and the woman in the bed put it back, and sat up.
With her woful eyes, so haggard and wild, so heavy and

large, she looked all round the room, and passed the corner

where he slept in his chair. Her eyes returned to that corner,

and she put her hand over them as a shade, while she looked

into it. Again they went all round the room, scarcely

heeding Hachael if at all, and returned to that corner. He
thought, as she once more shaded them not so much looking
at him, as looking for him with a brutish instinct that he was
there that no single trace was left in those debauched

trutures, or in the mind that went along with them, of the

woman he had married eighteen years before. But that he
had seen her come to this by inches, he never could have
believed her to be the same.

All this time, cs if a spell were on him, he was motionless
and powerless, except to watch her.

Stuj.iiUy do/ing, or communing with her incapable self

about nothing, she sat for a little while with her hands at her
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ears, and her head resting on them. Presently, she resumed
her staring round the room. And now, for the first time, her

eyes stopped at the table with the bottles on it.

Straightway she turned her eyes back to his corner, with

the defiance of last night, and, jncjving very cautiously and

softly, stretched out her greedy hand. She drew a mug into

the bed, and sat for a while considering which of the two

bottles she should choose. Finally, she laid her insensate

grasp upon the bottle that had SAvift and certain death in it,

and, before his eyes, pulled out the cork with her teeth.

Dream or reality, he had no voice, nor had he power to

stir. If this be real, and her allotted time be not yet conie,

wake, llachael, wake !

She thought of that, too. She looked at Rachael, and very

slowly, very cautiously, poured out the contents. The draught
was at her lips. A moment and she would be past all help,
let the whole world wake and come about her with its utmost

power. But, in that moment Rachael started up with a

suppressed cry. The creature struggled, struck her, sei/ed

her by the hair
;
but Rachael had the cup.

Stephen broke out of his chair.
"
Rachael, am I wakin' or

dreamin' this dreadfo' night !

"

" 'Tis all well, Stephen. I have been asleep myself. 'Tis

near three. Hush ! I hear the bells."

The wind brought the sounds of the church clock to the

window. They listened, and it struck three. Stephen looked

at her, saw how pale she was, noted the disorder of her hair,

and the red marks of fingers on her forehead, and felt assured

that his senses of sight and hearing had been awake. She

held the cup in her hand even now.
"

I thought it must be near three," she said, calmly pouring
from the cup into the basin, and steeping the linen as before.
"

I am thankful I stayed ! 'Tis done now, when I have put
this on. There ! And now she 's quiet again. The few

drops in the basin I '11 pour away, for 'tis bad stuff to leave

about, though ever so little of it." As she spoke, she drained

the basin into the ashes of the fire, and broke the bottle on

the hearth.

She had nothing to do, then, but to cover herself with her

shawl before going out into the wind and rain.

"Thou 'It let me walk wi' thee at this hour, Rachael?"
"
No, Stephen. 'Tis but a minute and I 'm homo."
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"Thou'rt not fearfo'
;

" he said it in a low voice, as they
went out at the door ;

" to leave me alone wi' her !

"

As she looked at him, saying
"
Stephen ?

" he went down
on his knee before her, on the poor mean stairs, and put an

end of her shawl to his lips.
" Thou art an Angel. Bless thee, bless thee !

"

"I am, as I have told thee, Stephen, thy poor friend.

Angels are not like me. Between them, and a working
woman fu' of faults, there is a deep gulf set. My little sister

is among them, but she is changed."
She raised her eyes for a moment as she said the words

;

and then they fell again, in all their gentleness and mildness,

on his face.
" Thou changest me from bad to good. Thou mak'st me

humbly wishfo' to be more like thee, and fearfo' to lose thee

when this life is ower, an a' the muddle cleared awa'. Thou 'rt

an Angel ;
it may be, thou hast saved my soul alive !

"

She looked at him, on his knee at her feet, with her shawl

still in his hand, and the reproof on her lips died away when
she saw the working of his face.

"
I coom home desp'rate. I coom home wi'out a hope, and

mad wi' thinking that when I said a word o' complaint I was
reckoned a onreasonable Hand. I told thee I had had a

fright. It were the Poison-bottle on table. I never hurt a

livin' creetur
;
but happenin' so suddenly upon 't, I thowt,

' How can / say what I might ha' done to myseln, or her, or

both !

' "

She put her two hands on his mouth, with a face of terror,

to stop him from saying more. He caught them in his unoccu

pied hand, and holding them, and still clasping the border of

her shawl, said, hurriedly :

" But I see thee, Kachael, setten by the bed. I ha' seen

thee, aw this night. In my troublous sleep I ha' known then

still to be there. Evermore I will see thee there. I never

more will see her or think o' her, but thou shalt be beside

her. I nevermore will see or think o' anything that angers
me, but thou, so much better than me, shalt be by th' side

on't. And so I will try t' look t* th' time, and so I will try
t' trust t' th' time, whop, thou and me at last shall walk

together far axva', beyond the deep gulf, in th' country where

Ihy little sistor is."

Ho kiNied the border of her slwwl again, aud let her go.
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She bade him good night in a broken voice, and went out
into the street.

The wind blew from the quarter where the day would soon

appear, and still blew strongly. It had cleared the sky before

it, and the rain had spent itself or travelled elsewhere, and
the stars were bright. He stood bare-headed in the road,

watching her quick disappearance. As the shining stars

were to the heavy candle in the window, so was Rachael, in

the nigged fancy of this man, to the common experiences of

his life.

CHAPTER XIY.

THE OUEAT MANUFACTURER.

TIME went on in Coketown like its own machinery: so

much material wrought up, so much fuel consumed, so many
pOAvers worn out, so much money made. But, less inexorable

than iron, steel, and brass, it broiight its varying seasons

even into that wilderness of smoke and brick, and made the

only stand that ever was made in the place against its direful

uniformity.
" Louisa is becoming," said Mr. Gradgrind,

" almost a

young woman."

Time, with his innumerable horse-power, worked away, not

minding what anybody said, and presently turned out young
Thomas a foot taller than when his father had last taken

particular notice of him.

"Thomas is becoming," said Mr. Gradgrind, "almost a

young man."
Time passed Thomas on in the mill, while his father was

thinking about it, and there he stood in a long- tailed coat and

a stiff shirt-collar.
"

lleally," said Mr. Gradgrind,
" the period has arrived

when Thomas ought to go to Bounderby."
Time, sticking to him, passed him on into Bounderby'8

Bank, made him an inmate of Bounderby's house, necessitated

the purchase of his first razor, and exercised him diligently

In his calculations relative to number one.

The same great manufacturer, always with, an immense
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variety of work on hand, in every staple of development,

passed Sissy onward in his mill, and worked her up into a

very pretty article indeed.
"

I fear, Jupc," said Mr. Grudgrind, "that your continu

ance at the school any longer, would be useless."
"

I am afraid it would, sir," Sissy answered with a curtsey.
"

I cannot disguise from you, Jupe," said Mr. Gradgvind,

knitting his brow,
" that the result of your probation there

has disappointed me
;

has greatly disappointed me. You
have not acquired, \inder Mr. and Mrs. M'Choakumchild,

anything like that amount of exact knowledge which I looked

for. You are extremely deficient in your facts. Your acquaint
ance with figures is very limited. You are altogether back

ward, and below the mark."
"

I am sorry, sir," she returned
;

" but I know it is quite
true. Yet I have tried hard, sir."

"Yes," said Mr. Gradgrind, "yes, I believe you have tried

hard; I have observed you, and I can find no fault in that

respect."
" Thank you, sir. I have thought sometimes;

"
Sissy very

timid here
;

" that perhaps I tried to learn too much, and
that if I had asked to be allowed to try a little less, I might
have "

"
No, Jupe, no," said Mr. Gradgrind, shaking his head in

his profoundest and most eminently practical way.
" No.

The course you pursued, you pursued according to the system
the system and there is no more to be said about it. I

can only suppose that the circumstances of your early life

were too unfavourable to the development of your reasoning

powers, and that we began too late. Still, as I have said

already, I am disappointed."
"

I wish I could have made a better acknowledgment, sir,

of your kindness to a poor forlorn girl who had no claim upon
you, and of your protection of her."

" Don't shed tears," said Mr. Gradgrind.
" Don't shed

tears. I don't complain of you. You are an affectionate,

earnest, good young woman, and and we must make that do."

"Thank you, sir, very much," said Sissy, with a grateful

curtsey.

"You are useful to Mrs. Gradgrind, and (in a generally

pervading way) you are serviceable in the family also
;
so T

understand from Miss Louisa, and, indeed, BO I have observed
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myself. I therefore hope," said Mr. Gradgriad, "that you
can make yourself happy in tlwise relations."

"
I should have nothing to wish, sir, if

"

"
I understand you," said Mr. Gradgrind ;

"
you still refer

to your father. I have heard from Miss Louisa that you still

preserve that bottle. Well ! If }
rour training in the science

of arriving at exact results had been more successful, you
would have been wiser on these points. I will say no more."

He really liked Sissy too well to have a contempt for her ;

otherwise he held her calculating powers in such very slight
estimation that he rrmst have fallen upon that conclusion.

Somehow or other, he had become possessed by an idea that

there was something in this girl which could hardly be set

forth in a tabular form. Her capacity of definition might bo

easily stated at a very low figure, her mathematical knowledge
at nothing ; yet he was not sure that if he had been required,
for example, to tick her off into columns in a parliametary

return, he would have quite known how to divide her.

In some stages of his manufacture of the human fabric, the

processes of Time are very rapid. Young Thomas and Sissy

being both at such a stage of their working up, these changes
were effected in a year or two

;
while Mr. Gradgrind himself

seemed stationary in his course, and underwent no alteration.

Except one, which was apart from his necessary progress

through the mill. Time hustled him into a little noisy and

rather dirty machinery, in a by-corner, and made him Member
of Parliament for Coketown : one of the respected members
for ounce weights and measures, one of the representatives of

the multiplication table, one of the deaf honorable gentlemen,
dumb honorable gentlemen, blind honorable gentleman, lame

honorable gentlemen, dead honorable gentlemen, to every
other consideration. Else wherefore live we in a Christian

land, eighteen hundred and odd years after our Master ?

All this while, Louisa had been passing on, so quiet and

reserved, and so imich given to watching the bright ashes at

twilight as tbey fell into the grate and became extinct, that

from the period when her father had said she was almost a

young woman which seemed but yesterday she had scarcely

attracted his notice again, when he found her quite a young
woman.

"Quite a young woirau," said Mr Gradgrind, musing.
'

Derjr me !

"
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Soon after this discovery, he became more thoughtful than

usual for several days, and seemed much engrossed by one

subject. On a certain night, when he was going ont, and

Louisa came to bid him good-bye before his departure as he

was not to be home until late and she would not see him

again until the morning he held her in his arms, looking at

her in his kindest manner, and said :

"
My dear Louisa, you are a woman !

"

She answered with the old, quick, searching look of the

night when she was found at the Circus
;
then cast down her

eyes.
"
Yes, father."

" My dear," said Mr. Gradgrind,
"

I must speak with you
nlone and seriously. Come to me in my room after breakfast

to-morrow, will you ?
"

"
Yes, father."

" Your hands are rather cold, Louisa. Are you not well? "

"
Quite well, father."

"And cheerful?"

She looked at him again, and smiled in her peculiar
manner. "

I am as cheerful, father, as I usually am, or

usually have been."
" That 's well," said Mr. Gradgrind. So, he kissed her

and went away ;
and Louisa returned to the serene apartment

of the hair-cutting character, and leaning her elbow on her

hand, looked again at the short-lived sparks that so soon

subsided into ashes.
" Are you there, Loo ?

"
said her brother, looking in at the

door. He was quite a young gentleman of pleasure now, and
not quite a prepossessing one.

" Dear Tom," she answered, rising and embracing him,
" how long it is since you have been to see me !

"

"
Why, I have been otherwise engaged, Loo, in the even

ings; and in the daytime old Bounderby has been keeping
me at it rather. But I touch him up with you, ^hen he
comes it too strong, and so we preserve an understanding.
I say ! Has father said anything particular to you, to-day or

yesterday, Loo ?
"

"
No, Tom. But he told mo to-night that he wished to do

BO in the morning."
" Ah ! That 's what I mean," said Tom. " Do you know

wh>re he is to-night?" with a very deep er.rrcssion.
" No."
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"Then I'll tell you. He's with old Bounderby. They
are having a regular confab together, up at the Bank. Why
at the Bank, do you think ? Well, I '11 tell you again. To

keop Mrs. Sparsit's ears as far off as possible, I expect."
With her hand upon her brother's shoulder, Louisa still

stood looking at the fire. Her brother glanced at her face

with greater interest than usual, and, encircling her waist

with his arm, drew her coaxingly to him.
" "You are very fond of me, an't you, Loo ?

"

" Indeed I am, Tom, though you do let such long intervals

go by without coming to see me."
"
Well, sister of mine," said Tom,

" when you say that, you
are near my thoughts. We might be so much oftener together

mightn't we ? Always together, almost mightn't we ? It

would do me a great deal of good if you were to make up
your mind to I know what, Loo. It would be a splendid

thing for me. It would be uncommonly jolly !

"

Her thoughtfulness baffled his cunning scrutiny. He could

make nothing of her face. He pressed her in his arm, and
kissed her cheek. She returned the kiss, but still looked at

the tire.

"
I say, Loo ! I thought I 'd come, and just hint to you

*-hat was going on : though I supposed you 'd most likely

guess, even if you didn't know. I caii't stay, because I 'in

engaged to some fellows to-night. You won't forget how fond

you are of me ?
"

"
No, dear Tom, I won't forget."

" That's a capital girl," said Tom. "
Good-bye, Loo."

She gave him an affectionate good-night, and went out with

him to the door, whence the fires of Coketown could be seen,

making the distance lurid. She stood there, looking stedfastly

towards them, and listening to his departing steps. They
retreated quickly, as glad to get away from Stone Lodge ;

and

she stood there yet, when he was gone and all was quiet. It

seemed as if, first in he? own fire within the house, and then

in the fiery haze withou . ste tried to discover what kind of

woof Old Time, that greatest and longest-established Spinner
of all, would weave from the threads he had already spun into

a woman. But his factory is a secret place, his work is noise

less, and his Hands arc muted.
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CnAPTER XY.

FATHER AND DAUGHTER.

ALTHOUGH Mr. Gradgrind did not take after Blue Beard,
his room was quite a blue chamber in its aoundance of

blue books. "Whatever thoy coidd prove (which is usually

anything you like), they proved there, in an army con

stantly strengthening by the arrival of new recruits. In that

charmod apartment, the most complicated social questions
were cast up, got into exact totals, and finally settled if

those concerned could only have been brought to know it.

As if an astronomical observatory should be made without

any windows, and the astronomer within should arrange the

starry universe solely by pen, ink, and paper, so Mr. Grad-

grind, 'in his Observatory (and there are many like it), had
no need to cast an eye upon the teeming myriads of human

beings around him, but could settle all their destinies on a

slate, and wipe out all their tears with one dirty little bit

of sponge.
To this Observatory, then : a stern room, with a deadly

statistical clcx-k in it, which measured every second with a

beat like a rap upon a coffin-lid : Louisa repaired on the

appointed morning. A window looked towards Coketowu;
and when she sat down near her father's table, she saw the

high chimneys and the long tracts of smoke looming in the

h.-iivy distance gloomily.
1

My dear Louisa," said her father,
"

t prepared you last

night to give me your serious attention in the conversation

U-- are now going to have together. You have been so well

trained, and you do, I am happy to say, so much justice to

the education you have received, that I have perfect confidence

in your good sense. You are not impulsive, you are not

romantic, you are accustomed to view everyxhiug from the

strong disj.;t>sin;ite ground of reason and calculation. Fniu
thiit ground alone, I know you will view and consider what I
am going to communicate."

waited, as if he would have been glad that she said

something. But she smid never a word
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" Louisa my dear, you are the subject of a proposal of

marriage that has been made to me."

Again lie waited, and again she answered not one word.

This so far surprised him, as to induce him gently to repeat,
" a proposal of marriage, my dear." To which she returned,
without any visible emotion whatever :

"
I hear you, father. I am attending, I assure you."

" Well !

"
said Mr. Gradgrind, breaking into a smile, after

being for the moment at a loss,
"
you are even more dis

passionate than I expected, Louisa. Or, perhaps, you are not

unprepared for the announcement I have it in charge to make? "

'
I cannot say that, father, until I hear it. Prepared or

unprepared, I wish to hear it all from you. I wish to heai

you state it to me, father."

Strange to relate, Mr. Gradgrind was not so collected at

this moment as his daughter was. He took a paper-knife in

his hand, turned it over, laid it down, took it up again, and

even then had to look along the blade of it, considering how
to go on.

" What you say, my dear Louisa, is perfectly reasonable.

I have undertaken then to let you know that in short,

that Mr. Bounderby has informed me that he has long watched

your progress with particular interest and pleasure, and has

long hoped that the time might ultimately arrive when he

should offer you his hand in marriage. That time, to which

he has so long, and certainly with great constancy, looked for

ward, is now come. Mr. Bounderby has made his proposal
of marriage to me, and has entreated me to make it known
to you, and to express his hope that you will take it into your
favorable consideration."

Silence between them. The deadly statistical clock very
hollow. The distant smoke, very black and heavy.

"
Father," said Louisa,

" do you think I love Mr. Boun

derby?"
Mr. Gradgrind was extremely discomfited by this unexpected

question.
"
Well, my child," he returned,

"
I really

cannot take xipon myself to say."
"
Father," pursued Louisa in exactly the same voice aa

boforo,
" do you ask me to love Mr. Bounderby ?

"

" My dear Louisa, no. No. I ask nothing."
"
Father," she still pursued,

" does Mr. Bounderby ask me
to love him ?

"
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"
Kcally, my dear," said Mr. Gradgrind.

"
it is difficult to

answer your question
"

" Difficult to answer it, Yes or Xo, father ?
"

"
Certaiidy, my dear. Because ;

"
here was something to

demonstrate, and it set him up again; "because the reply

depends so materially, Louisa, on the sense in which wo use

the expression. Now, Mr. Bounderby does not do you the

injustice, and does not do himself the injustice, of pretending
to anything fanciful, fantastic, or (I am using synonymous

terms) sentimental. Mr. Bounderby would have seen you

grow up under his eyes, to very little purpose, if he could sc

far forget what is due to your good sense, not to say to his,

as to address you from any such ground. Therefore, perhaps
the expression itself I merely suggest this to you, my dear

may be a little misplaced."
" What would you advise me to use in its stead, father ?

"

"
Why, my dear Louisa," said Mr. Gradgrind, completely

recovered by this time,
"

I would advise you (since you ask

me) to consider this question, as you have been accustomed to

consider every other question, simply as one of tangible Fact.

The ignorant and the giddy may embarrass such subjects with

irrelevant fancies, and other absurdities that have no existence,

properly viewed really no existence but it is no compliment
to you to say, that you know better. Now, what are the

Facts of this case ? You are, we will say in round numbers,

twenty years of age ;
Mr. Bounderby is, we will say in round

numbers, fifty. There is some disparity in your respective

years, but in your means and positions there is none
;
on the

contrary, there is a great suitability. Then the question

arises, Is this ouo disparity sufficient to operate as a bar to

such a marriage? In considering this question, it is not

unimportant to take into account the statistics of marriage, so

far as they have yet been obtained, in England and Wales.
I find, on reference to the figures, that a large proportion of

these marriages are contracted between parties of very unequal
ngos, and that the elder of these contracting parties is, in

nither more than three-fourths of these instances, the bride

groom. It is remarkable as showing the wide prevalence of

this law, that among the natives of the British possessions in

India, also in a considerable part of China, and among the

Calmucks of Tartary, the best means of computation yet
furnished us by travellers, yield similar results. Tho disparity

u 2
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I have mentioned, therefore, almost ceases to be dispaiity,
and (virtually) all Imt disappears."
"What do you recommend, father," asked Louisa, her

reserved composure not in the least affected by these grati

fying results,
" that I should substitute for the term I used

just now ? For the misplaced expi^ssion ?
"

'Louisa," returned her father, "it appears to me that

nothing can be plainer. Confining yourself rig-idly to Fact,

the question of Fact you state to yourself is : Does Mr.

Bouudcrby ask me to marry him ? Yes, he does. The solo

remaining question then is : Shall I marry him ? I think

nothing can be plainer than that."

"Shall I many him?" repeated Louisa, with great deli

beration.

"Precisely. And it is satisfactory to me, as your father,

my dear Louisa, to know that you do not come to the con

sideration of that question with the previous habits of mind
and habits of life, that belong to many young women."

"
No, father," she returned,

"
I do not."

"
I now leave you to judge for yourself," said Mr. Grad-

grind.
"

I have stated the case, as such cases are usually
stated among practical minds

;
I have stated it, as the case of

your mother and myself was stated in its time. The rest, my
dear Louisa, is for you to decide."

From the beginning, she had sat looking at him fixedly.

As he now leaned back in his chair, and bent his deep-set

eyes upon her in his turn, perhaps lie might have seen one

wavering moment in her, when she was impelled to throw

herself upon his breast and give him the pent-up confidences

of her heart. Tint, to see it, he must have overleaped at a

bound the artificial barriers he had for many years been

erecting, between himself and all those subtle essences of

humanity which will elude the utmost cunning of algebra until

the last trumpet ever to be sounded shall blow even algebra
to wreck. The barriers were too many and too high for such

a leap. With his unbending, utilitarian, matter-of-fact face,

he hardened her again ;
and the moment shot away into the

plumbless depths of the past, to mingle with all the lost

opportunities that are drowned there.

Removing her eyes from him, she sat so long looking

silently towards the town, that he said, at length :
" Are you

consulting the chimneys of the Cokcto'wn works, Louisa, 'i

"
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" Th>ro seems to be nothing tliere but languid aud mono
tonous smoke. Yet when the night comes, Fire bursts out,

fatho r !

"
she answered, turning quickly.

" Of course I know that, Louisa. I do not see the applica

tion of the remark." To do him justice he did not, at all.

She passed it away with a slight motion of her hand, and

concentrating her attention upon him again, said "
Father, I

Ji;ivi> often thought that life is very short." This was so dis

tinctly one of his subjects that he interposed :

"
It is short, no doubt, my dear. Still, the average dura

tion of human life is proved to have increased of late years.

The calculations of various life assurance and annuity offices,

among other figures which cannot go wrong, have established

the fact."
"

I speak of my own life, father."
" O indeed ? Still," said Mr. Gradgrind,

"
I need not

point out to you, Louisa, that it is governed by the laws

which govern lives in the aggregate."
" While it lasts, I would wish to do the little I can, and

the little I am fit for. What does it matter !

"

Mr. Gradgrind seemed rather at a loss to understand the

last four words; replying, "How, matter? What matter,

my dear ?
"

" Mr. Bounderby," she went on in a steady, straight way,
without regarding this,

" asks me to marry him. The question
I have to ask myself is. shall I marry him ? That is so, father,

is it not ? You have told me so. father. Have you not ?
"

"
Certainly, my dear."

' Let it be so. Since Mr. Bounderby likes to take me thus,
I am satisfied to accept his proposal. Tell him, father, as

Boon as 3*ou please, that this was my answer. Repeat it, word
for word, if you can, because I should wish him to know what
I said."

"
It is quite right, my dear," retorted her father ap

provingly,
"
to be exact. I will observe your very proper

r*jur>t. Have you any wish in reference to the period oi

your marriage, my child ?
"

V>m% i'atlu-r. What does it matter !

"

Mr. (iradgrind had drawn his chair a little nearer to her,
and taken her hand. But, her repetition of these words
seemed to strike with some little discord on his oar. He
pausod to look at her, and, still holding her hand, said :
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"
Louisa, I have not considered it essential to ask you one

question, because the possibility implied in it appeared to me
to be too remote. But perhaps, I ought to do so. You have

never entertained in secret any other proposal ?
"

"
Father," she returned, almost scornfully,

" what other

proposal can have been made to me ? Whom have I seen ?

Whore have I been ? What are my heart's experiences ?
"

"
My dear Louisa," returned Mr. Gradgrind, reassured and

satisfied,
" You correct me justly. I merely wished to dis

charge my duty."
" What do / know father," said Louisa in her quiet manner,

"of tastes and fancies; of aspirations and affections; of all

that part of my nature in which such light things might have

been nourished ? What escape have I had from problems
that could be demonstrated, and realities that could be

grasped ?
" As she said it, she unconsciously closed her

hand, as if upon a solid object, and slowly opened it as though
she were releasing dust or ash.

" My dear," assented her eminently practical parent,
"
quite

true, quite true."
"
Why, father," she pursued,

" what a strange question to

ask me ! The baby-preference that even I have heard of as

common among children, has never had its innocent resting-

place in my breast. You have been so careful of me, that I

never had a child's heart. You have trained me so well, that

I never dreamed a child's dream. You have dealt so wisely
with me, father, from my cradle to this hour, that I never

had a child's belief or a child's fear."

Mr. Gradgrind was quite moved by his success, and by thia

testimony to it. "My dear Louisa," said he, "you abundantly

repay my care. Kiss me, my dear girl."

So, his daughter kissed him. Detaining her in his embrace,
he said,

"
I may assure you now, my favourite child, that I

am made happy by the sound decision at which you have

arrived. Mr. Bounderby is a very remarkable man
;

and

what little disparity can be said to exist between you if any
is more than counterbalanced by the tone your mind has

acquired. It has always been my object so to educate you, as

that you might, while still in j'our early youth, be (if I may
so express myself) almost any age. Kiss me once morp,
Louisa. Now, let us go and find your mother."

Accordingly, they went down to the drawing-room, where
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the esteemed lady with no nonsense about her, was recumbent

as usual, wliile Sissy worked beside her. She gave some

feeble signs of returning animation when they entered, and

ntly the faint transparency was presented in a sitting

attitude.
" Mrs. Gradgrind," said her husband, who had waitd for

the achievement of th*is feat with some impatience,
" allow me

to present to you Mrs. Bounderby.
" Oli !

"
said Mrs. Gradgrind,

" so you have settled it !

Well, I 'm sure I hope your health may be good, Louisa
;

for

if your head logins to split as soon as you are married, which
was the case with mine, I cannot consider that you are to be

envied, though I have no doubt you think you are, as all girls

do. However, I give you joy, my dear and I hope you may
now turn all your ological studies to good account, I am suro

I do ! I must give you a kiss o*' congratulation, Louisa; but

don't touch my right shoulder, for there's something running
down it all day long. And now you see," whimpered Mrs.

Gradgrind, adjusting her shawls after the affectionate cere

mony,
"

I shall be worrying myself, morning, noon, and night,
to know what I am to call him !

"

" Mrs. Gradgrind," said her husband, solemnly,
" what do

you mean ?
"

" Whatever I am to call him, Mr. Gradgrind, when he is

married to Louisa ! I must call him something. It
'

impossible," said Mrs. Gradgrind, with a mingled sense of

politeness and injury,
"

to be constantly addressing him and
never giving him a name. I cannot call him Josiah, for the

name is insupportable to me. You yourself woiddn't hear of

Joe, you very well know. Am I to call my own son-in-law,
Mister. Not, I believe, unless the time has arrived when, as

an invalid, I am to be trampled upon by my relations. Then,
what am I to call him !

"

Nobody present having any suggestion to offer in the

remarkable emergency, Mrs. Gradgrind departed this life for

the time being, after delivering the following codicil to her
remarks already executed :

'As to the wedding, all I ask, Louisa, IB. and I ask it

with a fluttering in my chest, which actually extends to the
soles of my feet, that it may take place soon. Otherwise,
I know it is one of those subjects I shall never hear the
last of."
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When Mr. Gradgrind had presented Mrs. Bounderby. Sissy
had suddenly turned her head, and looked, in Avoiider, in pity,
iu sorrow, in doubt, in a multitude of emotions, towards

Louisa. Louisa had known it, and seen it, without looking
at her. From that moment she was impassive, proud, and

cold held Sissy at a distance changed. to her altogether.

CHAPTER XYI.

HUSBAND AND WIFE.

MR. BOUNDERDY'S first disquietude on hearing of his

happiness, was occasioned by the necessity of impairing it to

Mrs. Sparsit. lie could not make up his mind how to do

that, or what the consequences of the step might be. Whether
she would instantly depart, bag and baggage, to Lady Scadgers,
or would positively refuse to budge from the premises ;

whether she would be plaintive or abusive, tearful or tearing ;

whether she would break her heart, or break the looking-

glass ;
Mr. Bounderby could not at all foresee. However, as

it must be done, he Ixad no choice but to do it; so, after

attempting several letters, and failing in them all, he resolved

to do it by word of mouth.

On his way home, on the evening he set aside for this

momentous pxirpose, he took the precaution of stepping into a

chemist's shop and buying a bottle of the very strongest

smelling-salts.
"
By George !

"
said Mr. Bounderby,

"
if she

takes it in the fainting way, I '11 have the skin off her nose, at

all events !

"
But, in spite of being thus forearmed, he

entered his own house with anything but -a courageous air;

arid'appeared before the object of his misgivings, like a dog
who was conscious of coming direct from the pantry.

" Good evening, Mr. Bounderby !

"

" Good evening, ma'am, good evening." He drew up his

chair, and Mrs. Sparsit drew back hers, as who should say.
" Your fireside, sir. I freely admit it. It is for you to

occupy it all, if ycu think proper."
" Don't go to the North Pole, ma'am !

" said Mr

Bounderby .
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" Thank you, sir," said Mrs. Sparsit, and returned, though
hort of her former position.

Mr. Boundorby sat looking at her, as, with the points of a

stiff, sharp pair of scissors, she picked out holes for some

inscrutable ornamental purpose, in a piece of cambric. An

operation which, taken in connexion with the bushy eye
brows and the Roman nose, suggested with some liveliness the

idea of a hawk engaged upon the eyes of a tough little

bird. She was so steadfastly occupied, that many minutes

elapsed before she looked up from her work : when she did

so, Mr. Bounderby bespoke her attention with a hitch of his

head.
" Mrs. Sparsit ma'am," said Mr. Bounderby, putting Ids

hands in his pockets, and assuring himself with his right
hand that the cork of the little bottle was ready for use,

"
I

have no occasion to say to you, that you are not only a lady
Ixjrn and bred, but a devilish sensible woman."

"
Sir," returned the lady, "this is indeed not the first time

that you have honored me with similar expressions of your

good opinion."
" Mrs. Sparsit ma'am," said Mr. Bounderby,

"
I am going

to astonish you."
"

Yes, sir?" returned Mrs. Sparsit, interrogatively, and in

tho most tranquil manner possible. She generally wore

mittens, and she now laid down her work, and smoothed

those mittens.
"

I am going, ma'am," said Bounderby,
" to marrj Tom

Gradgrind't daughter."
"
Yes, sir?

"
returned Mrs. Spnrsit.

"
I hope you maj be

happy, Mr. Bounderby. Oh, indeed I hope }ou may be

happy, sir !

" And she said it with such great condescension,

as well as with such great compassion for him, that Bounderby,
far more disconcerted than if she had thrown her work-box

at the mirror, or swooned on the hearth-rug. corked up tho

smelling-salts tight in his pocket, and thought,
" Now con

found this woman, who could have ever guessed that she

would take it in this way!
"

I wish with all my heart, sir," said Mrs. Sparsit, in a

highly superior manner; somehow she swmed, in a moment,
to have established a right to pity him ever afterwards; "that

yen may be in all respects very happy.''
"

"NYell, ma'am," itturiunl Bounderby, with some rewmtmtnt
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in his tone : which was clearly lowered, though in spito of

himself,
"

I am obliged to you. I hope I shall be."
" Do you, sir !

"
said Mrs. Spursit, with great affability.

" But naturally you do
;
of course you do."

A very awkward pause on Mr. Bounderby's part, succeeded.

"Mrs. Sparsit sedately resumed her work, and occasionally

gave a small cough, which sounded like the cough of conscious

strengtli and forbearance.
"
Well, ma'am" resumed Bounderby, "under these circum

stances, I imagine it would not be agreeable to a character

like yours to remain here, though you would be very welcome
here ?

"

" Oh dear no, sir, I could on no account think of that!"

Mrs. Sparsit shook her head, still in her highly superior

manner, and a little changed the small cough coughing now,
as if the spirit of prophecy rose within her, but had better be

coughed down.

"However, ma'am," said Bounderby, "there are apart
ments at the Bank, where a born and bred lady, as keeper of

the place, would be rather a catch than otherwise; and if the

same terms "

"
I beg your pardon, sir. You were so good as to promise

that you would always substitute the phrase, annual compli
ment."

"
Well, ma'am, annual compliment. If the same annual

compliment would be acceptable there, why, I see nothing to

part us unless you do."
"

Sir," returned Mrs. Sparsit.
" The proposal is like your

self, and if the position I shall assume at the Bank is one

that I could occupy without descending lower in the social

scale
"

"
Why, of course it is," said Bounderby.

" If it was not,

ma'am, you don't suppose that I should offer it to a lady who
has moved in the society you have moved in. Not that I care

for such society, you know ! But you do."
" Mr. Bounderby, you are very considerate."
" You '11 have your own private apartments, and you '11

have your coals and your candles and all the rest of it, and

you '11 have your maid to attend upon you, and you '11 have

your light porter to protect you, and you '11 be w hat 1 take

the liberty of convdering precious otuifortuble," said

Bounderby.
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"
Sir," rejoined Mrs. Sparsit,

"
say no moro. In yielding

up my trust here, I shall not be freed from the necessity 01

eating the bread of dependence :

"
she might have said tho

sweetbread, for that delicate article in a savoury brown sauce

was her favourite supper :
" and I would rather receive it

from your hand, than from any other. Therefore, sir, I

accept your offer gratefully, and with many sincere acknow-

Icdirmonts for past favors. And I hope sir," said Mrs.

Spin-sit, concluding in an impressively compassionate manner,
"

I fondly hope that Miss Gradgrind may bo all you desire,

and deserve !

"

Nothing moved Mrs. Sparsit from that position any more.

It was in vain for Bounderby to bluster, or to assert himself

in any of his explosive ways ;
Mrs. Sparsit was resolved to

have compassion on him, as a Victim. She was polite,

obliging, cheerful, hopeful; but, the more polite, the more

obliging, the more cheerful, tho more hopeful, the more

exemplary altogether, she
;
the forlorner Sacrifice and Victim,

he. She had that tenderness for his melancholy fate, that his

great red countenance used to break out into cold perspirations
when she looked at him.

Meanwhile tho marriage was appointed to be solemnised in

eight weeks' time, and Mr. Bounderby went every evening to

Stone Lodge as an accepted wooer. Love was made on these

occasions in the form of bracelets
; and, on all occasions during

the period of betrothal, took a manufacturing aspect. Dresses

were made, jewellery was made, cakes and gloves were made,
settlements were made, and an extensive assortment of Facts

did appropriate honour to tho contract. The business was all

Fact, from first to last. The Hours did not go through any
of those 'rosy performances, which foolish poets have ascribed

to them ot such times
;
neither did the clocks go any faster,

or any slower, than at other seasons. The deadly statistical

recorder in tho Gradgrind observatory knocked every second

on the head as it was born, and buried it with his accustomed

regidarity.
So the day came, as all other days come to people who will

only stick to reason
;
and when it came, there were married

in the church of the florid wooden legs that popular order of

architecture Josiah Bounderby Esquire of Coketown, to

Loiiis:i >lil-st daughter of Thomas Gradgrind Esquire of Stone

Lodge, M.P. for that borough. And when they were unitod
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in holy matrimony, they went home to breakfast at Stone

Lodge aforesaid.

There was an improving party assembled on the auspicious

occasion, who knew what everj'thing they had to eat and

drink was made of, and how -it was imported or exported, and
in what quantities, and in what bottoms, whether native or

foreign, and all about it. The bridesmaids, down to little

Jane Gradgrind, were, in an intellectual point of view, fit

helpmates for the calculating boy; and there was no nonsense

about any of the company.
After breakfast, the bridegroom addressed them, in the

following terms.
" Ladies and gentlemen, I am Josiah Bounderby of Coke-

town. Since you have done my wife and myself the honor of

drinking our healths and happiness, I suppose I must acknow

ledge the same
; though, as you all know me, and know what

I am, and what my extraction was, you won't expect a speech
from a man who, when he sees a Post, says

' that 's a Post,'

and when he sees a Pump, says
' that 's a Pump,' and is not

to be got to call a Post a Pump, or a Pump a Post, or either

of them a Toothpick. If you want a speech this morning, my
friend and father-in-law, Tom Gradgrind, is a Member of

Parliament, and you know where to get it. I am not your
man. However, if I feel a little independent when I look

around this table to-day, and reflect how little I thought of

marrying Tom Gradgrind' s daughter when I was a ragged

street-boy, who never washed his face unless it was at a pump,
and that not oftener than once a fortnight, I hope I may bo

excused. So, I hope you like my feeling independent ;
if you

don't, I can't help it. I do feel independent. Now I have

mentioned, and you have mentioned, that I am 'this day
married to Tom Gradgrind' s daughter. I am very glad to be

so. It has long been my wish to be so. I have watched hei

bringing-up, and I believe she is worthy of me. At the same

time not to deceive you I believe I am worthy of her. So,

I thank you, on both our parts, for the good-will you have

shown towards us; and the best wish I can give the unmarried

part of the present company, is this : I hope every bachelor

may find as good a wife as I have found. And I hope every

pinster may find as good a husband as my wife has found."

Shortly after which oration, as they were going on a nuptial

trip to Lyons, in order that Mr. Bounderby might- take the
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opportunity of swing how the Hands got on in tbo/xs pans,
and whether they, too, required to be fed with gold spoons ;

the happy pair departed for the railroad. The bride, in pass-

inir down stairs, dressed for her journey, found Tom waiting
for her flushed, either with his feelings or the vinous part of

the breakfast.
" What a game girl you are, to be such a first rate sister,

Loo !

"
whispered Tom.

She clung to him, as she should have clung to some far

better nature that day, and was a little shaken in her reserved

composure for the first time.

"Old Boundcrby's quite ready," said Tom. "Time's up.

Good-bye ! I shall be on the look-out for you, \vhen you
come back. I say, iny dear Loo ! AN'T it uncommonly jolly

nowl"

END OF THE FIRST BOOK.





BOOK THE SECOND.

REAPING.

CHAPTER L

BFFKCT8 IX THE BANK.

A 8UKWT midsummer day. There was such a thing some

times, even in Coketown.

Seen from a distance in such weather, Coketown lay
shrouded in a lia7.Q of its own, which appeared impervious to

the sun's rays. You only knew the town was there, because

you knew there could have been no such sulky blotch upon
the prospect without a town. A blur of soot and smoke, now

confusedly tending this way, now that way, now aspiring to

the vault of Iletmm, now murkily creeping along the earth,

,ss tho wind rose and fell, or changed its quarter: a dons*?

formless jumble, with sheets of cross light in it, that showed

nothing but masses of darkness : Cokotown in the distance

was Kiijr:estive, of itself, though not a brick of it could be seen.

The wonder was, it was there at all. It had been ruined

w> often, that it was amazing how it had borne so many
shocks. Surely there never was such fragile chiua-wnro s

that of which the millers of Coketown were made. Handle
thorn never so lightly, and they fell to pieces with such ease

thnt you might suspoct them of having been flawed before.

Tlipy were ruined, when they were required to send labouring
children to school ; they were ruined, when inspectors wer

ap]K>iuted to look into their works
; they were ruined, when

such inspectors considered it doubtful whether they were

quite justified in chopping people up with their machinery
they were utterly undone, when it was hinted that porhapH

they ueod not always make quito su muiL smoke. Besides
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Mr. Bounderhy's gold spoon which was generally received \:\

Coketown, another prevalent fiction was very popular there.

It took the form of a threat. Whenever a Coketowner felt lie

was ill-used that is to say, whenever he was not left entirely

alone, and it was proposed to hold him accountable for the

consequences of any of his acts he was sure to come out

with the awful menace, that he would " sooner pitch his

property into tho Atlantic." This had terrified the Home
Secretary within an inch of his life, on several occasions.

However, the Coketo\vners were so patriotic after all, that

they never had pitched their property into the Atlantic yet,

hut on the contrary, had been kind enough to take mighty
good care of it. So there it was, in the haze yonder ;

and it

increased and multiplied.
The streets were hot and dusty on the summer day, and

the sun was so bright that it even shone through the heavy

vapour drooping over Coketown, and could not be looked at

steadily. Stokers emerged from low underground doorways
into factory yards, and sat on steps, and posts, and palings,

wiping their swarthy visages, and contemplating coals. The
whole town seemed to be frying in oil. There was a stifling

smell of hot oil everywhere. The steam-engines shone with

it, the dresses of the Hands were soiled with it, the mills

throughout their many stories oozed and trickled it. The

atmosphere of those Fairy palaces was like the breath of the

simoom
;

and their inhabitants, wasting with heat, toiled

languidly in the desert. But no temperature made the

melancholy mad elephants more mad or more sane. Their

wearisome heads went up and down at the same rate, in hot

weather and cold, wet weather and dry, fair weather and foul.

The measured motion of their shadows on the walls, was tho

substitute Coketown had to show for the shadows of rustling

woods
; while, for the summer hum of insects, it could offer,

all the year round, from the dawn of Monday to the night of

.Saturday, the whirr of shafts and wheels.

Drowsily they whirred all through this sunny day, making
the passenger more sleepy and more hot as he passed the

humming walls of the mills. Sun-blinds, and sprinklings of

water, a little cooled the main streets and the shops ;
but tho

mills, and the courts and alleys, baked at a fierce heat. I)o\vn

upon the river that was black and thick with dye, some Coko-

town boys who were at large a rare sight there rowed a
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crazy boat, whii.-h made a spumous track upon the water as it

jogged along, while every dip of an oar stirred up vile smells.

But the sun itself, however beneficent generally, -was less

kind to Coketown than hard frost, and rarely looked intently

into any of its closer regions without engendering more denth

than life. So does the eye of Heaven itself become an evil

eye, when incapable or sordid hands are interposed between it

and the things it looks upon to bless.

Mrs. Sparsit sat in her afternoon apartment at the Bank,
on the shadier side of the frying street. Office-hours were

: and at that period of the day, in warm weather, she

usually embellished with her genteel presence, a managerial
board-room over the public office. Her own private sitting-

room was a story higher, at the window of which post of

observation she was ready, every morning, to greet Mr. Boun-

derby, as he came across the road, with the sympathising

recognition appropriate to a Victim. Ho had been married

now, a year ;
and Mrs. Sparsit had never released him from

her determined pity a moment.
The Bank ofl'ered no violence to the wholesome monotony

of the town. It was another red brick house, with black

outside shutters, green inside blinds, a black street-door up two

white steps, a brazen door-plate, and a brazen door-hand!

full stop. It was a size larger than Mr. Bounderby's IIOUM

as other houses were from a size to half-a-dozen sizes smaller,

in all other particulars, it was strictly according to pattern.
Mrs. Sparsit was conscious that by coming in the evening

tide among the desks and writing implements, she shed a

feminine, not to say also aristocratic, grace upon the office.

Seated, with her needlework or netting apparatus, at the

window, she had a self-laudatory sense of correcting, by her

ladylike deportment, the rude business aspect of the place.
With this impression of her interesting character upon her,
Mrs. Sparsit considered herself, in some sort, the Bank Fair}-.
The townspeople who, in their passing and repassing, saw
IH.T there, regarded her as the Bank Dragon keeping watch
over the treasures of the mine.

What those were, Mrs. Sparsit knew as little as

th-y did. Gold and silver coin, precious paper, secrets that
if divulged would bring vague destruction upon vague persons
(pwrullv, however, people whom she disliked), were the chief

in her ideal uatalugue thereof. For the rest, she kn-.
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that after oflice-hours, she reigned supreme over all thu olfi^e

furniture, and over a locked-up iron room with three locks,

against the door of which strong chamber the light porter
laid his head every night, on a truckle bed, that disappeared
at cockcrow. Further, she was lady paramount over certain

vaults in the basement, sharply spiked off from communication
with the predatory world

;
and over the relics of the current

day's work, consisting of blots of ink, worn-out pens, frag
ments of wafers, and scraps of paper torn so small, that

nothing interesting could ever be deciphered on them when
Mrs. Sparsit tried. Lastly, she was guardian over a little

armoury of cutlasses and carbines, arrayed in vengeful order

above one of the official chimney-pieces ;
and over that

respectable tradition never to be separated from a place of

business claiming to be wealthy a row of fire-buckets

vessels calculated to be of no physical utility on any occasion,

but observed to exercise a fine moral influence, almost equal
to bullion, on most beholders.

A deaf serving-woman and the light porter completed Mrs.

Sparsit's empire. The deaf-serving woman was rumoured to

be wealthy; and a saying had for years gone about among
the lower orders of Coketown, that she would be murdered

some night when the Bank was shut, for the sake of her

money. It was generally considered, indeed, that she had

been due some time, and ought to have fallen long ago ;
but

she had kept her life, and her situation, with an ill-conditioned

tenacity that occasioned much offence and disappointment.
Mrs. Sparsit's tea was just set for her on a pert little table,

with its tripod of legs in an attitude, wliich she insinuated

after office-hours, into the company of the stern, leathern-

topped, long board-table that bestrode the middle of the room.

The light porter placed the tea-tray on it, knuckling his

forehead as a form of homage.
" Thank you, Bitzer," said Mrs. Sparsit.
" Thank you, ma'am," returned the light porter. He was

& very light porter indeed
;
as light as in the days when he

blinkingly defined a horse, for girl number twenty.
" All is shut up, Bitzer?

"
said Mrs. Sparsit.

" All is shut up, ma'am."
" And what," said Mrs. Sparsit, pouring out her tea,

" !
.s

ii.e news of the day? Anytiling?"
"
Well, ma'am, I can't say that I have heard aiiytiai.g
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particular. Our people are a bad lot, ma'am ;
but that is no

news, unfortunately."
" What are the restless wretches doing now ?

" asked Mrs.

Sparsit.
"
Merely going on in the old way, ma'am. Uniting, and

leaguing, and engaging to stand by ono another."
"

It is much to be regretted," said Mrs. Sparsit, making
her nose more Roman and her eyebrows more Coriolanian in

the strength of her severity,
" that the united masters allow

of any such class-combinations."
"
Yes, ma'am," said Bitzer.

"
Being united themselves, they ought one and all to set

their faces against employing any man who is united with

any other man," said Mrs. Sparsit.

"They have done that, ma'am," returned Bitzer; "but it

rather fell through, ma'am."
"

I do not pretend to understand these things," said Mrs.

Sparsit, with dignity,
" my lot having been originally cast in

a widely different sphere ;
and Mr. Sparsit, as a Powler,

being also quite out of the pale of any such dissensions. I

only know that these people must be conquered, and that it 'a

high time it was done, once for all."

"Yes, ma'am," returned Bitzer, with a demonstration of

great respect for Mrs. Sparsit's oracular authority.
" You

couldn't put it clearer, I am sure, ma'am."
As this was his usual hour for having a little confidential

chat with Mrs. Sparsit, and as he had already caught her eye
and seen that she was going to ask him something, he made
a pretence of arranging the rulers, inkstands, and so forth,

while that lady went- on with her tea, glancing tlirough the

open window, down into the. street.
" Has it been a busy day, Bitzer?" askod Mrs. Sparsit.
" Not a very busy day, my lady. About an average day."

He now and then slided into my lady, instead of ma'am, as

an involuntary acknowledgment of Mrs. Sparsit's personal

dignity and claims to reverence.
" The clerks," said Mrs. Sparsit, carefully brushing an

imperceptible crumb of bread and butter from her left hnnd

mitten,
" are trust worthy, punctual, and industrious, of

omrse?"
"
YPS, m.Vum, pretty f'iiir, ma'am. With the usu;il ex

ception."
x2
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He held tlie respectable office of general spy and informer

in the establishment, for which volunteer service he received

a present at Christinas, over and above his weekly wage,
lie had grown into an extremely clear-headed, cautious,

prudent young man, who was safe to rise in the world. Hia

mind was so exactly regulated, that lie had no affections or

passions. All his proceedings were the result of the nicest

and coldest calculation
;
and it was not without cause that

Mrs. Sparsit habitually observed of him, that he was a young
man of the steadiest principle she had ever known. Having
satisfied himself, on his father's death, that his mother

had a right of settlement in Coketown, this excellent young
economist had asserted that right for her with such a stead

fast adherence to the principle of the case, that she had been

shut up in the workhouse ever since. It must be admitted

that he allowed her half a pcund of tea a year, which was
weak in him : first, because all gifts have an inevitable ten

dency to pauperise the recipient, and secondly, because his

only reasonable transaction in that commodity would have

been to buy it for as little as he could possibly give, and soli

it for as much as he could possibly get ;
it having been clearly

ascertained by philosophers that in this is comprised the

whole duty of man not a part of man's duty, but the whole.
"
Pretty fair, ma'am. With the usual exception, ma'am,"

rope -a ted Bitzer.
" All h !

"
said Mrs. Sparsit, shaking her head over hei

tea-cup, and taking a long gulp.
" Mr. Thomas, ma'am, I doubt Mr. Thomas very much,

ma'am, I don't like his wa}-s at all."
"

Bitzer," said Mrs. Sparsit, in a very impressive manner,
" do you recollect my having said anything to you respecting
names ?

"

"
I beg your pardon, ma'am. It 's quite true that you did

object to names being used, and they 're always best avoided."
" Please to remember that I have a charge here," said Mrs

Sparsit, with her air of state.
"

I hold a trust here, Bit/er,

under Mr. Bounderby. However improbable both Mr.

Bounderby and myself might have deemed it years ago, that

he \vould ever become my patron, making me an annual com

pliment, I cannot but regard him in that light. From Mr.

Bounderby I have received every acknowledgment of my
social station, and every recognition of my family descent,
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t>iat T *>uld possibly expect. More, .r air re. Thr-ret'ore, to

my patron I will be scrupulously true. And I do cot cons ;

.lr,r,

I wiJi not consider, I cannot consider," said Mrs. Sparsit, with

a most extensive stock on hand of honor and morality,
'' that

I should be scrupulously true, if I allowed names to be

mentioned under this roof, that are unfortunately most

unfortunately no doubt of that connected with his.'
1

Bit/cr knuckled his forehead again, and again begged pardon.
"
No, Bitzer," continued MM. Sparsit,

"
say an individual,

and I will hear you ; say Mr. Thomas, and you must exotic

me."
" With the usual exception, ma'am," said Bitzer, trying

back,
" of an individual."

"Ah h!" Mrs. Sparsit repeated the ejaculation, the shake

of the head over her tea-cup, and the long gulp, as taking up
the conversation again at the point where it had been

interrupted.
" An individual, ma'am," said Bitzer,

" has never been

what he ought to have been, since he first came into the

place. He is a dissipated, extravagant idler. He is not

worth his salt, ma'am. He wouldn't get it either, if he

hadn't a friend and relation at court, ma'am !

"

"Ah h!" said Mrs. Sparsit, with another melancholy
shake of her head.

"
I only hope, ma'am," pursued Bitzer,

" that his friend

and relation may not supply him with the means of carrying
on. Otherwise, ma'am, we know out of whose pocket that

money comes."
" Ah h !" sighed Mrs. Sparsit again, with another melan-

ch.ily shake of her head.
11

lie is to be pitied, ma'am. The hist party I have alluded

to, is to be pitied, ma'am," said Bitzer.
"
Yes, Bitzer," said Mrs. Sparsit.

"
I have alwaj-s pitied

the delusion, always."
" As to an individual, ma'am," said Bitzer, dropping his

voice and drawing nearer, "he is as improvident as any of

the people in this town. And you know what their improvi
dence is, ma'am. No one could wish to know it bettor than
a lady of your eminence does."

Trey would do well," returned Mr. Sparsit, "to take

Bxample by you, Bitzor."
" Thank you, ma'am. But, since you do refer to me, no*
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look at me, ma'am. I have put by a little, ma'am, already.
That gratuity which I receive at Christmas, ma'am : I never

touch it. I don't even go the length of my wages, though
they 're not high, ma'am. Why can't they do as I have

done, ma'am ? What one person can do, another can do."

This, again, was among the fictions of Coketown. Any
capitalist there, who had made sixty thousand pounds out of

sixpence, always professed to Avonder why the sixty thousand

nearest Hands didn't each make sixty thousand pounds out of

sixpence, and more or less reproached them every one for not

accomplishing the little feat. What I did you can do. Why
don't you go and do it ?

" As to their wanting recreations, ma'am," said Bitzer,
"

it 's stuff and nonsense. I don't want recreations. I never

did, and I never shall
;

I don't like 'em. As to their com

bining together ;
there are many of them, I have no doubt,

that by watching and informing upon one another could earn

a trifle now and then, whether in money or good will, and

improve their livelihood. Then, why don't they improve it,

ma'am ? It 's the first consideration of a rational creature,

and it 's what they pretend to want."
" Pretend indeed !

"
said Mrs. Sparsit.

"
I am sure we are constantly hearing ma'am, till it

becomes quite nauseous, concerning their wives and families,"

said Bitzer. " Why look at me, ma'am ! I don't want a

wife and family. Why should they ?
"

" Because they are improvident," said Mrs. Sparsit.
"
Yes, ma'am," returned Bitzer,

" that 's where it is. If

they were more provident, and less perverse, ma'am, what

would they do? They would say,
' While my hat covers my

family,' or ' while my bonnet covers my family
'

as the case

might be, ma'am '
I have only one to feed, and that 's the

person I most like to feed.'
"

" To be sure," assented Mrs. Sparsit, eating muffin.
" Thank you, ma'am," said Bitzer, knuckling his forehead

again, in return for the favor of Mrs. Sparsit's improving con

versation. " Would you wish a little more hot water, ma'arn,

cr is there anything else that I could fetch you ?"
"
Nothing just now, Bitzer."

'Thank you, ina'am. I shouldn't wish to disturb you at

your meals, ma'arn, particularly tea, knowing your partiality

for it/' ai<l Bitzer, criming- a little to look over into the streef
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from where be stood
;

" but there's a gentleman boon looking

up here for a minute or so, ma'am, and lie has come across as

if he was going to knock. That is his knock, ma'am, no

doubt."

He stepped to the window ;
and looking out, and drawing

in his head ngain, confirmed himself with,
"
Yes, ma'aui.

Would you wish the gentleman to be shown in, ma'am V
"

"
I don't know who it can be," said Mrs. Sparsit, wiping

her mouth and arranging her mittens.
" A stranger, ma'am, evidently."
" What a stranger can want at the Bank at this time of the

evening, unless he comes upon some business for which he is

too late, I don't know," said Mrs. Sparsit,
" but I hold a charge

in this establishment from Mr. Bounderby, and I will never

shrink from it. If to see him is any part of the duty I have

accepted, I will see him. Use your own discretion, Bitzer."

Here the visitor, all unconscious of Mrs. Sparsit's magnani
mous words, repeated his knock so loudly that the light porter
hastened down to open the door

;
while Mrs. Sparsit took the

precaution of concealing her little table, with all its appliances

upon it in a cupboard, and then decamped up-stairs that she

might appear, if needful, with the greater dignity.
" If you please, ma'am, the gentleman would wish to see

you," said Bitzer, with his light eye at Mrs. Sparsit's keyhole.

So, Mrs. Sparsit, who had improved the interval by touching

up her cap, took her classical features down-stairs again, and
entered the board-room in the manner of a Roman matron

going outside the city walls to treat with an invading general.
The visitor having strolled to the window, and being then

engaged in looking carelessly out, was as unmoved by this

impressive entry as man could possibly be. He stood whist

ling to himself with all imaginable coolness, with his hat still

on, and a certain air of exhaustion upon him, in part arising
from excessive summer, and in part from excessive gentility.

For, it was to be seen with half an eye that he was a thorough
gentleman, made to the model of the time; weary of every

thing, and putting no more i'uith in anything than Lucifer.
"

I believe, sir," quoth Mrs. Sparsit,
"
you wished to see

me."
"

I Wg your pardon," he said, turning and removing hii

hat ;

"
pray excuse me."

"
Humph !

"
thought Mi>. Spursit, as she made a stateh
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bnd. " Five and thirty, good-looking, good figure, good
teeth, good voice, good breeding, well-dressed, dark hair, bold

eyes." All which Mrs. Sparsit observed in her womanly way
like the Sultan who put his head in the pail of water

merely in dipping down and coming up again.
" Please to be seated, sir," said Mrs. Sparsit.
" Thank you. Allow me." He placed a chair for her, but

remained himself carelessly lounging against the table. "
I

left my servant at the railway looking after the luggage
very heavy train and vast quantity of it in the van and
strolled on, looking about me. Exceedingly odd place. Will

you allow me to ask you if it 's always as black as this ?
"

" In general much blacker," returned Mrs. Sparsit, in her

uncompromising way.
"Is it possible ! Excuse me : -you are not a native, I

think ?
"

"
No, sir," returned Mrs. Sparsit.

"
It was once my good

or ill fortune, as it may be before I became a wido;v to

move in a very diiferent sphere. My husband was a Fowler."
"
Beg your pardon, really !

"
said the stranger.

" Was ?"

Mrs. Sparsit repeated, "A Powler." " Powler Family,"
said the stranger, after reflecting a few moments. Mrs.

Sparsit signified assent. The stranger seemed a little more

fatigued than before.
" You must be very much bored here ?

" was the inference

he drew from the communication.

"I am the servant of circumstances, sir," said Mrs. Sparsit,
" and I have long adapted myself to the governing power of

my life."
"
Very philosophical," returned the stranger,

" and very

exemplary and laudable, and "
It seemed to be scarcely

worth his while to finish the sentence, so ho played with his

watch-chain wearily.
"
May I be permitted to ask, sir," said Mrs. Sparsit,

"
to

what I am indebted for the favor of
"

"Assuredly," said the stranger. "Much obliged to 3*ou

for reminding me. I am the bearer of a letter of introduction

to Mr. Bounderby the banker. Walking through this extra

ordinarily black town, while they were getting dinner ready at

the hotel, I asked a fellow whom I met
;
one of the working

people ; who appeared to have been talcing a shower-bath of

something fluffy, which I assume to be the raw material;
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Mrs. Sparsit inclined her head.
" Raw material where Mr. Boimdcrby, the banliwr,

might reside. Upon which, misled no doubt by the word

Banker, lie directed me to the Bank. Fact being, I presume,
that Mr. Bonnderby the Banker, does not reside in tho edifice

in which I have the honour of offering this explanation ?
"

"
No, HIT," returned Mrs. Sparsit,

" he does not."
" Thnnk you. I had no intention of delivering my letter

at the present moment, nor have I. But strolling on to the

Hank to kill time, and having the good fortune to observe at

the window," towards which he languidly waved his hand,
thru slightly bowed,

" a lady of a very superior and agreeable

appearance, I considered that I could not do better than take

the liberty of asking that lady where Mr. Bounderby the

Banker doe* live. Which I accordingly venture, with all

suitable apologies, to do."

The inattention and indolence of his manner were suffi

ciently relieved, to Mrs. Sparsit' s thinking, by a certain

gallantry at ease, which offered her homage too. Hero he

was, for instance, at this moment, all but sitting on the table,

and yet lazily "bending over her, as if he acknowledged an
attraction in her that made her charming in her way.

"
Banks, I know, are always suspicious, and officially must

be," said the stranger, whose lightness and smoothness of

speech were pleasant likewise
; suggesting matter far more

sensible and humorous than it ever contained which was

perhaps a slirewd device of the founder of this numerous sect,

whosoever may have been that great man: " therefore I may
r bserve that my letter here it is is from the member for

this place Gradgrind whom I have had the pleasure of

knowing in London."

Mrs. Sparsit recognised the hand, ictimated that such con
firmation was quite unnecessary, and gave Mr. Bounderby's
addn-ss, with all needful clues and directions hi aid.

"Thousand thanks," said the stranger. "Of course you
know the Banker well?"

"
Yes, sir," rejoined Mrs. Sparsit.

" In my dependent
relation towards him, I have known him ten years."

' Quite an eternity ! I think he married Gradgrind'n
da 1 1 filter ?"

"
Yes," said Mrs Sparsit, suddenly c mpressing her mouth.

' he ha-1 that - hucor.''
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"The lady is quite a philosopher, I am told?"
"
Indeed, sir," said Mrs. Sparsit.

" Is she?"
" Excuse my impertinent curiosity," pursued the stranger,

fluttering over Mrs. Sparsit' s eyebrows, with a propitiator}' air,
fi but you know the family, and know the world. I am about

to know the family, and may have much to do with them.

Is the lady so very alarming ? Her father gives her such a

portentously hard-headed reputation, that I have a burning
desire to know. Is she absolutely unapproachable ? Repel-

lently and stunningly clever ? I see, by your meaning smile,

you think not. You have poured balm into my anxious soul.

As to age, now. Forty ! Five and thirty ?
"

Mrs. Sparsit laughed outright.
" A chit," said she. "Not

twenty when she was married."
"

I give you my honor, Mrs. Powler," returned the stranger,

detaching himself from the table, "that I never was so

astonished in my life !

"

It really did seem to impress him, to the utmost extent of

his capacity of being impressed. He looked at his informant

for full a quarter of a minute, and appeared to have the

surprise in his mind all the time. "
I assure you, Mrs.

Powler," he then said, much exhausted,
" that the father's

manner prepared me for a grim and stony maturity. I am
obliged to you, of all things, for correcting so absurd a mis

take. Pray excuse my intrusion. Many thanks. Good day!'
1

He bowed himself out
;
and Mrs. Sparsit, hiding in the

window-curtain, saw him languishing down the street on the

shady side of the way, observed of all the town.
" What do you think of the gentleman, Bitzer ?

"
she

asked the light porter, when he came to take away.
"
Spends a deal of money on his dress, ma'am."

"
It must be admitted," said Mrs. Sparsit,

" that it 's very
tasteful."

"Yes, ma'am," returned Bitzer, "if that's worth the

Money."
" Besides which, ma'am," resumed Bitzer, while he was

polishing the table,
" he looks to me as if he gamed."

"It's immoral to game," said Mrs. Sparsit. "It's

ridiculous, ma'am," said Bitzer,
" because the chances are

against the players."
AATiether it was that the heat prevented Mrs. Sparsit from

working, or whether it was that her hand was out, she did no
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work that night. She sat at the window, when the sun. began
to sink behind the smoke

;
she sat there, when the smoke was

burning red, when the color faded from it, when darkness

soeined to rise slowly out of the ground, and creep upward,

upward, up to the house-tops, up the church steeple, up to

the summits of the factory chimneys, up to the sky. With
out a candle in the room, Mrs. Sparsit sat at the window,
with her hands before her, not thinking much of the sounds

of evening : the whooping of boys, the barking of dogs, the

rumbling of wheels, the steps and voices of passengers, the

shrill street cries, the clogs upon the pavement when it was
their hour for going by, the shutting-up of shop-shutters
Not until the light porter announced that her nocturnal

sweetbread was ready, did Mrs. Sparsit arouse herself from

her reverie, and convey her dense black eyebrows by that

time creased with meditation, as if they needed ironing out

up-stairs.
"
O, you Fool !

"
said Mrs. Sparsit, when she was alone at

her supper. Whom she meant, she did not say ; but sLo

could scarcely have meant the sweetbread.

CHAPTER II.

MR. JAMES HARTIIOCSB. '

TUB Gradgrind party wanted assistance in cutting the

throats of the Graces. They went about recruiting ; and
wlu-n1 could they enlist recruits more hopefully, than among
tho fine gentlemen who, having found out everything to be
worth nothing, were equally ready for anything ?

Moreover, tho healthy spirits who had mounted to this

sublime height were attractive to many of the Gradgrind
school. They liked fine gentlemen ; they pretended that they
did not, but they did. They became exhausted in imitation

of them
; and they yaw-yawed in their speech like them

;
and

they served out, with an enervated nir the little mouldy
rations of political economy, on which they regaled their

disciples. There never before was seen on earth such, a

wonderful hybrid race aa was thus produced.
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Among tho flrio gentlemen not regularly belonging to the

Gradgrind school, there was one of a good family and a better

appearance, with a happy turn of humour which had told

immensely with the House of Commons on the occasion of

his entertaining it with his (and the Board of Directors')
view of a railway accident, in which the most careful officers

ever known, employed by the most liberal managers ever

heard of, assisted by tho finest mechanical contrivances ever

devised, tho whole in action on the best line ever constructed,

had killed five people and wounded thirty-two, by a casualty
without which the excellence of the whole system would have

been positively incomplete. Among the slain was a cow, and

among the scattered articles unowned, a widow's cap. Aiid

the honorable member had so tickled the House (which has a

delicate sense of humour) by putting the cap on the cow, that

it became impatient q any serious reference to the Coroner's

Inquest, and brought the railway off with Cheers and Laughter.

Now, this gentleman had a younger brother of still better

appearance than himself, who had tried life as a Cornet of

Dragoons, and found it a bore
;
and had afterwards tried it

in the train of an English minister abroad, and found it a

bore
;

and had then strolled to Jerusalem, and got bored

there
;
and had then gone yachting about the world, and got

bored everywhere. To whom this honorable and jocular
member fraternally said one day, "Jem, there's a good

opening among the hard Fact fellows, and they want men.

I wonder you don't go in for statistics." Jem, rather taken

by the novelty of the idea, and very hard up for a change,
was as ready to "go in

"
for statistics as for anything else.

So, he went in. He coached himself up with a blue-book or

two; and his brother put it about among the hard Fact felloAvs,

and said, "If you want to bring in, for any place, a handsome

dog who can make you a devilish good speech, look after my
brother Jem, for he 's your man." After a few dashes in the

public meeting way, Mr. Gradgrind and a council of political

tsages approved of Jem, and it was resolved to send him down
to Coketown, to become known there and in the neigh
bourhood. Hence the letter Jem had last night shown to

Mrs. Sparsit, which Mr. Bounderby now held in his hand ;

superscribed,
"
Josiab. Bounderby, Esquire, Banker, Coke-

town. Specially to introduce Jaraes Harthouse, Esquire.

Thomas Gradgrind."
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an hour of the receipt of this dispatch and Mr.

James Harthouse's curd, Mr. Bounderby put on his hat and

went down to the Hotel. There lie found Mr. James Harl-

liouse looking out of window, in a state of mind so discon

solate, that he was already half disposed to "
go in

"
for

something else.

" My name, sir," said his visitor,
"

is Josiah Bounderby, of

Coketown."

Mr. James Harthouse was very happy indeed (though lie

scarcely looked so), to have a pleasure he had long expected.
"
Coketown, sir," said Bounderby, obstinately taking a

chair,
"

is not the kind of place you have been accustomed

to. Therefore, if you will allow me or whether you will or

not, for I am a plain man I '11 tell you soinetliing about it

before we go any further."

Mr. Harthouse would be charmed.
" Don't be too sure of that," said Bounderby.

"
I don't

promise it. First of all, you see our smoke. That 's meat

and drink to us. It 's the healthiest thing in the world in all

respects, and particularly for the lungs. If you are one of

those who want us to consume it, I difi'er from you. We are

not going to wear the bottoms of our boilers out any faster

than we wear 'em out now, for all the humbugging sentiment

in Great Britain and Ireland."

By way of "
going in

"
to the fullest extent, Mr. Harthouse

rejoined,
" Mr. Bounderby, I assure you I am entirely and

completely of your way of thinking. On conviction."
"

I am glad to hear it," said Bounderby.
"
Now, you

have heard a lot of talk about the work in our mills, no
doubt. You have ? Very good. I '11 state the fact of it to

you. It 's the pleasantest work there is, and it 's the lightest
work there is, and it 's the best paid work there is. More
than that, we cotddn't improve the mills themselves, unless

we laid down Turkey carpets on the floors. Wmch wo 're

not a-going to do."
" Mr. Bmmderby, perfectly rip;ht."
"

Lastly," said Bounderby,
" as to our Hands. There 'a

not a Hand in this town, sir, man, woman, or child, but has
one ultimate oljert in life. That object is, to be fed on turtle

soup an<l with a gold spoon . Now, they 're not

a-going none of 'em ever to be fed on turtle, soup ami
venison with a gold spoon. And now you know tlse place.

"



313 HARD TIMES.

Mr. Harthouse professed himself in the highest degree
instructed and refreshed, by this condensed epitome of the

whole Coketown question.
"
Why, you see," replied Mr. Bounderby,

"
it suits my

disposition to have a full understanding with a man, par

ticularly with a public man, when I make his acqxiaintance.
I have only one thing more to say to you, Mr. Harthouse,
before assuring you of the pleasure with which I shall respond,
to the utmost of my poor ability, to my friend Tom Grad-

grind's letter of introduction. You are a man of family.
Don't you deceive yourself by supposing for a moment that

7 am a man of family. I am a bit of d.'.rty riif-raff, and a

genuine scrap of tag, rag, and bobtail."

If anything could have exalted Jem's interest in Mr. Boun

derby, it would have been this very circumstance. Or, so he

told him.

"So now," said Bounderby, "we may shake hands on

equal terms. I say, equal terms, because although I know
what I am, and the exact depth of the gutter I have lifted

myself out of, better than any man does, I am as proud as

you are. I am just as proud as you are. Having now
asserted my independence in a proper manner, I may come to

how do you find yourself, and I hope you 're pretty well."

The better, Mr. Harthouse gave him to understand as they
shook hands, for the salubrious air of Coketown. Mr. Boun

derby received the answer with favor.
"
Perhaps you know," said he,

" or perhaps you don't

know, I married Tom Gradgrind's daughter. If you have

nothing better to do than to walk up town with me, I shall

be glad to introduce you to Tom Gradgrind's daughter."
"Mr. Bounderby," said Jem, "you anticipate my dearest

wishes."

They went out without further discourse
;
and Mr. Boun

derby piloted the new acquaintance who so strongly contrasted

\\ith him, to the private red brick dwelling, with the black

outside shutters, the green inside blinds, and the black street

door up the two white steps. In the drawing-room of which

mansion, there presently entered to them the most remarkable

girl Mr. James Harthouse had ever seen. She was so con

strained, and yet so careless
;
so reserved, and yet so watchful ;

HO cold and proud, and yet so sensitively ashamed of her

husband's braggart humility from which she shrunk as if





"THIS, SIR," SAID BOUNDERBY,
"

JS MY WIFE, MHS. BOUNDERBY."
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every example of it wore a cut or a Mow; t'.it.i ii waa quite a

new sensation to observe her. In face slie was no less remark

able than in manner. Her features were handsome; but

their natural play was so locked up, that it seemed impossible
to guess at their genuine expression. Utterly indifferent,

perfectly self-reliant, never at a loss, and yet never at her

ease, with her figure in company with them there, and hei

mind apparently quite alone it was of no use "
going in

"

yet awhile to comprehend this girl, for she baffled all pene
tration.

!']< >m the mistress of the house, the visitor glanced to the

house itself. There was no mute sign of a woman in the

room. No graceful little adornment, no fanciful little device,

however trivial, anywhere expressed her influence. Cheerless

and comfortless, boastfully and doggedly rich, there the room
stared at its present occupants, unsoftened and unrelieved by
the least trace of any womanly occupation. As Mr. Bouu-

derby stood in the midst of his household gods, so those

unrelenting divinities occupied their places around Mr. Boun-

derby, and they were worthy of one another, and well matched.
"
This, sir," said Bounderby,

"
is my wife, Mrs. Boundorby :

Tom Gradgrind's eldest daughter. Loo, Mr. James Harthouse.

Mr. Harthouse has joined your father's muster-roll. If he is

not Tom Gradgrind's colleague before long, I believe we shall

at least hear of him in connexion with one of our neighbour

ing towns. You observe, Mr. Harthouse, that my wife is my
junior. I don't know what she saw in me to marry me, -but

she saw something in me, I suppose, or she wouldn't have

married me. She has lots of expensive knowledge, sir,

political and otherwise. If you want to cram for anything,
I should be troubled to recommend you to a better adviser

than Loo Bounderby."
To a more agreeable adviser, or one from whom he would

be more likely to learn, Mr. Harthouse could never be

recommended.
" Come !

"
said his host. "If you're in the complimentary

line, you '11 get on here, for you '11 meet with no competition.
I have never been in the way of learning compliments myself,
and I don't profess ta understand the art of paying 'em. In

fact, despise 'em. But, your bringing-up was different from

mine; mine was a real thing, by George ! You 're a geutlo-

mau, and I don't pretend to be one. I am Josiah Bounderby
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of Coketown, and that 's enough for me. However, though /

am not influenced by manners and station, Loo Bbunderby
may be. She hadn't my advantages disadvantages you
would call 'em, but I call 'em advantages so you'll not

waste your power, I dare say."
" Mr. Bounderby," said Jem, turning with a smile to

Louisa, "is a noble animal in a comparatively natural st.ite,

quite free from the harness in which a conventional hack

like myself works."

"You respect Mr. Bounderby very much," she quietly
returned. " It is natural that you should."

He was disgracefully thrown out, for a gentleman who had
seen so much of the world, and thought,

" Now how am I to

take this ?
"

" You are going to devote yourself, as I gather from what
Mr. Bounderby has said, to the service of your country. You
have made up your mind," said Louisa, still standing before

him where she had first stopped in all the singular contra

riety of her self-possession, and her being obviously vei-y ill at

ease " to show the nation the way out of all its difficulties."

"Mrs. Bounderby," he returned, laughing, "upon my
honor, no. 1 will make no such pretence to you. I have

seen a little, here and there, up and down; I have found it all

to be veiy worthless, as everybody has, and as some confess

they have, and some do not
;
and I am going in for your

respected father's opinions really because I have no choice

of opinions, and may as well back them as anything else."
" Have you none of your own ?

" asked Louisa.
"

1 have not so much as the slightest predilection left. I

assure you I attach not the least importance to any opinions.

The result of the varieties of boredom I have undergone, is a

conviction (unless conviction is too industrious a word for the

lazy sentiment I entertain on the subject), that any set of

ideas will do just as much good as any other set, and just as

much harm as any other set. There's an English family

with a charming Italian motto. What will be, will be. It 's

the only truth going !

"

This vicious assumption of honesty in dishonesty a vice so

dangerous, so deadly, and so common *-seemed, he observed,

a little to impress her in his favor. Ho followed up the

advantage, by saying in his pleasantest manner : a manner to

which she might attach as much or as little meaning as she
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pleased: "The side that can prove anything in a line of units,

tens, hundreds, and thousands, Mrs. Bounderby, seems to me
to afford the most fun, and to give a man the best chance. I

am quite as much attached to it as if I believed it. I am
quite ready to go in for it, to the same extent as if I believed

it. And what more could I possibly do, if I did believe it !

"

" You are a singular politician," said Louisa.
" Pardon me

;
I have not even that merit. Wo arc the

largest party in the state, I assure you, Mrs. Boundcrby, if

we all fell out of our adopted ranks and were reviewed

together."
Mr. Bounderby, who had been in danger of bursting in

silence, interposed here with a project for postponing the

family dinner till half-past six, and taking Mr. James Hart-

house in the meantime on a round of visits to the voting and

interesting notabilities of Coketown and its vicinity. The
round of visits was made

;
and Mr. James Harthouso, with a

discreet use of his blue coaching, came off triumphantly,

though with a considerable accession of boredom.

In the evening, he found the dinner-table laid for four, but

they sat down only three. It was an appropriate occasion for

Mr. Bounderby to discuss the flavour of the hap'orth of stewed

eels lie had purchased in the streets at eight years old
;
and

also of the inferior water, specially used for laying the dust,

with which he had washed down that repast. He likewise

entertained his guest over the soup and fish, with the calcula

tion that he (Bounderby) had oaten in his youth at least three

horses xmder the guise of polonies and saveloys. These

recitals, Jem, in a languid manner, received with " charm

ing !

"
every now and then

;
and they probably would have

decided him to "
go in

"
for Jerusalem again to-morrow

morning, had he been less curious respecting Louisa.
"

Is there nothing," he thought, glancing at her as she

sat at the head of the table, where her youthful figure, small

and slight, but very graceftd. looked as pretty as it looked

misplaced ;

tc
is there nothing that will move that face ?

"

Yes ! By Jupiter, there was something, and hero it was,
in an unexpected shape ! Tom appeared. She changed us

the door opened, and broke into a beaming smile.

A beautiful smile. Mr. James Harthouso might not have

thought so much of it, but that he had wondered so lorg at

hvr impassive face She put out her hand a pretty little
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soft hand
;
and her fingers closed upon her brother's, as ii'

she would have carried them to her lips.

"Ay, ay ?
"
thought the visitor.

" This whelp is the only
creature she cares for. So, so !

"

The whelp was presented, and took his chair. The appella
tion was not flattering, but not unmerited.

" When I was your age, young Tom," said Bounderby,
"

I

was punctual, or I got no dinner !

"

"When you were my age," returned Tom, "you hadn't a

wrong balance to get right, and hadn't to dress afterwards."
" Never mind that now," said Bounderby.
"
Well, then," grumbled Tom. " Don't begin with me."

"Mrs. Bounderby," said Harthouse, perfectly hearing this

under-strain as it went on; "your brother's face is quite
familiar to ine. Can I have seen him abroad ? Or at some

public school, perhaps ?
"

"No," she returned, quite interested, "he has never been

abroad yet, and was educated here, at home. Tom, love, I

am telling Mr. Harthouse that he never saw you abroad."
" No such luck, sir," said Tom.
There was little enough in him to brighten her face, for he

was a sullen young fellow, and ungracious in his manner even

to her. So much the greater must have been the solitude of

her heart, and her need of some one on whom to bestow it.

" So much the more is this whelp the only creature she has

ever cared for," thought Mr. James Harthouse, turning it

over and over. " So much the more. So mucli the more."

Both in his sister's presence, and after she had left the

room, the whelp took no pains to hide his contempt for Mr.

Bounderby, whenever he could indulge it without the obser

vation of that independent man, by making 'wry faces, or

shutting one eye. Without responding to these telegraphic

communications, Mr. Harthouse encouraged him much in the

course of the evening, and showed an unusual liking for him.

At last, when lw rose to return to his hotel, and was a little

doubtful whether he knew the way by night, the whelp imme

diately proffered his services as guide, and turned out witb

him to escort him thither.
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CHAFFER IIL

TUB WHELP.

IT was very remarkable that a young gentleman who had
Veen brought up under one contiuuous sj-steni of unnatural

restraint, should be a hypocrite ;
but it was certainly the case

with Tom. It was very strange that a young gentleman who
had never been left to his own guidance for five consecutive

minutes, should be incapable at last of governing himself;
but so it was with Tom. It was altogether unaccountable

that a young gentleman whose imagination had been strangled
in his cradle, should be still inconvenienced by its ghost in the

form of grovelling sensualities
;
but such a monster, beyond

all doubt, was Tom.
" Do you smoke ?

"
asked Mr. James Harthouse, when

they came to the hotel.
"

I believe you !

"
said Tom.

He could do no less than ask Tom up ; and Tom could do

no less than, go up. What with a cooling drink adapted to

the weather, but not so weak as cool ; and what with a rarei

tobacco than was to be bought in those parts ;
Tom was soon

in a highly free and easy state at his end of the sofa, and more
than ever disposed to admire his new friend at the other end.

Tom blew his smoke aside, after he had been smoking a
little while, and took an observation of his friend. " He don't

seeni to care about his dress," thought Tom,
" and yet how

capitally he does it. "SVluit an easy swell he is !

"

Mr. Jamt-s Harthouse, happening to catch Tom's eye, re

marked that he drank nothing, and filled his glass with his

own negligent hand.
"
Tlmnk'ee," said Tom. "Thank'ee. Well, Mr. Harthouse,

I hope you have had about a dose of old Bounderby to-night."
Tom suid this with one eye shut up again, and looking over
liis glass knowingly, at his entertainer.

" A very good fellow indeed !

"
returned Mr. James Hart-

house.
" You tliink so, don't you ?

"
said Tom. And shut up his

eye ag:un.
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Mr. James Harthouse smiled
;
and rising from his end of

the sofa, and lounging -with his back against the chimney,

piece, so that he stood before the empty fire-grate as he smoked,
in front of Tom and looking down at him, observed :

" What a comical brother-in-law you are !

"

" What a comical brother-in-law old Bounderby is, I think

yen mean," said Tom.
' You are a piece of caustic, Tom," retorted Mr. James

Harthouse.

There was something so very agreeable in being so intimate

with such a waistcoat
;

in being called Tom, in such an

intimate way, by such a voice
;

in being on such off-hand

terms so soon, with such a pair of whiskers
;
that Tom. was

uncommonly pleased with himself.
" Oh ! I don't care for old Bounderby," said he,

"
if you

mean that. I have always called old Bounderby by the same
name when I have talked about him, and I have always

thought of him in the same way. I am not going to begin
to be polite now, about old Bounderby. It would be rather

late in the day."
" Don't mind me," returned James;

" but take care when
his wife is by, you know."

" His wife ?
"

said Tom. " My sister Loo ? O yes !

" And
he laughed, and took a little more of the cooling drink.

James Harthouse continued to lounge in the same place
and attitude, smoking his cigar in his own easy way, and

looking pleasantly at the whelp, as if he knew himself to be

a kind of agreeable demon who had only to hover over him,
and he must give up his whole soul if required. It cer

tainly did seem that the whelp yielded to this influence. Ho
looked at his companion sneakingly, he looked at him ad

miringly, he looked at him boldly, and put up one leg on the

sofa.
" My sister Loo ?

"
said Tom. " She never cared for old

Bounderby."
" That 's the past tense, Tom," returned Mr. James Hart-

bouse, striking the ash from his cigar with his little finger.
" We are in the present tense, now."

" Verb neuter, not to care. Indicative mood, present tense

First person singular, I do not care
;
second person singular,

thou dost not care
;
third person singular, she does not care,"

returned Tom.
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" Good ! Very quaint !

"
said his friend.

"
Though you

don't mean it."

" But 1 do mean it," cried Tom. "
Upon my honor ! Why,

you won't tell me, Mr. llarthouse, that you really suppose my
sister Loo does care for old Bounderby."

" My dear follow," returned the other,
" what am I bound

to suppose, when I find two married people living in harmony
and happiness ?

"

Tom had by this time got both his legs on the sofa. If his

second leg had not been already there when he was called a

dear fellow, he would have put it up at that great stage of the

conversation. Feeling it necessary to do something then, he

stretched himself out at greater length, and, reclining with

the back of his head on the end of the sofa, aud smoking with

an infinite assumption of negligence, turned his common face,

and not too sober eyes, towards the face looking down upon
him so carelessly yet so potently.

" You know our governor, Mr. llarthouse," said Tom,
" and therefore you needn't be surprised that Loo married old

Bounderby. She never had a lover, and the governor pro

posed old Bounderby, and she took him."
"
Very dutiful in your interesting sister," said Mr. James

llarthouse.
"
Yes, but she wouldn't have been as dutiful, and it would

not have come off as easily," returned the whelp, "if it hadn't

for me."
The tempter merely lifted his eyebrows ;

but the whelp was

obliged to go on.
" / persuaded her," he said, with an edifying air of supe

riority.
"

I was stuck into old Bounderby's bank (where I

never wanted to be), and I knew I should get into scrapes

there, if she put old Boundorby's pipe out
;
so I told her my

wishes, and she came into 'them. She would do any tiling for

me. It was very game of her, wasn't it ?
"

"
It was charming, Tom !

"

" Not that it was altogether so important to her as it was to

mo," continued Tom coolly,
" because my liberty and comfort

and perhaps my getting on, depended on it
; and she had no

other lover, and staying at home was like staying in jail

especially when I was gone. It wasn't as if she gave up
another lover for old Bounderby; but still it vao a good
thing in her.

'
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"
Perfectly delightful. And she gets on so placidly."

"
Oh," returned Tom, with contemptuous patronage,

" she 's

a regular girl. A girl can get on anywhere. She has settled

down to the life, and she don't mind. It does just as well as

another. Besides, though Loo is a girl, she 's not a common
sort of girl. She can shut herself up within herself, and
think as I have often known her sit and watch the fire for

an hour at a stretch."
"
Ay, ay ? Has resources of her own," said Harthouse,

smoking quietly.
" Not so much of that as you may suppose," returned Tom

;

"
for our governor had her crammed with all sorts of dry

bones and sawdust. It 's his system."
" Formed his daiighter on his own model ?

"
suggested

Harthouse.
" His daughter ? Ah ! and everybody else. Why he

formed Me that way," said Tom.
"
Impossible !

"

" He did though," said Tom, shaking his head. "
I mean

to say, Mr. Harthouse, that when I first left home and went
to old Bounderby's, I was as flat as a warming-pan, and knew
no more about life, than any oyster does."

"
Come, Tom! I can hardly believe that. A joke 's a joke."

"
Upon my soul !

"
said the whelp.

" I am serious
;

I am
indeed !

" He smoked with great gravity and dignity for a

little while, and then added, in a highly complacent tone,
" Oh ! I have picked up a little, since. I don't deny that.

But I have done it myself; no thanks to the governor."
" And your intelligent sister ?

"

" My intelligent sister is about where she was. She used

to complain to me that she had nothing to fall back upon,
that girls usually fall back upon ;

and I don't see how she ic

to have got over that since. But she don't mind," he saga

ciously added, puffing at his cigar again.
" Girls can always

get on, somehow."
"
Calling at the Bank yesterday evening, for Mr. Bounderby's

address, I 'found an ancient lady there, who seems to enter

tain great admiration for your sister," observed Mr. James

Harthouse, throwing away the last small remnant of the

cigar he had now smoked out.

"Mother Sparsit ?
"

said Tom. "What! you have seen

her already, have you ?
"
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His friend nodded. Tom took his cigar out of his mouth,
to shut up his eye (which had grown rather unmanageable^,
with the greater expression, and to tap his nose several times

with his finger.

Mother Sparsit's feeling for Loo is more than admiration,

I should think," said Tom. "
Say affection and devotion.

Mother Sparsit never set her cap at Bounderby when he was

a bachelor. Oh no !

"

These were the last words spoken by the whelp, before a

giddy drowsiness came upon him, followed by complete
oblivion. He was roused from the latter state by an uneasy
dream of being stirred up with a boot, and j^so of a voice

saying :
"
Come, it 's late. Be off!

"

" Well !

" he said, scrambling from the sofa.
"

I must

take my leave of you though. I say. Yours is very good
tobacco. But it 's too mild."

"
Yes, it's too mild," returned his entertainer.

"
It 's it 's ridiculously mild," said Tom. " Where 's the

door ? Good night !

"

He had another odd dream of being taken by a waiter

through a mist, which, after giving him some trouble and

difficult}*, resolved itself into the main street, in which he

stood alone. He then walked home pretty easily, though not

yet free from an impression of the presence and influence of

his new friend as if he were lounging somewhere in the

air, in the same negligent attitude, regarding him with the

same look.

The whelp went home, and went to bed. If he had had

any sense of what he had done that night, and had been lesa

of a whelp and more of a brother, he might have turned

short on the road, might have gone down to the ill-smelling
river that was dyed black, might have gone to bed in it for

good and all, and have curtaiued his head for ever with its

filthy water*.



HARD TIMES.

CHAPTER IV.

MEN AND BROTHEBg.

"On my friends, the down-trodden operatives of

J Oh my friends and fellow-countrymen, the slaves of an iron-

{ handed and a grinding despotism ! Oh my friends and

fellow-sufferers, and fellow-workmen, and fellow-men ! 1 tell

you that the hour is come, when we must rally round one

another as One united power, and crumble into dust the

oppressors that too long have battened upon the plunder of

our families, upon the sweat of our brows, upon the labour of

our hands, upon the strength of our sinews, xipon the God-
created, glorious rights of Humanity, and upon the holy and
eternal privileges of Brotherhood !

"

" Good !

" "
Hear, hear, hear !

" " Hurrah !

" and other

cries, arose in many voices from various parts of the densely
crowded and suffocatingly close Hall, in which the orator,

perched on a stage, delivered himself of this and what other

froth and fume he had in him. He had declaimed himself

into a violent heat, and was as hoarse as he was hot. By
dint of roaring at the top of his voice under a flaring gas-light,

clenching his fists, knitting his brows, setting his teeth, and

pounding with his arms, he had taken so much out of himself

by this time, that he was brought to a stop, and called for a

glass of water.

As he stood there, trying to quench his fiery face with his

drink of water, the comparison between the orator and the

( lowd of attentive faces turned towards him, was extremely to

his disadvantage. Judging him by Nature's evidence, he was

above the mass in very little but the stage on which he stood.

In many great respects ho was essentially below them. He
was not so honest, he was not so manly, he was not so good-
humoured

;
he substituted cunning for their simplicity, and

passion for their safe solid sense. An ill-made high-shouldered

man, with lowering brows, and his features crushed into an

habitually sour expression, he contrasted most unfavourably,
even in his mongrel dress, with the great body of his hearers

in their plain working clothes. Strange as it always is to



HAIII) TIMES. 3:9

consider any assembly in the act of submissively resigning
itself to the dreariness of some complacent person, lord or

commoner, whom three- fourths of it could, by no human means,
raise out of the slough of inanity to their o\vn intellectual

level, it was particularly strange, and it was even particularly

affecting, to see this crowd of earnest faces, whose honesty in

tin- main no competent observer free from bias could doubt, so

agitated by such a leader.

Good ! Hear, hear ! Hurrah ! The eagerness, both of

attention and intention, exhibited in all the countenances,

made them a most impressive sight. There was no careless

ness, no languor, no idle curiosit}- ;
none of the many shades

of indifference to be seen in all other assemblies, visible for

one moment there. Tliat every man felt his condition to bo,

somehow or other, worse than it might be
;
that every man

considered it incumbent on him to join the rest, towards the

making of it better
;
that every man felt his only hope to be

in his allying himself to the- comrades by whom he was
surrounded

;
and thai in this belief, right or wrong (unhappily

wrong then), the whole of that crowd were gravely, deeply,

faithfully in earnest; must have been as 'plain to any one who
chose to see what was there, as the bare beams of the roof,

and the whitened brick walls. Nor could any such spectator
fail to know in his own breast, that these men, through their

very delusions, showed great qualities, susceptible of being
turned to the happiest and best account ;

and that to pretend

(on the strength of sweeping axioms, howsoever cut and dried)

that they went astray wholly without cause, and of their own
irrational wills, was to pretend that there could be smoke
without fire, death without birth, harvest without seed, any
thing or everything produced from nothing.
The orator having refreshed himself, wiped his corrugated

forehead from left to right several times with his handkerchief

folded into a pad, and concentrated all his revived forces, in a
sneer of great disdain and bitterness.

"
But, oh my friends and brothers ! Oh men and English

men, the down-trodden operatives of Coketown ! What shall

we say of that man that working-man, that I should find it

necessary so to libel the glorious name who, being practically
and well acquainted with the grievances and wrongs of you,
the injured pith and ni.un.w of this land, and having heard

you. with u noble and majestic unanimity that will mnk*
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Tyrants tremble, resolve for to subscribe to the funds of the

United Aggregate Tribunal, and to abide by the injunctions
issued by that body for jour benefit, whatever they may be

what, I ask 3
r

ou, will you say of that working-man, since

.such I must acknowledge him to be, who, at such a time,
deserts his post, and sells his flag ; who, at such a time, turns

a traitor and a craven and a recreant
; who, at such a time,

is not ashamed to make to you the dastardly and humiliating
avowal that he will hold himself aloof, and will not be one

of those associated in the gallant stand for Freedom and for

Right ?
"

The assembly was divided at this point. There were some

groans and hisses, but the general sense of honor was much
too strong for the condemnation of a man unheard. " Be
sure you 're right, Slackbridge !

" "Put him up !

" " Let 's

hear him !

" Such things were said on many sides. Finally,
one strong voice called out,

"
Is the man heer ? If the man 's

heer, Slackbridge, let 's hear the man himseln, 'stead o' yo."
Which was received with a round of applause.

Slackbridge, the orator, looked about him with a withering
smile

; and, holding out his right hand at arm'* length (as

the manner of all Slackbridges is), to still the thundering sea,

waited until there Avas a profound silence.
" Oh my friends and fellow-men !

"
said Slackbridge then,

shaking his head with violent scorn,
"

I do not wonder that

you, the prostrate sons of labor, are incredulous of the exist

ence of such a man. But he who sold his birthright for a

mess of pottage existed, and Judas Iscariot existed, and

Castlereagh existed, and this man exists !

"

Here, a brief press and confusion near the stage, ended in

the man himself standing at the orator's side before the con

course. He Avas pale and a little moved in the face his lips

especially showed it
;
but he stood quiet, with his left hand at

his chin, waiting to be heard. There was a chairman to

regulate the proceedings, and this functionary now took the

case into his own hands.
"
My friends," said he,

"
by virtue o' my office as your

president, I ashes o' our friend Slackbridge, who may be a

little over hotter in this business, to take his seat, whiles this

man Stephen Blackpool is heern. You all know this man

Stephen Blackpool. You know him awlung o' his misfort'ns.

and his good name."
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With that, the chairman shook him frankly by the hand,
and sat down again. Slackbridge likewise sat down, wiping
his hot forehead always from left to right, and never the

reverse way.
" My friends," Stephen began, in the midst of a dead calm

"
I ha' hed what 's been spok'n o' me, and 'tis lickly that I

shan't mend it. But I 'd liefer you'd hearn the truth con-

cernin myseln, fro my lips than fro oiiny other man's though
I never cud'n speak afore so monny, wi'out bein moydert and

muddled."

Slackbridge shook his head as if he would shake it off, in

his bitterness.
"

I 'in th' one single Hand in Bounderby's mill, o' a' the

men theer, as don't coom in wi' th' proposed reg'lations. I

canna' coom in wi' 'em. My friends, I doubt their doin' yo
onny good. Licker they '11 do yo hurt."

Slackbridge laughed, folded his arms, and frowned sarcas

tically.
" But 't ant sommuch for that as I stands out. If that

were aw, I 'd coom in wi' th' rest. But I ha' my reasons

mine, yo see for being hindered
;
not on'y now, but awlua

awlus life long !

"

Slackbridge jumped up and stood beside him, gnashing
and tearing.

" Oh my friends, what but this did I tell you ?

Oh my fellow-countrymen, what warning but this did I give

you? And how shows this recreant conduct in a man on
whom unequal laws are known to have fallen heavy ? Oh
you Englishmen, I ask you how does this subornation show
in one of yourselves, who is thus consenting to his own

undoing and to yours, and to your children's and your
children's children's ?

"

There was some applause, and some crying of Shame upon
the man

;
but the greater part of the audience were quiot.

They looked at Stephen's worn face, rendered more pathetic by
the homely emotions it evinced ; and, in the kindness of their

nature, they were more sorry than indignant.
" 'Tis this Delegate's trade for t* speak," said Stephen,

" an
he's paid for't, on he knows his work. Let him keep to't.

Let him give no heed to what I ha had'n to bear. 'Hint's

uot for him. That 's not for noblxxly but mo."
'I'll -re was a propriety, not to say ;t dignity in those words,

that made the hearers yet more quiet and attentive. Tho
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same strong voice called out,
"
Siackbridge, let the man be

heern, and howd thee tongue !

" Then tlie place was wonder

fully still.

" My brothers," said Stephen, whose low voice was dis

tinctly heard,
" and my fellow-workmen for that yo are to

me, though not, as I knows on, to this delegate heer I ha
but a word to sen, and I could sen noinmore if I was to speak
till Strike o' day. I know weel, aw what's afore me. I

know weel that yo are aAV resolve to ha nommore ado wi' a

man who is not wi' yo in this matther. I know weel that if

I was a lyin parisht i' tli' road, yo 'd feel it right to pass me
by, as a forrenner and stranger. What I ha gctn, I man uiuk

tli' best on."

"Stephen Blackpool," said the chairman, rising, "think

on 't agen. Think on 't once agen, lad, afore thour't shunned

by aw owd friends."

There was an universal murmur to the same effect, though
no man articulated a word. Every eye was fixed on Stephen's
face. To repent of his determination, would be to take a

load from all their minds. He looked around him, and knew
that it was so. Not a grain of anger with them was in his

heart
;
he knew them, far below their surface weaknesses and

misconceptions, as no one but their fellow-laborer could.
"

I ha thowt on 't, above a bit, sir. I simply canna coom

in. I mun go th' way as lays afore me. I mun tak my
leave o' aw heer."

He made a sort of reverence to them by holding up his

arms, and stood for the moment in that attitude: not speaking
until they slowly dropped at his sides.

"
Monny 's the pleasant word as soom heer has spok'n wi'

me
; mouny 's the face I see heer, as I first seen when I were

yoong and lighter heart 'n than now. I ha never had nu

fratch afore, sin ever I were born, wi' any o' my like ;
Gon-

nows I ha' none now that 's o' my makin'. Yo '11 ca' mo
traitor and that yo I mean t' say," addressing Slackbridgo,
' but 'tis easier to ca' than mak' out. So let be."

He had moved away a pace or two to come down from the

platform, when he remembered something he had not said,

and returned again.
"
Haply," he said, turning his furrowed face slowly about;

that he might as it were individually address the whole

audience, those both near and distant; "haply, when this
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question has been tak'n up and discoosed, there'll be a threat

to turn out if I 'in let to work among yo. I hope I shall die

ere ever such a time coorns, and I shall work solitary among
yo unless it cooms truly, I mun do 't, my friends

; not to

bruve yo, but to live. I ha nobbut work to live by ; and

\vherrever can I go, I who ha worked sin I were no heiglith

ut aw, in Coketmvn heer? I mak' no complaints o' Ix-ia

turned to the wa', o' being outcasten and overlooken fro this

time forrard, but I hope I shall be let to work. If there is

any right for me at aw, my friends, I think 'tis that."

Not a word was spoken. Not a sound was audible in the

building, but the slight rustle of men moving a little apart,

all along the centre of the room, to open a means of passing

out, to the man with whom they had all bound themselves to

renounce companionship. Looking at no one, and going his

way with a lowly steadiness upon him that asserted nothing
and sought nothing, Old Stephen, with all his troubles on his

head, left the scene.

Then Slaekbridge, who had kept his oratorical arm extended

during the going out, as if he were repressing with infinite

solicitude and by a wonderful moral power the vehement

passions of the multitude, applied himself to raising their

spirits. Had not the Roman Brutus, oh my British country

men, condemned his son to death
;
and had not the Spartan

mothers, oh my soon to be victorious friends, driven their

flying children on the points of their enemies' swords ? Then
was it not the sacred duty of the men of Coketown, with

forefathers before them, an admiring world in company with

them, and a posterity to come after them, to hurl out traitors

from the tents they had pitched in a sacred and a Godlike

cause? The winds of Heaven answered Yes; and bore Yes,

east, west, north, and south. And consequently three cheers

for the United Aggregate Tribunal !

Slaekbridge acted as fugleman, and gave the time. The
multitude of doubtful faces (a little conscience -stricken

brightened at the sound, and took it up. Private feeling
must yield to the common cause. Hurrah! The roof yet
vibrated with the cheering, when the assembly dispersed.

Thus easily did Stephen Blackpool fall into the loneliest of

lives, the life of solitude among a familiar crowd. The

stranger in the land who looks into ten thousand faces for

omc answering look and never finds it, is in cheering society
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as compared with him who passes ten averted faces c!uihr
,
thai

were once the countenances of friends. Such experience was

to be Stephen's now, in every waking moment of his life
;
at

his work, on his way to it and from it, at his door, at his

window, everywhere. By general consent, they even avoided

that side of the street on which he habitually walked
;
and

loft it, of all the working men, to him only.

He had been for many years, a quiet silent man, associating
but little with other men, and used to companionship with his

own thoughts. He had never known before the strength of

the want in his heart for the frequent recognition of a nod, a

look, a word
;
or the immense amount of relief that had been

poured into it by drops, through such small means. It was
even harder than he could have believed possible, to separate
in his own conscience his abandonment by all his fellows,

from a baseless sense of shame and disgrace.
Tb.e first four days of his endurance were days so long and

heavy, that he began to be appalled by the prospect before

liim. Not only did he see no Rachael all the time, but lie

avoided every chance of seeing her
; for, although he knew

that the prohibition did not yet formally extend to the women

working in the factories, he found that some of them with

whom he was acquainted were changed to him, and he feared

to try others, and dreaded that Rachael might be even singled
out from the rest if she weie seen in his company. So, he

had been quite alone during the four da}-s, and had spoken to

no one, when, as he was leaving his work at night, a young
man of a very light complexion accosted him in the street.

" Your name 's Blackpool, ain't it ?
"

said the young man.

Stephen colored to find himself with his hat in his hand, in

his gratitude for being spoken to, or in the suddenness of it,

or both. He made a feint of adjusting the lining, and said,
" Yes."

" You are the Hand they have sent to Coventry, I mean? ;>

said Bitzer, the very light young man in question.

Stephen answered "
Yes," again.

"
I supposed so, from their all appearing to keep away

from you. Mr. Bounderby wants to speak to you. You know

his house, don't you ?
"

Stephen said "
Yes," again.

"Then go straight up there, will .you?" said Bitzer.

i4 You 're expected, uud have ouly to tell the servant it 's you
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I belong to the Bank
; so, if you go straight up without me

(I was sent to fetch you), you '11 save me a walk."

Stephen, whose way had been in the contrary direction,

turned about, and betook himself as in duty bound, to the rod

brick castle of the giant Bounderby.

CHAPTER V.

KEN AND MAST2KS.

" WEM, Stephen," said Bounderby, in his windy manner,
" what 's this I hear ? What have these pests of the earth

been doing to you ? Come in, and speak up."
It was into the drawing-room that he was thus bidden. A

tea-table was set out
;
and Mr. Bounderby's young Avife, and

her brother, nnd a great gentleman from London, were

it. To whom Stephen made his obeisance, closing the

door and standing near it, with his hat in his hand.

"This is the man I was telling you about, Harthouse,"
said Mr. Bounderby. The gentleman he addressed, who was

talking to Mrs. Bounderby on the sofa, got up, saying in an

indolent way, "-Oh really ?
" and dawdled to the hearthrug

where Mr. Bounderby stood.
"
Now," said Bounderby,

"
speak up !

"

After the four days he had passed, this address fell rudely
and discordantly on Stephen's ear. Besides being a rough
handling of his wounded mind, it seemed to assume that he

really was the self-interested deserter he had been called.
" What were it, sir," said Stephen,

" as yo were pleased to

want wi' me ?
"

"
Why, I have told you," returned Bounderby.

"
Speak

up like a man, since you are a man, and tell us about yourself
and this Combination."

" Wi' yor pardon, sir." said Stephen Blackpool,
"

I ha*

mwt to sen about it."

Mr. Boundt-rby, who was always more or less like a Wind,
finding something in his way here, began to blow at it

dinrtly.
"
Now, look here, Harthousc." said he, "here's a specimen
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of 'em. When this man was here once before, I warned this

man against the mischievous strangers who are always aboiit

and who ought to be hanged wherever they are found and
1 told this man that he was going in the wrong direction.

Now, would you believe it, that although they have put this

mark upon him, he is such a slave to them still, that he 's

afraid to open his lips about them ?
"

"
I sed as I had nowt to sen, sir; not as I was fearfo' o

openin' my lips."
" You said. Ah ! I know what you said; more than that,

I know what you mean, you see. Not always the same thing,

by the Lord Harry ! Quite different things. You had better

tell us at once, that that fellow Slackbridge is not in the town,

stirring up the people to mutiny ;
and that he is not a regular

qualified leader of the people : that is, a most confounded

scoundrel. You had better tell us so at once
; you can't

deceive me. You want to tell us so. Why don't you ?
"

"
I 'm as sooary as yo, sir, when the people's leaders is

bad," said Stephen, shaking his head. "
They taks such cs

offers. Haply 'tis na' the sma'est o' their misfortuns when

they can get no better."

The wind began to get boisterous.
"
Now, you '11 think this pretty well, Harthouse," said Mr.

Bounderby.
" You '11 think this tolerably strong. You '11

say, upon my soul this is a tidy specimen of what my friends

have to deal with
;
but this is nothing, sir ! You shall hear

me ask this man a question. Pray, Mr. Blackpool
" wind

springing up very fast "may I take the liberty of asking you
how it happens that you refused to be in tliis Combination ?

"

" How 't happens ?
"

" Ah !

"
said Mr. Bounderby, with his thumbs in the arms

of his coat, and jarking his head and shutting his eyes iu

confidence with the opposite wall :

" how it happens."
"

I 'd leefer not coom to 't, sir
;
but sin you put th' ques

tion an not want'n t' be ill-manner'n I '11 answer. I ha

passed a promess."
"Not to me, you know," said Bounderby. (Gusty weather

with deceitful calms. One now prevailing.)
' O no, sir. Not to yo."
" As for me, any consideration for me has had just nothing

at all to do with it," said Bounderby, still in confidence wit li

the wall. " If only Jomh Bouttdrrbj' of Coketown had been
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in question, you would have joined and made no IKJDOS about

it?"
"

\\1iyyes, sir. Tis true."
"
Thongh he knows," said Mr. Bounderby, now blowing a

' that these are a set of rascals and rebels whom trans

portation is too good for ! Now, Mr. Ilarthouse, you havtj

been knocking about in the world some time. Did you ever

meet with anything like that man out of this blessed country ?
"

And Mr. Bounderby pointed him out for inspection, with an

angry linger.
"
Nay, ma'am," said Stephen Blackpool, staunchly protest

ing against the words that had been used, and instinctively

addressing himself to Louisa, after glancing at her face.
" Not rebels, nor yet rascals. Nowt o' th' kind, ma'am, nowt
o' th' kind. They 've not doon me a kindness, ma'am, as I

know and feel. But there 's not a dozen men amoong 'em,

ma'am a dozen ? Not six but what believes as he has

doon his duty by the rest and by himseln. God forbid as I,

that ha known, and had'n experience o' these men aw my life

I, that ha' ett'n an droonken wi' em, an seet'n wi' em, and
toil'n wi' em, and lov'n 'em, should fail fur to stan by 'em wi'

the truth, let 'em ha doon to me what they may !

"

Ho spoke with the rugged earnestness of his place and

character deepened perhaps by a proud consciousness that lie

was faithful to his class under all their mistrust
;
but he fully

remembered where he was, and did not even raise his voice.
"
No, ma'am, no. They're true to one another, faithfo' to

one another, fectionate to one another, e'en to death. Be

poor amoong 'em, be sick amoong 'em, grieve amoong 'em for

onny o' th' monny causes that carries grief to the poor man's

door, an they '11 be tender wi' yo, gentle wi' yo, comfortable

wi' yo, Chrisen wi' yo. Be sure o' that, ma'am. They'd be

riven to bits, ere ever they 'd be different."
" In short," said Mr. Bounderby,

"
it's because they are so

full of virtues that they have turned you adrift. Go through
with it while you are about it. Out with it."

" How 'tis, ma'am," resumed Stephen, appearing still to find

his natural refuge in Louisa's face,
" that what is best in us

fok, seems to turn us most to trouble an misfort'n an mistake,
I ilunno. But 'tis so. I k .s I know the IKMV.-IIS is

over mo ahint the snv-1 . \\"o 're patient too, an wants in

ral to do right. An' I cunna thiuk the fiawt is aw Mi' u."
VOL. n.
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"
Now, my friend," said Mr. Bounderby, whom he could not

have exasperated more, quite unconscious of it though he was,
than by seeming to appeal to any one else,

"
if you will favour

me with your attention for half a minute, I should like to havo
a word or two with you. You said just now, that you had

nothing to tell us about this business. You are quite sure of

that before we go any further ?
"

"
Sir, I am sure on 't."

" Here 's a gentleman from London present," Mr. Boun

derby made a back-handed point at Mr. James Harthouse with

his thumb,
" a Parliament gentleman. I should like him to

hear a short bit of dialogue between you and me, instead of

taking the substance of it for I know precious well, before

hand, what it will be
; nobody knows better than I do, take

notice ! instead of receiving it on trust, from my mouth."

Stephen bent his head to the gentleman from London, and
showed a rather more troubled mind than usual. He turned

his eyes involuntarily to his former refuge, but at a look from
that quarter (expressive* though instantaneous) he settled them
on Mr. Bounderby's face.

"
Now, what do you complain of ?

"
asked Mr. Bounderby.

"
I ha' not coom here, sir," Stephen reminded him,

"
to

complain. I coom for that I were sent for."
"
What," repeated Mr. Bounderby, folding his arms,

" do

you people, in a general way, complain of ?
"

Stephen looked at him with some little irresolution for a

moment, and then seemed to make up his mind.
"

Sir, I were never good at showin o 't, though I ha had'n

my share in feeling o 't. 'Deed we are in a muddle, sir.

Look round town so rich as 'tis and see the numbers o'

people as has been broughten into bein heer, fur to weave, an

to card, an to piece out a livin', aw the same one way, some-

hows, twixt their cradles and their graves. Look how we

live, an wheer we live, an in what numbers, an by what

chances, and wi' what sameness
;
and look how the mills is

awlus a goin, and how they never works us no nigher to ony
dis'ant object ceptin awlus, Death. Look how you considers

of us, an writes of us, an talks of us, an goes up wi' yor deputa
tions to Secretaries o' State 'bout us, and how yo are awlus right,

and hew we are awlus wrong, and never had'n no reason in us

:;in ever we were bora. Look how this ha growen an growen,

fcir, b-'gger an bigger, broader an broader, harder an harder,
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fro year to year, fro generation unto generation. Who can

look on 't, sir, and fairly tell a man 'tis not a muddle ?
"

"Of course," said Mr. Bounderby. "Now perhaps you'll
let the gentleman know, how you would set this muddle (as

you 're so fond of calling it) to rights."
"

1 donno, sir. I cauna be expecten to 't. Tis not me as

should be looken to for that, sir. 'Tis them as is put ower

me, and ower aw the rest of us. What do they tak upon
themseln, sir, if not to do 't ?

"

"
I '11 tell you something towards it, at any rate," returned

Mr. Bounderby.
" We will make an example of half a dozen

Slackbridges. We '11 indict the blackguards for felony, and

get 'em sliipped off to penal settlements."

Stephen gravely shook his head.
" Don't tell me we won't, man," said Mr. Bounderby, by

this time blowing a hurricane,
" because we will, I tell you !

"

"
Sir," returned Stephen, with the quiet confidence of

absolute certainty, ''if yo was t' tak a hundred Slnckbridges
aw as there is, and aw the number ten times towd an was

t' sew 'em up in seperate sacks, an sink 'em in the deepest
ocean as were made ere ever dry land coom to be, yo 'd leave

the muddle just wheer 'tis. Mischeevous strangers!" said

Stephen, with an anxious smile;
" when ha we not heern, I

am sure, sin ever we can call to mind, o' th' mischeevous

strangers ! 'Tis not by them the trouble 's made, sir. Tis
not wi' tliem 't commences. I ha no favor for 'em I ha no

reason to favor 'em but 'tis hopeless and useless to dream
o' tiikin them fro their trade, 'stead o' tnkin their trade fro

them ! Aw that 's now about me in this room were heer afore

I coom, an will be heer when I am gone. Put that clock

aboard a ship an pack it off to Norfolk Island, an the time

will go on just the same. So 'tis wi' Slaokbridgo every bit."

\ erting for a moment to his former refugo, he observed

a cautionary movement of her eyes towards the door. Step

ping back, he put his hand upon the lock. But he had not

spoken out of his own will and desire
; and he felt it in his

heart a noblo return for his late injurious treatment to be
faithful to the host to tln-st- \v!io hud repudiated him. Ho
stayed to finish what was in his mind.

Sir, I caniui, wi' my littli- lf:iruing an my common v.

tell the genehiKm what will better aw this though aom

working men o' this town tuuld, above my powers but I can

7.1
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toll him what I know will never do 't. The strong hand will

never do 't. Vict'ry and triumph will never do 'i. Agreeing
fur to mak one side unnat' rally awlus and for ever right, and

toother side unnat'rally awlus and for ever wrong, will never,

never do't. Nor yet leltin alone will never do 't. Let

thousands upon thousands alone, aw leadin the like lives and
aw faw'en into the like muddle, and they Avill be as one, and

yo will be as anoother, wi' a black unpassable world betwixt

yo, just as long or short a time as sitch-like misery can last.

Not drawin nigh to fok, wi' kindness and patience an cheery

ways, that so draws nigh to one another in their monny
troubles, and so cherishes one another in their distresses wi'

what they need themseln like, I humbly believe, as no peoplo
the genelman ha seen in aw his travels can beat will never

do't till th' Sun turns t' ice. Most o' aw, ratin 'em as so

much Power, and reg' latin 'em as if they was figures in a

soom, or machines : wi'out loves and likens, wi'out memories
and inclinations, wi'out souls to weary and souls to hope
when aw goes quiet, draggin on wi' 'em as if they'd nowt o'

th' kind, an when aw goes onquiet, reproachin 'em for their

want o' sitch humanly feelins in their doalins wi' yo this

jpill never do 't, sir, till God's work is onmade."

Stephen stood with the open door in his hand, waiting to

snow if anything more were expected of him.
" Just stop a moment," said Mr. Bounderby, excessively

red in the face.
"

I told you, the last time you were here

with a grievance, that you had better turn about and come
out of that. And I also told you, if you remember, that I

was up to the gold spoon look-out."
"

I were not up to 't myselii, sir
;

I do assure yo."
" Now it 's clear to me," said Mr. Bounderby,

" that you
are one of those chaps who have always got a grievance. And

you go about, sowing it and raising crops. That 's the busi

ness of your life, my friend."

Stephen shook his head, mutely protesting that indeed ho

had other business to do for his life.

" You are such a waspish, raspish, ill-conditioned chap, you

eee," said Mr. Bounderby,
" that even your own Union, the

men who know J
TOU best, will have nothing to do with you.

I never thought those fellows could be right in anything ;
but

I tell you what ! I so far go along with them for i novelty

that I '11 have nothing to do with you either."
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Stephen raised his eyes quickly to his face.
" You can finish off what you're at," said Mr. Bounderby,

with ft meaning nod,
" and then go elsewhere."

"
Sir, yo know weel," said Stephen expressively,

" that if I

canna get work wi' yo, I canna get it elsewheer."

Tlie reply was,
" What I know, I know

;
and what you

know, you know. I have no more to say about it."

Stephen glanced at Louisa again, but her eyes were raised to

his no more
; therefore, with a sigh, and saying, barely above

his breath,
" Heaven help us aw in this world !

" he departed.

CHAPTER VI.

TADINO AWAT.

IT was falling dark when Stephen came out of Mr.

Bounderby's house. The shadows of night had gathered so

fast, that ho did not look about him when he closed the door,

but plodded straight along the street. Nothing was further

from his thoughts than the curious old woman he had
encountered on his previous visit to the same house, when he

heard a step behind him that he knew, and, turning, saw
her in Rachael's company.
He saw Rachael first, as he had heard her only.
" Ah Rachael, my dear ! Missus, thou wi' her !

"

"
Well, and now you are surprised to be sure, and with

reason I must say," the old woman returned. " Here I am
again, you see."

"But how wi' Rachael?" said Stephen, falling into their

step, walking between them, and looking from the one to the

other.
"
Why, I come to be with this good lass pretty much as I

cume to be witli you," said the old woman cheerfully, taking
the reply upon herself. " My visiting time is later this year
than usual, for I have been rather troubled with shortness of

ii. and so put it off till the weather was fine and warm.
l-'.-r tin- suine reason I don't make all my journey in one day,
but divide it into two daj's, and get a bed to-night at tlio

Travellers' Coffee House down by the railroad (a nice clean
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house), and go back Parliamentary, at six in the morning.
Well, but what has this to do with this good lass, says you ?

I 'm going to tell you. I have heard of Mr. Bounderby "being
married. I read it in the paper, where it looked grand oh,

it looked fine '
"

the old woman dwelt on it with strange
enthusiasm :

" and I want to see his wife. I have never

seen her yet. Now, if you '11 believe me, -she hasn't come out

of that house since noon to-day. So not to give her up too

easily, I was waiting about, a little last bit morev when I passed
close to this good lass two or three times

;
and her face being

HO friendly I spoke to her, and she spoke to me. There !

"

said the old woman to Stephen, "you can make all the rest

out for yourself now, a deal shorter than I can, I dare say !

"

Once again, Stephen had to conquer an instinctive pro

pensity to dislike this old woman, though her manner was as

honest and simple as a manner possibly could be. With a

gentleness that was as natural to him as he knew it to be to

liaehael, he pursued the subject that interested her in her

old age.

"Well, missus," said he, "I ha seen the lady, and she

were yoong and hansom. Wi' fine dark thinkin eyes, and a

still way, Rachael, as I ha never seen the like on."
"
Young and handsome. Yes !

"
cried the old woman,

quite delighted.
" As bonny as a rose ! And what a happy

wife !

"

"
Aye, missus, T siippose she be," said Stephen. But with

a doubtful glance at Rachael.

"Suppose she be? She must be. She's your master's

wife," returned the old woman.

Stephen nodded assent.
"
Though as to master," said he,

glancing again at Rachael, "not master onny more. That's

aw enden twixt him and me."
" Have you left his work, Stephen ;

" asked Rachael,

anxiously and quickly.
" Why Rachael," he replied,

" whether I ha lefn his work,

or whether his work ha lefn me, cooms t' th' same. His

work and me are parted. 'Tis as wool so better, I were

thinkin when yo coom up wi' me. It would ha brought'n
trouMe upon trouble if I had stayed theer. Haply 'tis a kind

ness to monny that I go ; haply 'tis a kindness to myselu ;

anyways it mun be done. I mun turn my face fro Cokt'town

fur th' time, and seek a fort'n, dear, by beginuin fresh."
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" Where will you go, Stephen ?
"

"
1 donno t night," said he, lifting off his lint, and smoothing

his thin hair with the flat of his hand. " But I 'm not goin

t'niglit, Rachael, nor yet t'morrow. Tan't easy overmuch,

t' know wheor t' turn, but a good heart will coom to me."

Herein, too, the sense of even thinking unselfishly aided

him. Before he had so much as closed Mr^Bounderby's door,

lie had reflected that at least his being obliged to go away
was good for her, as it would save her from the chance of

being brought into question for not withdrawing from him.

Though it woidd cost him a hard pang to leave her, and

though he could think of no similar place in which his con

demnation would not pursue him, perhaps it was almost a

relief to be forced away from the endurance of the last four

days, even to unknown difficulties and distresses.

So he said, with truth,
"

I 'm more leetsome, Rachael,
under 't, than I couldn ha believed." It was not her part to

make liis burden heavier. She answered with her comforting

smile, and the three walked on together.

Ago, especially when it strives to be self-reliant and cheerful,

finds much consideration among the poor. The old woman
was so decent and contented, and made so light of her infir

mities, though they had increased upon her since her former

interview with Stephen, that they both took an interest in her.

She was too sprightly to allow of their walking at a slow

pace on her account, but she was very grateful to be talked to,

and very willing to talk to any extent : so, when they camo
to their part of the town, she was more brisk and vivacious

than ever.
" Coom to my poor place, missus," said Stephen,

" and t;\k

a coop o' tea. Rachael will coom then
; and arterwards I '11

see thee safe t' thy Travellers' lodgin. Tinay be long,

Rachael, ere evor I ha th' chance o' thy coompany agon."

They complied, and the three went on to the house where
ho lodged. When they turned into a narrow street, Stephen

glanced at his window with a (Iread that always haunted his

desolate home
;
but it was open, ns he had left it, and no one

was there. The evil spirit uf his life had flitted away again,
months ago, and he hal h.-anl no more of her since. The

only evidences of her last return now, were the scantier

vJibles iit. his room, and the graver hair upon his head.

Ho lighted a caudle, set out his little tea-board, got hot
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water from below, and brought in small portions of tea and

sugar, a loaf, and some butter, from the nearest shop. The
bread was new and crusty, the butter fresh, and the sugar

lump, of course in fulfilment of the standard testimony of

the Coketown magnates, that these people lived like princes,
sir. Rachael made the tea (so large a party necessitated the

borrowing of a cup), and the visitor enjoyed it mightily. It

was the first glimpse of sociality the host had had for many
days. He too, with the world a wide heath before him,

enjoyed the meal again in corroboration of the magnates, as

exemplifying the utter want of calculation on the part of these

people, sir.

"I ha never thowt yet, missus," said Stephen, "o' askin

thy name."
The old lady announced herself as "Mrs. Pegler."
" A widder, I think ?

"
said Stephen.

"
Oh, many long years !

"
Mrs. Pegler's husband (one of

the best on record) was already dead, by Mrs. Pegler's calcu

lation, when Stephen was born.
" "Iwere a bad job too, to lose so good a one," said Stephen.

"
Onny children ?

"

Mrs. Pegler's cup, rattling against her saucer as she held

it, denoted some nervousness on her part.
"
No," she said.

" Not now, not now."

"Dead, Stephen," Rachael softly hinted.
"

I 'm sooary I ha' spok'n on "t," said Stephen,
"

I ought
t' hadn in my mind as I might touch a sore place. I I

blame myseln."
While he excused himself, the old lady's cup rattled more

and more. "
I had a son," she said, curiously distressed, and

not by any of the usual appearances of sorrow
;

" and he did

well, wonderfully well. But he is not to be spoken of if you

please. He is Putting down her cup, she moved her

hands as if she would have added, by her action,
" dead !

"

Then she said, aloud,
"

I have lost him."

Stephen had not yet got the better of his having given tho

old lady pain, when his landlady came stumbling up the narrow

stairs, and calling him to the door, whispered in his ear.

Mrs. Pegler was by no means deaf, for she caught a word as

it was uttered.
"
Bounderby !

"
she cried, in a suppressed voice, starting

up from the table.
" Oh hide me ! Don't let me be aeon
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for the world. Don't let him come up till I 've got away.
l'ra\-, pray!" She trembled, aud was excessively agicated ;

getting behind Rachael, when Rachael tried to reassure her
;

and not seeming to know what she was about.
" But hearken, missus, hearken

;

"
said Stephen, astonished,

"
'Tisn't Mr. Bounderby ;

'tis liis wife. Yor not fearib' o'

her. Yo was hey-go-mad about her, but an hour sin."
" But are you sure it 's the lady, and not the gentleman ?

"

she asked, still trembling.
" Certain sure !

"

"Well then, pray don't speak to me, nor yet take any
notice of me," siad the old woman. " Let me be quke to

myself in this corner."

Stephen nodded
; looking to Rachael for an explanation,

which she was quite unable to give him; took the candle,

went down-stairs, and in a few moments returned, lighting
Louisa into the room. She was followed by the whelp.

Kachael had risen, and stood apart with her shawl and

lonnet in her hand, when Stephen, himself profoundly aston

ished by this visit, put the candle on the table. Then lie too

stood, with his doubled hand upon the table near it, waiting
to bo addressed.

For the first time in her life, Louisa had come into one of

the dwellings of the Coketown hands
; for the first time in

her life, she was face to face with anything like individuality
in connection with them. She knew of their existence by
hundreds and by thousands. She knew what results in work
a given number of them would produce, in a given space of

time. She knew them in crowds passing to and from their

nosts, like ants or beetles. But she knew from her reading

infinitely more of the ways of toiling insects than of the.-o

toiling men and wonfen.

Something to be worked so much and paid so much, and

there ended
; something to be infallibly settled by laws of

Mipply and demand; something that blundered against those

liiws, and floundered into dilh'culty ; sometliing that was a

little pinched when wheat was dear, and over-ate itself when
vhrat was cheap; something that increased at such a rate of

percentage, and yirldul such another percentage of crime, and
such another percentage of pauperism ; something wholesale,
of u hich vast fortunes were made; something that occasion

ally rose like a sea, aud did some harm and waste (chietly to
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itself), and fell again ;
this she knew the Coketown Hands to

be. Hut, she had scarcely thought more of separating them
into units, than of separating the sea itself into its component
drops.

She stood for some moments looking round the room.

From the few chairs, the few books, the common prints, and
the bed, she glanced to the two women, and to Stephen.

"
I have come to speak to you, in consequence of what

passed just now. I should like to be serviceable to you, if

yon will let me. Is this your wife ?
"

Kachael raised her eyes, and they sufficiently answered no,

and dropped again.
"

I remember," said Louisa, reddening at her mistake
;
"I

recollect, now, to have heard 3*our domestic misfortunes spoken

of, though I was not attending to the particulars at the time.

It was not my meaning to ask a question that would givo

pain to any one here. If I should ask any other question that

may happen to have that result, give mo credit, if you please,

for being in ignorance how to speak to you as I ought."
As Stephen had but a little while ago instinctively addressed

himself to her, so she now instinctively addressed herself to

Rachael. Her manner was short and abrupt, yet faltering
and timid.

" He has told yon what has passed between himself and my
husband ? You would be his first resource, I think."

"
I have heard the end of it, young lady," said Rachael.

" Did I understand, that, being rejected by one employer,
he would probably be rejected by all ? I thought he said a*

much ?
"

"The chances are very small, 3'oung lady next to nothing
for a man who gets a bad name among them."

"What shall I xmderstand that you mean by a bad name?"
" The name of being troublesome."
"
Then, by the prejudices of his own class, and by the

prejudices of the other, he is sacrificed alike ? Are the two

so deeply separated in this town, that there is no place what

ever, for an honest workman between them ?
"

llachacl shook her head in silence.
" lie fell into suspicion," said Louisa,

" with his fellow-

woHvors, because he had made a promise not to be one of

them. I think it must have been to 3-011 that he made that

promise. Might I ask -you why he made it?
"
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Rachael burst Into tears.
"

I didn't seek it of him, poor
Jad. I prayed him to avoid trouble for his own good, little

thinking he 'd come to it through me. But I know he 'd die

a hundred deaths, ere ever he 'd break his word. I know
that of him well."

Stephen had remained quietly attentive, in his usual

thoughtftd attitude, with his hand at his chin. He now

spoke in a voice rather less steady than usual.

"No one, excepting myseln, can ever know -what honor,
an what love, an respect, I bear to Rachael, or wi' what cause.

When I passed that promess, 1 towd her true, she were th'

Angel o' my life. 'Twere a solemn promess. 'Tis gone fro'

me, for ever."

Louisa turned her head to him, and bent it -with a deference

that was new in her. She looked from him to Ilachael, and
her features softened.

" What will you do ?
"
she asked him.

And her voice had softened too.
"
Weel, ma'am," said Stephen, making the best of it, with

a Smile ;

" when I ha finished off, I mun quit this part, an

try another. Fortnet or misfortnct, a man can but try ;

there 's nowt to be done wi'out tryin' cept laying down an

dying."
" How will you travel?"
"
Afoot, my kind ledy, afoot."

Louisa colored, and a purse appeared in her hand. The

rustling of a bank-note was audible, as she unfolded one and
laid it on the table.

"
Rachael, will you tell him for you know how, without

offence that this is freely his, to help him on his way ?

Will you entreat him to take it ?
"

"
I canna do that, young lady," she answered, turning her

head aside
;

" Bless you for thinking o' the poor lad wi' such

tenderness. But 'tis for him to know his heart, and what is

ri^ht according to it."

Louisa looked, in part incredulous, in part frightened, in

part overcome with quick sympathy, when this man of so

much self-command, who hud been so plain and steady

through the late interview, lost his composure in a moment,
and now stood with his hand before his face. She stretched

out hers, as if she would have touched him; then checked

herself, and remained still.

"Not e'en Rachaol," said Stephen, when he stood again
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with his face uncovered, "could mak sitch a kind offevin, by
onuy words, kinder. T" show tliat I 'm not a man wi'out

reason and gratitude, I '11 tak two pound. I '11 borrow 't for

t' pay 't back. 'Twill be the sweetest work as ever I ha done,
that puts it in my power t' acknowledge once more my lastin

thankfulness for this present action."

She was fain to take up the note again, and to substitute

the much smaller sum he had named. Ho was neither courtly,

nor handsome, nor picturesque, in any respect ;
and yet hia

manner of accepting it, and of expressing his thanks without

more words, had a grace in it that Lord Chesterfield could not

have taught his son in a century.
Tom had sat upon the bed, swinging one leg and sucking

his walking-stick with sufficient unconcern, until the visit had

attained this stage. Seeing his sister ready to depart, he got

up, rather hurriedly, and put in a word.

"Just wait a moment, Loo ! Before we go, I should like

to speak to him a moment. Something comes into my head.

If you '11 step out on the stairs, Blackpool, I '11 mention it.

Never mind a light, man !

" Tom was remarkably impatient
of his moving towards the cupboard, to get one. "

It don't

want a light."

Stephen followed him out, and Tom closed the room door,

and held the lock in his hand.
"

I say !

" he whispered.
"

I think I can do you a good
turn. Don't ask me what it is, because it may not come to

anything. But there 's no harm in my trying."
His breath fell like a flame of fire on Stephen's ear, it was

BO hot.
" That was our light porter at the Bank," said Tom,

" who

brought you the message to-night. I call him our light

porter, because I belong to the Bank too."

Stephen thought,
" What a hurry he is in !

" He spoke so

confusedly.
" Well !

"
said Tom. " Now look here ! When are you

off?"
" T' day's Monday," replied Stephen, considering. "Why,

sir, Friday or Saturday, nigh 'bout."
"
Friday or Saturday," said Tom. " Now. look here !

I am not sure that I can do you the good turn I want to

do you that 's my sister, you know, in your room but I

may bo able to, and if I should not be able to, there 's no
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harm done. So I tell you wlAt. You'll know our light

porter again?
"

'
Yt-s sure," said Stephen.

"
Very well," returned Tom. " When yon leave work of

n night, between this and your going away, just hang about

the B:mk nn hour or so, will you ? Don't take on, as if you
meant anything, if he should see you hanging about there

;

because I shan't put him up to speak to you, unless I find

I can do you the son-ice I want to do you. In that case he '11

have a note or a message for you, but not else. Now look

here ! You are sure you understand."

He had wormed a finger, in the darkness, through a

button-hole of Stephen's coat, and was screwing that corner

of the garment tight up, round and round, in an extraor

dinary manner.
"

I understand, sir," said Stephen.
" Now look here !

"
repeated Tom. " Be sure you don't

make any mistake then, and don't forget. I shall tell my
sister as we go home, what I have in view, and she '11 approve,
I know. Now look here ! You 're all right, are you ? You
understand all about it? Very well then. Come along, Loo!"

He pushed the door open as ho called to her, but did not

return into the room, or wait to be lighted down the narrow

stairs. He was at the bottom when she began to descend,
and was in the street before she could take his arm.

Mrs. Pegler remained in her corner until the brother and
sister were gone, and until Stephen came back with the candle

in his hand. She was in a state of inexpressible admiration

of Mrs. Bounderby, and, like an unaccountable old woman,
wept, "because she was such a pretty dear." Yet Mrs.

Pegler was so flurried lest the object of her admiration should

return by chance, or anybody else should come, that her

cheerfulness was ended for that night. It was late too, to

people who rose early and worked hard
;
therefore the party

broke up ;
and Stephen and R-jchael escorted their mysterious

acquaintance to the door of the Travellers' Coffee House,
where they parted from her.

They walked back together to the corner of the street

where Ruchael lived, and as they drew nearer and nearer to

it, silence crept upon them. When they came to the dark
corner where their unfrequent meetings always ended, they

stopped, still silent, as if both were ai'ruid to speak.
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' I shall strive t' see thee agen, Rachael, afore I go, but

if not "

" Thou wilt not, Stephen, I know. 'Tis better that we
make up our minds to be open wi' one another."

" Thou 'rt awlus right. 'Tis bolder and better. I ha been

thinkin then, Rachael, that as 'tis but a day or two that

remains, 'twere better for thee, my dear, not t' be seen wi'

me. 'T might bring thee into trouble, fur no good."
" 'Tis not for that, Stephen, that I mind. But thou

know'st our old agreement. 'Tis for that."

"Well, well," said he. " 'Tis better, onnyways."
" Thou 'It write to me, and tell me all that happens,

Stephen ?
"

" Yes. What can I say now, but Heaven be wi' thee,

Heaven bless thee, Heaven thank thee and reward thee !

"

" May it bless thee, Stephen, too, in all thy wanderings,
and send thee peace and rest at last !

"

"I towd thee, my dear," said Stephen Blackpool "that

night that I would never see or think o' onnything that

angered me, but thou, so much better than me, should' st bo

beside it. Thou 'rt beside it now. Thou mak'st me see it

wi' a better eye. Bless thee. Good night. Good-bye !

"

It was but a hurried parting in a common street, yet it was
a sacred remembrance to these two common people. Utili

tarian economists, skeletons of schoolmasters, Commissioners

of Fact, genteel and used-up infidels, gabblers of many little

dog's-eared creeds, the poor you will have always with you.
Cultivate in them, while there is yet time, the utmost graces
of the fancies and affections, to adorn their lives so much in

need of ornament; or, in the day of your triumph, when
romance is utterly driven out of their souls, and they and a

bare existence stand face to face, Reality Avill take a wolfish

turn, and make an end of you.

Stephen worked the next day, and the next, uncheered by a

word from any one, and shunned in all his comings and going)?

as before. At the end of the second day, he saw land
;

at the

eud of the third, his loom stood empty.
He had overstayed his hour in the street outside the Bank,

on each of the two first evenings ;
and nothing had happened

there, good or bad. That he might not be remiss in his part
of the engagement, ho resolved to wait full two hours, on this

third and last night.
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There was the lady who had once kept Mr. Bounderby*s

house, sitting at the first floor window as he had seen her

;
and there was the light porter, sometimes talking

with her there, and sometimes looking over the blind below

which had BANK upon it, and sometimes coming to the door

and standing on the steps for a breath of air. "When he first

came out, Stephen thought he might be looking for him, and

passed near
;
but the light porter only cast his winking eyes

upon him slightly, and said notliing.

Two hours were a long stretch of lounging about, after a

long day's labor. Stephen sat upon the step of a door, leaned

against a wall under an archway, strolled up and down,
listened for the church clock, stopped and watched children

playing in the street. Some purpose or other is so natural to

. one, that a mere loiterer always looks and feels remark

able. When the first hour was out, Stephen even began to

Lave an uncomfortable sensation upon him. of being for the

time a disreputable character.

Then came the lamplighter, and two lengthening lines of

light all down the long perspective of the street, until they
were blended and lost in the distance. Mrs. Sparsit closed

the first floor window, drew down the blind, and went up
stairs. Presently, a light went up stairs after her, passing
lirst the fanlight of the door, and afterwards the two staircaso

windows, on its way up. By and by, one corner of the second

floor blind was disturbed, as if Mrs. Sparsit's eye were there;

also the other corner, as if the light porter's eye were on that

side. Still, no communication was made to Stephen. Much
relieved when the two hours were at last accomplished, he weuf

away at a quick pace, as a recompense for so much loitering.

He had only to take leave of his landlady, and lie down on
his temporary bed upon the floor

;
for liis bundle was made

up for to-morrow, and all was arranged for his departure.
He meant to be clear of the town vjy early; before, the

Hands were in the streets.

It was barely daybreak, when, with a parting look round
his room, mournfully wondering whether he should ever see

it again, he went out. The town was as entirely deserted as

if the inhabitants had abandoned it, rather than hold com
munication with him. Everything looked wan at that hour,

the coming sou made but a pule waste in the sky, like

ft sud sea.
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By the place where Ilachael lived, though it was not in his

way ; by the red brick streets ; by the great silent factories,

not trembling yet; by the railway, where the danger-lighta
were waning in the strengthening day ; by tho railway's crazy

neighbourhood, half pulled down and half built up ; by
scattered red brick villas, where the besmoked evergreens
were sprinkled with a dirty powder, like untidy snuff-takers

;

by coal-dust paths and many varieties of ugliness ; Stephen

got to the top of the hill, and looked back.

Day was shining radiantly upon the town then, and the

bells were going for the morning work. Domestic fires were
not yet lighted, and the high chimneys had the sky to them
selves. Puffing out their poisonous volumes, they would not

be long in hiding it
; but, for half an hour, some of the many

windows were golden, which showed the Coketown people a

sun eternally in eclipse, through a medium of smoked glass.

So strange to turn from the chimneys to the birds. So strange
to have tho road -dust on his feet instead of the coal-grit. So

strange to have lived to his time of life, and yet to be begin

ning like a boy this summer morning ! With these musings
in his mind, and his bundle under his arm, Stephen took hia

attentive face along the high road. And the trees arched over

him, whispering that he left a true and loving heart behind.

CHAPTER VII.

GUNPOWDER-

MR. JAMES HARTHOUSE,
"
going in

"
for his adopted party,

soon began to score. With the aid of a little more coaching
for the political sages, a little more genteel listlessness for the

general society, and a tolerable management of the assumed

honesty in dishonesty, most effective and most patronised of

the polite deadly sins, he speedily came to be considered of

much promise. The not being troubled with earnestness was

a grand point in his favour, enabling him to take to the hard

Fact fellows with as good a grace as if he had been born on

of the tribe, and to throw all otLor tribes overboard, as con

scious hypocrites.
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"Whom none of us believe, my dear Mrs. Bounderby, and

who do u >t believe themselves. The only difference between

us and the professors of virtue or benevolence, or philan

thropy never mind the name is, that we know it is all

meaningless, and say so
;
while they know it equally and will

never say so."

Why should she be shocked or warned by this re-iteration ?

It was not so unlike her father's principles, and her early

training, that it need startle her. Where was the great differ

ence between the two schools, when each chained her down to

material realities, and inspired her with no faith in anything
else ? What was there in her soul for James Harthouse to

destroy, which Thomas Gradgrind had nurtured there in its

state of innocence !

It was even the worse for her at this pass, that in her mind

implanted there before her eminently practical father began
to form it a struggling disposition to believe in a wider and

nobler humanity than she had ever heard of, constantly strove

with doubts and resentments. With doubts, because the

aspiration had been so laid waste in her youth. With re

sentments, because of the wrong that had l>een done her, if it

were indeed a whisper of the truth. Upon a nature long
accustomed to self-suppression, thus torn and divided, the

Harthouse philosophy came as a relief and justification.

Kverytliiug being hollow and worthless, she hud missed

nothing and sacrificed nothing. What did it matter, she had

said to her father, when he proposed her husband. What did

it matter, she said still. With a scornful self-reliance, she

asked herself, What did anything matter and went on.

Towards what ? Stop by step, onward and downward,
towards some end, yet so gradually, that she believed herself

to remain motionless. As to Mr. Harthouse, whither ht

tended, he neither considered nor cared. He had no parti
cular design or plan before him : no energetic wickedness

ruffled his lassitude. He was as much amused and interested,

at present, as it became so fine a gentleman to be
; perhaps

even more than it would have been consistent with his reputa
tion to confess. Soon after his arrival he languidly wrote to

his brother, the honorable and jocular member, that the

JJoundt-rbys were "
great fun ;" and further, that the female

Jtouuderby, instead of being the Gorgon he had expected, was

yc uug, and remarkably pretty. After that, he wrote no more
VOL. 11. A A
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about them, and devoted his leisure chiefly to theii house.

He wns very often in their house, in his flitlings and visiting*
about the Coketown district; aud was much encouraged by
Mr. Bounderby. It was quite in Mr. Bounderby's gusty way
to boast to all his world that he didn't care about j-our highly
connected people, but that if his wife Tom Gradgrind's

daughter did, she was welcome to their company.
Mr. James Harthouse began to think it would be a new

sensation, if the face which changed so beautifully for the

whelp, would change for him.

lie was quick enough to observe
;
he had a good memory,

and did not forget a word of the brother's revelations. He
interwove them with everything he saw of the sister, and he

began to understand her. To be sure, the better and pro-
founder part of her character was not within his scope of per

ception; for in natures, as in seas, depth answers unto depth;
but he soon began to read the rest with a student's eye.

Mr. Bounderby had taken possession of a house and

grounds, about fifteen miles from the town, and accessible

within a mile or two, by a railway striding on many arches

over a wild countiy, undermined by deserted coal-shafts, and

spotted at night by fires and black shapes of stationary

engines at pits' mouths. This country, gradually softening-

towards the neighbourhood of Mr. Bounderby's retreat, there

mellowed into a rustic landscape, golden with heath, and

snowy with hawthorn in the spring of the year, and tremu

lous with leaves and their shadows all the summer time.

The bank had foreclosed a mortgage effected on the property
thus pleasantly situated, by one of the Coketown magnates,

who, in his determination to make a shorter cut than usual

to an enormous fortune, overspeculated himself by about two

hundred thousand pounds. . These accidents did sometimes

happen in the best-regulated families of Coketown, but the

bankrupts had no connexion whatever with the improvident
classes.

It afforded Mr. Bounderby supreme satisfaction to iiistal

himself in this snug little estate, and with demonstrative

humility to grow cabbages in the flower-garden. He delighted
to live, barrack-fashion, among the elegant furniture, and he

bullied the very pictures with his origin.
"
Why, sir," he

would say to a visitor,
"

I am told that Nickits," the late

owner, "gave seven hundred pound for that Sea-beach.. Now
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to be plain witb you, if I ever, ill the whole course of my life,

take seven looks at it, at a hundred pound a look, it will be

as much as I shall do. No, by George ! I don't forget that

I am Josiah Bounderby of Coketown. For years upon years,

the only pictures in my possession, or that I could have got
into my possession by any means, unless I stole 'cm, wen the

engravings of a man shaving himself in a boot, on the blink

ing bottles that I was overjoyed to use in cleaning boots with,

and that I sold when they were empty for a farthing a-piece,

and glad to get it !

"

Then he would address Mr. Harthouse in the same style.
"
Harthouse, you have a couple of horses down here.

Bring half a dozen more if you like, and we '11 find room for

'em. There 's stabling in this place for a dozen horses
;
and

unless Nickits is belied, he kept the full number. A round

dozen of 'em, sir. When that man was a boy, he went to

Westminster School. Went to Westminster School as a

King's Scholar, when I was principally living on garbage, and

sleeping in market baskets. Why, if I wanted to keep a

dozen horses which I don't, for one's enough for me I

couldn't bear to see 'em in their stalls here, and think what

my own lodging used to be. I couldn't look at 'em, sir, and
not order 'em out. Yet so things come round. You see this

place ; you know what sort of a place it is
; you are aware that

there 's not a completer place of its size in this kingdom or

elsewhere I don't care where and here, got into the middle
of it, like a maggot into a nut, is Josiah Bounderby. While
Nickits (as a man came into my office, and told me yesterday),

Nickits, who used to act in Latin, in the Westminster School

plays, with the chief-justices and nobility of tliis country

applauding him till they were black in the face, is drivelling
at this minute drivelling, sir ! in a fifth Qoor, up a narrow
dark back street in Antwerp."

It was among the leafy shadows of this retirement, in the

long sultry summer days, that Mr. Harthouse began to prove
the face which had set him wondering when he first saw it,

and to try if it would change for him.
" Mrs. Bounderby, lesteem it a most fortunate accident that

7 find you alone here. I have for some time hud a partiuihu
wish to speak to you."

It was not by any wonderful accident that he found her,
the time of day being that at which t>ha was always alone, and



356 HARD TIMES.

the place being her favorite resort. It was an opening In a

dark wood, where some felled trees lay, atid where she would
sit \v etching the fallen leaves of last year, as she had watched

tho falling ashes at home.
lie sat down beside her, with a glance at her face.
" Your brother. My 3*01mg friend Tom "

Her color brightened, and she turned to him with a look

sf irtorest.
"

I never in my life," he thought,
" saw any

thing so remarkable and so captivating as the lighting of

those features!" His face betrayed his thoughts perhaps
withotit betraying him, for it might have been according to its

instructions so to do.
" Pardon rue. The expression of j-our sisterly interest is so

beautiful Tom should be so proud of it I know this in

inexcusable, but I am so compelled to admire."
"
Being so impulsive," she said composedly.

" Mrs. Bounderby, no : you know i make no pretence with

you. You know I am a sordid piece of human nature, ready
to sell myself at any time for any reasonable sum, and

altogether incapable of any Arcadian proceeding whatever."
"

I am waiting," she returned,
" for your further reference

to my brother."
" You are rigid with me, and I deserve it. I am as worth

less a dog as you will find, except th.it I am not false not

false. But you surprised and started me from my subject,

which was your brother. I have an interest in him."
" Have you an interest in anything, Mr. Harthouse ?

" she

asked, half incredulously and half gratefully.
" If you had asked me when I first came here, I should

have said no. I must say now even at the hazard of appear

ing to make a pretence, and of justly awakening your
incredulity yes."

She made a slight movement, as if she were trying to

speak, but could not find voice
;
at length she said,

" Mr.

Karthouse, I give you credit for being interested in my
brother."

' Thank you. I claim to deserve it. You know how little

I do claim, but I will go that length. You have done so

much for him, you are so fond of him
; your whole life, Mrn.

Bounderby, expresses such charming self-forgetfulness on his

account pardon me again I am running wide of the subject.

I am interested in him for his own sake.
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She had made the slightest action possible, as if she would

have risen in a hurry nnd gone away. He had turned the

course of what he said at that instant, nnd she remained.
11 Mrs. Bounderby," he resumed, in a lighter manner, and

yet with a show of effort in assuming it, which was even more

expressive than the manner ho dismissed; "it is no i -revo

cable offence in a young fellow of your brother's yers, if he is

heedless, inconsiderate, and expensive a little dissipated, in

the common phrase. Is he ?
"

" Yes."
" Allow me to be frank. Do you think he games at all ?

"

"
I think he makes bets." Mr. Ilarthouso waiting, as if

that were not her whole answer, she added,
"

I luuw he

does."

"Of course he loses?"
" Yes."
"
Everybody does lose who bets. May I hint at the pro

bability of your sometimes supplying him with money for

these purposes ?
"

She sat, looking down
; but, at this question, raised her

eyes searchingiy and a little resentfully.
"
Acquit me of impertinent cxiriosity, my dear Mrs. Bonn-

derby. I think Tom may be gradually falling into trouble,

and I wish to stretch out a helping hand to him from the

df-pths of my wicked experience. Shall I say again, for his

sake ? Is that necessary ?
"

She seemed to try to answer, btit nothing came of it.

"
Candidly to confess everything that has occiirred to me,"

naid James Harthouse, again gliding with the same appear
ance of effort into his more air}' manner ;

"
I will confide to

you my doubt whether he has had many advantages. Whether

forgive my plainness whether any great amount of con

fidence is likely to have been established between himself and
his most worthy father."

"
I do not," said Louisa, flushing with her own great

remembrance in that wise,
" think it likely."

"
Or, between himself, and I may trust to your perfect

understanding of my meaning, 1 am sure and his highly
esteemed brother-in-law."

She flushed deeper and deeper, and was burning red when
Le replied in a fainter voice,

"
I do not think that likely,

tuther."
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' Mrs. Bounderby," said Harthouse, after a short silence,
"
may there be a better confidence between yourself and ine?

Tom has borrowed a considerable sum of you ?"
" You will understand, Mr. Harthouse," she returned, after

some indecision : she had been more or less uncertain, and

troubled throughout the conversation, and yet had in the main

preserved her self-contained manner
;

"
you will understand

that if I tell you what you press to know, it is not by way of

complaint or regret. I would never complain of anything,
and what I have done T do not in the least regret."

" So spirited, too !

"
thought James Harthouse.

" When I married, I found that my brother was even at

that time heavil}' in debt. Heavily for him, I mean. Heavily

enough to oblige me to sell some trinkets. They were no
sacrifice. I sold them very willingly. I attached no value to

them. They were quite worthless to me."
Either she saw in his face that he knew, or she only feared

in her conscience that he knew, that she spoke of some of her

husband's gifts. She stopped, and reddened again. If he

had not known it before, he would have known it then, though
he had been a much duller man than he was.

" Since then, I have given my brother, at various times,

what money I could spare : in short, what money I have had.

Confiding in you at all, on the faith of the interest you profess
for him, I will not do so by halves. Since you have been in

the habit of visiting here, he has wanted in one sum as much
as a hundred pounds. I have not been able to give it to him.

I have felt uneasy for the consequences of his being so in

volved, but I have kept these secrets until now, when I trust

them to your honor. I have held no confidence with any

one, because you anticipated my reason just now." She

abruptly broke off.

He was a ready man, and ho saw, and seized, an opportu

nity here of presenting her own image to her, slightly disguised
as her brother

"Mrs. Bounderby, though a graceless person, of the world

worldly, I feel the utmost interest, I assure you, in what you
tell me. I cannot possibly be hard upon your brother. I

understand and share the wise consideration with which you

regard his errors. With all possible respect both for Mr.

Uradgrind and for Mr. Bounderby, I think I perceive that he

has not beon fortunate in his training
1

. Bred at a disadvantage
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towards thn society in which he has his part to play, he rushes

into those extremes for himself, from opposite extromes that

h;i\e long been forced with the very best intentions we hnvo

no doubt upon him. Mr. Bounderby's fine bluff English

independence, though a most charming characteristic, does

not as we have agreed invite confidence. If I might
venture to remark that it is the least in the world deficient in

that delicacy to which a youth mistaken, a character miscon

ceived, and abilities misdirected, woidd turn for relief and

guidance, I should express what it presents to my own view."

A.S she sat looking straight before her, across the changing
lights upon the grass into the darkness of the wood beyond,

i\v in her face her application of his very distinctly

uttered words.

All allowance," he continued, "must be made. I have
one great fault to find with Tom, however, which I cannot

forgive, and for which I take him heavily to account."

Louisa turned her eyes to his face, and asked him what
fault was that ?

"
Perhaps," he returned,

"
I have said enough. Perhaps

it would have been better, on the whole, if no allusion to it

had escaped me."
" You nlarra me, Mr. Harthouse. Pray let me know it."
" To relieve you from needless apprehension and as this

confidence regarding your brother, which I prize I am sure

above all possible things, has been established between us I

obey. I cannot forgive him for not being more sensible in

every word, look, and act of his life, of the affection of his

best friend; of the devotion of his best friend; of her un
selfishness

;
of her sacrifice. The return he makes her, within

my observation, is a very poor one. "What she has done for

him demands his constant love and gratitude, not his ill humour
and caprice. Careless fellow as I am, I am not so indifferent,

Mrs. Bounderby, as to be regardless of this vice in your
brother, or inclined to consider it a venial offence."

The wood floated before her, for her eyes were suffused

with tears. They rose from a deep well, long concealed, and
her heart was filled with acute pain that found no relief in

them.
" In a word, it is to correct your brother in this, Mrs.

Bounderby, that I must aspire. My better knowledge of his

circumstances, and my direction and advice in extricating him
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rather valuable, I hope, as coming from a scapegrace on a

ranch larger scale will give me some influence over him,
and all I gain I shall certainly use towards this end. I have
said enough, and more than enough. I seem to be protesting
that I am a sort of good fellow, when, upon my honor, I have

not the least intention to make any protestation to that effect,

arid openly announce that I am nothing of the sort. Yonder,

among the trees," he added, having lifted up his eyes and
looked about; for he had watched her closely until now;

"
is

your brother himself; no doubt, just come down. As ho

seems to be loitering in this direction, it may be as well,

perhaps, to walk towards him, and throw ourselves in his

way. He has been very silent and doleful of late. Perhaps,
his bi'Otherly conscience is touched if there are such things
as consciences. Though, upon my honor, I hear of them
much too often to believe in them."

He assisted her to rise, and she took his arm, and they
advanced to meet the whelp. He was idly beating the

branches as he lounged along : or he stooped viciously to rip
the moss from the trees with his stick. He was startled when

they came upon him while he was engaged in this latter

pastime, and his color changed.
" Holloa !" he stammered; "I didn't know you were here."
" Whose name, Tom," said Mr. Harthouse, putting his

hand upon his shoulder and turning him, so that they all

three walked towards the house together, "have you been

carving on the trees ?
"

" Whose name ?
"
returned Tom. " Oh ! You mean what

girl's name ?
"

" You have a suspicious appearance of inscribing some fair

creature's on the bark, Tom."
" Not much of that, Mr. Harthouse, unless some fair creature

with a slashing fortune at her own disposal would take a. fancy

to me. Or she might be as ugly as she was rich, without

any fear of losing mo. I 'd carve her name as often as she

liked."
"

I am afraid you are mercenary, Tom."
"
Mercenary," repeated Tom. " Who is not mercenary ?

Ask my sister."
" Have you so proved it to be a failing of mine, Tom?"

said Louisa, showing no other sense of his discontent and ill-

nature.
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1 You know whether the cnp fits yon, Loo/' returned iier

biolluT sulkily.
"

If it does, you can wear it."

" Tom is misanthropical to day, as all bored people are

now and then," snid Mr. Harthouse. "Don't believe him,
Mrs. Bounderby. He knows much better. I shall disclose

some of his opinions of you, privately expressed to me, unless

he relents a little."

" At all events, Mr. Harthouse," said Tom, softening in hia

admiration of his patron, but shaking his head sullenly too,
'

you can't tell her that I ever praised her for being merce

nary. I may have praised her for being the contrary, and I

should do it again if I had as good reason. However, never

mind this now
;

it 's not very interesting to you, and I am,

sick of the subject."

They walked on to the house, where Louisa quitted her

visitor's arm and went in. He stood looking after her, as

she ascended the steps, and passed into the shadow of the

door ; then put his hand upon her brother's shoulder again, and

invited him with a confidential nod to a walk in the g-nrden.
"
Tom, my fine fellow, I want to have a word with you."

They had stopped among a disorder of roses it was part
of Mr. Hounderby'a humility to keep Nickits's roses on a

reduced scale and Tom sat down on a terrace-parapet,

plucking buds and picking them to pieces ;
while his powerful

Fiimilinr stood over him, with a foot upon the parapet, and

his figure easily resting on the arm supported by that knee.

They were just visible from her window. Perhaps she saw
thorn.

"
Tom, what's the mutter?"

" Oh ! Mr. Harthouse," said Tom, with a groan,
"

I am
hard up, and bothered out of my life."

4

My good fellow, so am I."
" You !

"
returned Tom. " You are the picture of inde

pendence. Mr. Harthouse, I am in a horrible mess. You
have no idea what a state I have got myself into what a

state my sister might have got me out of, if she would only
have done it."

He took to biting the rose-buds now, and tearing them

awny from his teeth with a hand that trembled like an iniinu

old innn's. After one exceedingly observant look at him, his

companion relapsed into his lightest air
"

Tr>;n, you are inconsiderate : you expect too much of your
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eister. You have had money of her, you dog, you know you
have."

"
Well, Mr. Harthouse, I know I have. How else was I

to get it ? Here 's old Bounderby always boasting that at my
age he lived upon two-pence a month, or something of that

sort. Here 's my father drawing what he calls a line, and

tying me down to it from a baby, neck and heels. Here 's

my mother who never has anything of her own, except her

complaints. What is a fellow to do for money, and where am
I to look for it, if not to my sister ?

"

He was almost crying, and scattered the buds about by
dozens. Mr. Harthouse took him persuasively by the coat.

"
But, my dear Tom, if your sister has not got it

"

" Not got it, Mr. Harthouse ? I don't say she has got it.

I may have wanted more than she was likely to have got.

But then she ought to get it. She could get it. It 's of no

use pretending to make a secret of matters now, after what
I have told you already ; you know she didn't marry old

Bounderby for her own sake, or for his sake, but for my sake.

Then why doesn't she get what I want, out of him, for my
sake ? She is not obliged to say what she is going to do with

it
;
she is sharp enough ;

she could manage to coax it out of

him, if she chose. Then why doesn't she choose, when I tell

her of what consequence it is ? But no. There she sits iu

his company like a stone, instead of making herself agreeable
and getting it easily. I don't know what you may call this,

but 7 call it unnatural conduct."

There was a piece of ornamental water immediately below

the parapet, on the other side, into which Mr. James Hart-

house had a very strong inclination to pitch Mr. Thomas

Gradgrind Junior, as the injured men of Coketown threatened

to pitch their property into tlie Atlantic. But he preserved
his easy attitude

; and nothing more solid went over the stone

balustrades than the accumulated rosebuds now floating about,

a little surface-island.
" My dear Tom," said Harthouso,

"
let me try to be your

banker.

"For God's sake," replied Tom, suddenly, "don't talk

about bankers !

" And very white he looked, in contrast with

the roses. Very white.

Mr Harthouse, as a thoroughly well bred man, accustomed

to the best society, was not to be surprised he could as soon
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huve been affected but ho raised his eyelids a little more-, as

if they were lifted by a feeble touch of wonder. Albeit it was

as much against the precepts of his school to wonder, as it

was against the doctrines of the Gradgrind College.

"What is the present need, 'lonx? Three figures? Out

with them. Say what they are/'
" Mr. Harthouse," returned Tom, now actually crying ; and

his tears were better than his injuries, however pitiful a figure

ho made
;

"
it 's too late

;
the money is of no use to me at

present. I should have had it before to be of use to me.

But I am very much obliged to you ; you 're a true friend."

A true friend !
"
Whelp, whelp !

"
thought Mr. Harthouse,

lazily ;

" what an Ass you are !

"

" And I take your offer as a great kindness," said Tom

grasping his hand. " As a great kindness, Mr. Harthouse."
"
Well," returned the other,

"
it may be of more use by

and by. And, my good fellow, if you will open your bedevil-

ments to me when they come thick upon }
r

ou, I may show you
better wa}*s out of them than you can find for j'ourself."

" Thank you," said Tom, shaking his head dismally, and

chewing rosebuds. "I wish I had known you sooner, Mr.

Ilarthouse."
"
Now, you see, Tom," said Mr. Harthouse in conclusion, him

self tossing over a rose or two, as a contribution to the island,

which was always drifting to the wall as if it wanted to become
a part of the mainland :

"
every man is selfish in everything

lie does, and I am exactly like the rest of my fellow creatures.

I am desperataly intent
;

"
the languor of his desperation

being quite tnrpical ;

" on your softening towards your sister

which you ought to do
;
and on your being a more loving

nd agreeable sort of brother which }*ou ought to be."
"

I will be, Mr. Ilarthouse."
" No time like the present, Tom. Begin at "once."
"
Certainly I will. And my sister Loo shall sny so."

"
Having made which bargain, Tom," said Harlhouso,

clapping him on the shoulder again, with an air which left

Lim at liberty to infer as lie did, poor fool that this con
dition was imposed upon him in mere careless good nature to

lessen his sense of obligation,
" we will tear ourselves asunder

until diimor-tiine."

"*TiPn Tom appeared before dinnei, though his m'md
eeeiuod heavy enough, his body was on the alert; and he
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appeared before Mr. Bounderby came in.
' I didn't mean to

be cross, Loo," he said, giving her his hand, and kissing her,
"
I know you are fond of me, and you know I am fond of yon.'*'

1

After this, there was a smile upon Louisa's face that day,
for some one else. Alas, for some one else !

" So much the less is the whelp the only creature that sho
cares for," thought James Harthouse, reversing the reflection

of his first day's knowledge of her pretty face.
" So much tho

Joss, so much the less."

CHAPTER VIIL

EXPLOSION.

THE next morning was too bright a morning for sleep, and
James Harthouse rose early, and sat in the pleasant bay
window of his dressing-room, smoking the rare tobacco that

had had so wholesome an influence on his young friend.

Reposing in the sunlight, with the fragrance of his eastern

pipe about him, and the dreamy smoke vanishing into the air.

BO rich and soft with summer odors, he reckoned up his ad

vantages as an idle winner might count his gains. He was
not at all bored for the time, and could give his mind to it.

He had established a confidence with her, from which her

husband was excluded. He had established (^confidence with

her, that absolutely turned upon her indifference towards her

husband, and the absence, now and at all times, of any con

geniality between them. He had artfully, but plainly assured

her, that he knew her heart in its last most delicate recesses :

he had come so near to her through its tenderest sentiment
,-

he had associated himself with that feeling ;
and the barrier

behind which she lived, had melted away. All very odd, and

very satisfactory !

And yet he had not, even now, any earnest wickedness of

purpose in him. Publicly and privately, it were much better

for the age in which he lived, that he and the legion of whom
he was one were designedly bad, than indifferent and purpose
less. It is the drifting icebergs setting with any current any
where, that wreck the ships.
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V hou the Devil goeth about like a roaring lion, ho gooth
about iu a shape by which few but savages and hunters are

attracted. But, when he is trimmed, smoothed, and varnished,

according to the mode : when he is awoary of vice, and aweary
of virtue, used up as to brimstone, and used up as to bliss

;

then, whether he take to the serving out of red tape, or to the

kindling of red fire, he is the very Devil.

So. James Harthouse reclined in the window, indolently

smoking, and reckoning up the steps he had taken on the road

by which he happened to be travelling. The end to which it

led was before him, pretty plainly ;
but he troubled himself

with no calculations about it. What will be, will be.

As he had rather a long ride to take that day for there

was a public occasion "to do "
at some distance, which

afforded a tolerable opportunity of going in for the Gradgrind
men he dressed early, and went down to breakfast. He was
anxious to see if she had relapsed since the previous evening.
No. He resumed where he had left off. There was a look

of interest for him again.
He got through the day as much (or as little) to his own

satisfaction, as was to be expected under the fatiguing circum

stances; and came riding back at six o'clock. There was a

sweep of some half mile between the lodge and the house, and
lie was riding along at a foot pace over the smooth gravel,
once Nickits's, when Mr. Bounderby burst out of the shrub

bery, with such violence as to make his horse shy across the

road.
" Harthonsc!" cried Mr. Bonmlorhy.

" Have you heard?"
* Heard what?" said Harthouse, soothing his horse, and

inwardly favoring Mr. Bounderby with no good wishes.
" Tlien you haven't heard !

"

"
I have heard you, and so has this brute. I have heard

iio'hing else."

Mr. Bounderby, rod and hot, planted himself in the centre

of the path before the horse's head, to explode his bombshell
with more effect.

" The Bank 's robbed !

"

44 You don't mean it !

"

" Robbed last night, sir, Robbed in an extraordinary
manner. Robbed with a false k-

" Of much ?
"

Mr. Boundcrby. in his desire to make the most of it, really
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seemed mortified by being obliged to reply, "Why, no; Tdt

of very much. But it might have been."

"Of how much?"
" Oh . as a sum if you stick to a sum of not more thaa

a hundred and fifty pound," said Bounderby, with impatience.
' But it 's not the sum

;
it 's the fact. It 's the fact of the

Bank being robbed, that's the important circumstance. I am
surprised yon don't see it."

" My dear Bounderby," said James, dismounting, and

giving his bridle to his servant, "I do see it
;
and am as

overcome as you can possibly desire me to be, by the spectacle
afforded to my mental view. Nevertheless, I may be allowed,

I hope, to congratulate you which I do with all my soul, I

assure you on your not having sustained a greater loss."

"Thank'ee," replied Bounderby, in a short, ungracious
manner. " But I tell you what. It might have been twenty
thousand pound."

"
I suppose it might."

"
Suppose it might ! By the Lord, you may suppose so.

By George !

"
said Mr. Bounderby, with sundry menacing

nods and shakes of his head,
"

It might have been twice

twenty. There 's no knowing what it would have been, or

wouldn't have been, as it was, but for the fellows' being
disturbed."

Louisa had come up now, and Mrs. Sparsit, and Bitzer.

"Here's Tom Gradgrind's daughter knows pretty well

what it might have been, if you don't," blustered Bounderby.

"Dropped, sir, as if she was shot when I told her! Never

knew her do such a thing before. Does her credit, under the

circumstances, in my opinion !

"

She still looked faint and pale. James Harthouse begged
her to take his arm

;
and as they moved on very slowly, asked

her how the robbery had been committed.
"
Why, I am going to tell you," said Bounderby, irritably

giving his arm to Mrs. Sparsit.
" If you hadn't been so

mighty particular about the sum, I should have begun to tell

you before. You know this lady (for she is a lady), Mrs.

Sparsit?"
"

I have already had the honour"

"Very woil. And this young man, Bilzer, you saw hiiu

too on tho same occasion?" Mr. Harthouse inclined his head

in assent, and Bitzer knuckled Ids forehead.
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"
Very well. They live at the Bank. You know ihey live

at the ank. perhaps? Very well. Yesterday afternoon, at

the close of business hours, everything was put away as usual.

In the iron room that this young fellow sleeps outside ot,

there was never mind how much. In the little safe in young
Tom's closet, the safe used for petty purposes, there was u

hundred and fifty odd pound."
" A hundred and fifty-four, seven, one," said Bitzer.
" Come !

"
retorted Bounderby, stopping to wheel round

upon him,
"

let 's have none of your interruptions. It 's

enough to be robbed while you 're snoring because you 're too

comfortable, without being put right with your four seven

ones. I didn't snore, myself, when I was your age, let mo
tell you. I hadn't victuals enough to snore. And I didn't

four seven one. Not if I knew it."

Bitzer knuckled his forehead again, in a sneaking manner,
and seemed at once particularly impressed and depressed by
the instance last given of Mr. Bounderby's moral abstinence.

"A hundred and fifty odd pound," resumed Mr. Boun

derby.
" That sum of money, young Tom locked in his safe ;

not a very strong safe, but that's no matter now. Even-thing
was left, all right. Some time in the night, while this young
fellow snored Mrs. Sparsit, ma'am, you say you have heard

him snore ?
"

"
Sir," returned Mrs. Spnrsit,

"
I cannot say that I have

heard him precisely snore, and therefore must not make thai

statement. But on winter evenings, when ho has fallen

asleep at his table, I have heard him, what I should prefer
to describe as partially choke. I have heard him on such
occasions rroduce sounds of a nature similar to what may be

sometimes heard in Dutch clocks. Not," said Mrs. Spai>K,
with a lofty sense of giving strict evidence,

" that 1 would

convey any imputation on his moral character. Far from jt.

I have always considered Bitzer a young man of the most

upright priiu-iplo ;
and to that I beg to bear my testimony."" Well !

"
said the exasperated Bounderby,

" while he was

snoring, or choking, or Dutch-clocking, or something or otner

being acleop some fellows, somehow, whether previously
concealed in tho house or not remains t6 be seen, got to young
Tom's safe, forced it, and abstracted the contents. Being
then disturbed, they made off; letting themselves out at the
main door, and double-lot king it again (it was double locked,
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and the key under Mrs. Sparsit's pillow) with a false key,

which was picked up iu the street near the Bank, about

twelve o'clock to-day. No alarm takes place, till tliis chap.

Bitzer, turns out tliis morning, and begins to open aud prepare
the offices for business. Then, looking at Tom's safe, he see?

the door ajar, and finds the lock forced, aud the mouey gone."
"Whore is Tom, by the by?" asked liartho use, glancing

round.
" He has been helping the police," said Bounderby,

' and

stays behind at the Bank. I wish these fellows had tried to

rob me when I was at his time of life. They would have beeri

out of pocket if they had invested eighteeupence in the job ; I

can tell 'em that."
" Is anybody suspected ?

"

"
Suspected ? I should think there was somebody sxis-

pected. Egod !

"
said Bounderby, relinquishing Mrs. Sparsit's

arm to wipe his heated head. " Josiah Bounderby of Coke-

town is not to be plundered and nobody suspected. No, thank

you !

"

Might Mr. Harthouse inquire Who was suspected ?

"
Well," said Bounderby, stopping and facing about to

confront them all,
"

I '11 tell you. It 's not to be mentioned

everywhere ;
it 's not to be mentioned anywhere : in order

that the scoundrels concerned (there 's a gang of 'em) may be

thrown off their guard. So take this in confidence. Now
wait a bit." Mr. Bounderby wiped his head again.

" What
should you say to

j

"
here he violently exploded :

"
to a Hand

being in it?
"

"
I hope," said Harthouse, lazily,

" not our friend

Blackpot?"
"
Say Pool instead of Pot, sir," returned Bounderby,

" and
that 's the man."

Louisa faintly uttered some word of incredulity and surprise.
"

yes ! I kuow !

"
said Bounderby, immediately catching

at tho sound. " I know ! I am used to that. I know all

about it. They are the finest people in the world, these

fellows are. They have got the gift of the gab, they have.

They only want to have their rights explained to them, they
do. But I tell you what. Show me a dissatisfied Hand, and
I '11 show you a man that 's fit for anything bad, I don't care

what it is."

Another of the popular fictions of Coketown, which some
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pa;ns h;i<l been taken to disseminate and which some pot-pie

re/illy believed.

"lint I nin acquainted with those chaps," said Bonndeiby.
"

I can re.id 'em otf, like hooks. Mrs. Sparsit, ma'am, I

appeal to you. What warning did I give that fellow, the

fust time he set foot in the house, when the express object oi

liis visit was to know how he could knock Iteligion over, and

floor the Established Church? Mrs. Sparsit, in point of high

connexions, you are on a level with the aristocracy, did I

say, or did I not say, to that fellow, 'you can't hide the truth

from me : you are not the kind of fellow I like
; you '11 come

to no good
'

?
"

"
Assuredly, sir," returned Mrs. Sparsit,

"
you did, in a

highly impressive manner, give him such an admonition."
" When he shocked 3

-

ou, ma'am/' said Bounderby ;

" when
he shocked your feelings ?

"

"
Yes, sir/' returned Mrs. Sparsit, with a meek shake of

her head,
" he certainly did so. Though I do not mean to

say but that my feelings may be weaker on such points
more foolish if the term is preferred than they might have

been, if I had always occupied my present position."
Mr. Bounderby stared with a bursting pride at Mr.

Harthouse, as much as to say,
"

I am the proprietor of this

female, and she *s worth your attention, I think." Then,
resumed his discourse.

" You can recall for yourself, Harthouse, what I said to him
when you saw him. I did'nt mince the matter with him. I

am never mealy with 'em. 1 KNOW 'em. Very well, sir.

Three days after that, he bolted. Went off, nobody knows
where : as my mother did in my infancy only with this

difference, that ho is a worse subject than my mother, if

possible. What did he do before he went ? What do you
say;

"
Mr. Bounderby, with his hat in his hand, gave a bent

ujHrn the crown at every lit! lo division of his sentences, as it it

a tamlwuirino;
" to his being seen night after night

watching tho Bank? to his lurking about there-- al'tn-

dark? To its sinking Mrs. Sparsit that ho could 1 <

lurking for no good To her calling Bit/er's attention to him.
and their Ixith taking notice of him And to its appearing on

inquiry to-day that ho was also noticed by the neighbours?"
Having come to the climax, Mr. Bounderby, like an orieutal

diineer. put his tambourine on his head.
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"
Suspicious," said James Harthouse, "certainly."

"
I think so, sir," said Bounderby, with a defiant nod. " 1

think so. But there are more of 'em in it. There 's an old

woman. One never hears of these things till the mischief's

done
;

all sorts of defects are found out in the stable door

after the horse is stolen
;
there 's an old woman turns up now.

A.n old woman who seems to have been flying into town on a

broomstick, every now and then. She watches the place A

whole day before this fellow begins, and on the night when

you saw him, she steals away with him, and holds a council

with him I suppose, to make her report on going off duty,
and be damned to her."

There was such a person in the room that night, and she

shrunk from observation, thought Louisa.

"This is not all of 'em, even as we already know 'em,"
said Bouuderby, with many nods of hidden meaning. "But
I have said enough for the present. You '11 have the good
ness to keep it quiet, and mention it to no one. It may take

time, but we shall have 'em. It 's policy to give 'ein line

enough, and there 's no objection to that."
" Of course, they will be punished with the utmost rigor of

the law, as notice-boards observe," replied John Hnrthouse.

"and serve them right. Fellows who go in for Banks must
take the consequences. If there were no consequences, we
should all go in for Banks." lie had gently taken Louisa's

parasol from her hand, and had put it up for her
;
and she

walked under its shade, though the sun did not shine there.
" For the present, Loo Bounderby," said her husband,

"here's Mrs. Sparsit to look after.. Mrs. Sparsit's nerves

have been acted upon by this business, and she '11 stay here a

day or two. So, make her comfortable."
" Thank you very much, sir," that discreet lady observed,

" but pray do not let My comfort be a consideration. Any
thing will do for Me."

It soon appeared that if Mrs. Sparsit had a failing in her

association with that domestic establishment, it was that she

was so excessively regardless of herself .and regardful of

others, as to be a nuisance. On being shown her chamber,
she was so dreadfully sensible of its comforts as to suggest
the inference that she would have preferred to pass the night
on the mangle in the laundry. True, the Powlers and the

Scudgorses were accustomed to splendor
" but it is my duty t>
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remember," Mrs. Sparsit was fond of observing with a lofty

grace : particularly when any of the domestics were present,
' that what I was, I am no longer. Indeed," said she,

"
if I

could altogether cancel the remembrance that Mr. Sparsit was

a Powier, or that I myself am related to the Scadgors family ;

or if I could even revoke the fact, and make myself a person
of common descent and ordinary connexions; I would gladly
do so. I should think it, under existing circumstances, right
to do so." The same Hermitical state of mind led to her

renunciation of made dishes and wines at dinner, until fairly

rommundod by Mr. Bounderby to take them
;
when she said,

" Indeed you are very good, sir;
" and departed from a reso

lution of which she had made rather formal and public

announcement, to
" wait for the simple mutton." She was

likewise deeply apologetic for wanting the salt; and, feeling

amiably bound to bear out Mr. Bounderby to the fullest extent

in the testimony he had born to her nerves, occasionally sat

back in her chair and silently wept ;
at which periods a tear

of large dimensions, like a crystal ear-ling, might be observed

(or rather, must be, for it insisted on public notice) sliding
down her Roman nose.

But Mrs. Sparsit's greatest point, first and last, was her

determination to pity Mr. Bounderby. There were occasions

when in looking at him she was involuntarily moved to shake

her head, as who would say,
" Alas poor Yorick !

"
After

allowing herself to be betrayed into these evidences of emotion,
she would force a lambent brightness, and would be fitfully

cheerful, and would say,
" You have still good spirits, sir, I

am thankful to find;" and would appear to hail it as a blessed

dispensation that Mr. Bounderby bore up as he did. One

idiosyncrasy for which she often apologised, she found it ex

cessively difficult to conquer. She had a curious propensity to

call Mrs. Bounderby
" Miss Gradgriud," and yielded to it some

three or four score times in the course of the evening. Her
ition of this mistake covered Mrs. Sparsit wr'th modest

confusion ; but indeed, she said, it seemed so natural to say
Miss Gradgrind : whereas, to persuade herself that the young
lady whom she had had the happiness of knowing from a child

could be really and truly Mrs. Bounderby, she found almost

impossible. It was a further singularity of this remarkable
that the more she thought about it, the more impossible

it appeared;
" the diifwmeee." she observed,

"
being such.."
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In tlie drawing-room after dinner, Mr. Bounderby tried tho

case of the robbeiy, examined the witnesses, made notes of

the evidence, found the suspected persons guilty, ar.d sentenced

them to the extreme punishment of the law. That done,
Bitzer was dismissed to town with instructions to recommend
Tom to como home by the mail-train.

When candles were -brought, Mrs. Sparsit murmured,
"Don't be low, sir. Pray let me see j-oU cheerful, sir, as I

used to do." Mr. Bounderby, upon whom these consolations

had begun to produce the effect of making him, in a bull-

headed blundering way, sentimental, sighed like some large
sea-animal. "

I cannot bear to see you so, sir," said Mrs.

Sparsit.
"
Try a hand at backgammon, sir, as you used to

do when I had the honour of living under your roof." "
I

haven't played backgammon, ma'am," said Mr. B^hmderby,
"since that time." "No, sir," said Mrs. Sparsit, soothingly,
"

I am aware that you have not. I remember that Miss

Gradgrind takes no interest in the game. But I shall be

happy, sir, if you will condescend."

They played near a window, opening on the garden. It was
a fine night : not moonlight, but sultry and fragrant. Louisa

and Mr. Harthouse strolled out into the garden, where their

voices could be heard in the stillness, though not what they
said. Mrs. Sparsit, from her place at the backgammon board,
was constantly straining her eyes to pierce the shadows

without. " What 's the matter, ma'am ?
"

said Mr. Boun

derby; "you don't see a Fire, do you?" "Oh dear no,

sir," returned Mrs. Sparsit,
"

I was thinking of the dew."
" What have you got to do with the dew, ma'am? "

said Mr.

Bounderby.
"

It 's not myself, sir," returned Mrs. Sparsit,
"

I am fearful of Miss Gradgrind's taking cold." " She

never takes cold," said Mr. Bounderby. "Really, sir?"

said Mrs. Sparsit. And was affected with a cough in her

throat.

When the time drew near for retiring, Mr. Bounderby took

a glass of water. "Oh, sir?" said Mrs. Sparsit. "Not

your shony warm, with lemon-peel and nutmeg ?
" " Why

I have got out of th^ habit of taking it now, ma'am," said

Mr. Bounderby. "The mere's the pity, sir," returned Mrs.

Sparsit; "you are losing all your good old habits. Cheer

up, sir ! If Miss Gradgrind will permit me, I will offer to

make it for jou, as I have often done."
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Miss Gradgrind readily permitting Mrs. Sparsit to do any

thing she pleased, that considerate lady made the beverage,

and handed it to Mr. Bounderby.
"

It will do you good, sir.

It will warm your heart. It is the sort of thing you want,

and ought to take, sir." And when Mr. Bounderby said

"Your health, ma'am!" she answered with great feeling.

"Thank you, sir. The same to you, and happiness also.'

Finally, she wished him good night, with great pathos ;
and

Mr. Bounderby went to bed, with a maudlin persuasion that

he had been crossed in something tender, though he could not,

for his life, have mentioned what it was.

Long after Louisa had undressed and lain down, she

watched and waited for her brother's coming home. That

could hardly be, she knew, until an hour past midnight ;
but

in the country silence, which did anything but calm the

trouble of her thoughts, time lagged wearily. At last, when
the darkness and stillness had seemed for hours to thicken one

another, she heard the bell at the gate. She felt as though
she would have been glad that it rang on until day-light ;

but

it ceased, and the circles of its hist sound spread out fainter

and wider in the air, and all was dead again.
She waited yet some quarter of an hour, as she judged.

Then she arose, put on a loose robe, and went out of her room
in the dark, and up the staircase to her brother's room. His

door being shut, she softly opened it and spoke to him,

approaching his bed with a noiseless step.

She kneeled down beside it, passed her arm over his neck,
and drew his face to hers. She knew that he only feigned to

be asleep, but she said nothing to him.

He started by and by as if he were just then awakened,
and asked who that was, and what was the matter ?

"
Tom, have you anything to tell me ? If ever you loved

me ia your life, and have anything concealed from every one

besides, tell it to me."
"

I don't know what you mean, Loo. You have been

dreaming."
" My dear brother :

"
she laid her head down on his pillow,

and her liair flowed over him as if she would hide him from
v one but herself: "is there nothing that you have to

tell me ? Is there nothing you can tell me if you will ? You
can tell me nothing that will change me. O Tom, tell me
the truth!"
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"
I don't know what you mean, Loo !

"

" As you lie here alone, my dear, in the melancholy night,
BO you must lie somewhere one night, when even I, if I ain

living then, shall have left you. As I am here beside yo\i,

barefoot unclothed, undistinguishable in darkness, so must I

lie' through all the night of my decay, until I am dust. In

the name of that time, Tom, tell me the truth now !

"

" What is it you want to know ?
"

<k You may be certain ;" in the energy of her love she took

him to her bosom as if he were a child
;

" that I will not

reproach you. You may be certain that I will be compas
sionate and true to you. You may be certain that I will save

you at whatever cost. O Tom, have you nothing to tell me ?

Whisper very softly. Say only
'

yes,' and I shall understand

you !

"

She turned her ear to his lips, but he remained doggedly
silent.

"Not a word, Tom?"
" How can I say Yes, or how can I say No, when I don't

know what you mean? Loo, you are a brave, kind girl,

worthy I begin to think of a better brother than I am. But

I have nothing more to say. Go to bed, go to bed."

"You are tired," she whispered presently, more in her

usual way.
"
Yes, I am quite tired out."

" You have been so hurried and disturbed to-day. Have

any fresh discoveries been made ?
"

"
Only those you have heard of, from him."

"
Tom, have you said to any one that we made a visit to

those people, and that we saw those three together ?
"

" No. Didn't you yourself particularly ask me to keep it

quiet, when you asked me to go there with you ?
"

" Yes. But I did not know then what was going to

happen."
" Nor I neither. How could I ?

"

He was very quick xipon her witli this retort.
"
Ought I to say, after what has happened," said his sister,

standing by the bed she had gradually withdrawn herself

and risen, "-that I made that visit ? Should I say so? Must

I say so ?
"

" Good Heavens, Loo," returned her brother,
"
you are not

in the habit of asking my advice. Say what you Like. Ii
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you keep it to yourself, I shall keep it to wyself. If yo.i dig-

it, there 's an end of it."

It was too dark for either to see the other's face; "but each

seemed very attentive, aud to consider before speaking.
"
Tom, do you believe the man I gave the inouey to, is

really implicated in this crime ?
"

"
I don't- know. I don't see why lie shouldn't be."

" He seemed to me an honest man."
" Another person may seem to you dishonest, and yet not

be so."

There was a pause, for he had hesitated and stopped.
" In short," resumed Tom, as if he had made up his mind,

"
if you come to that, perhaps I was so far from being

altogether in his favor, that I took him outside the door to tell

him quietly, that I thought he might consider himself very
well off to get such a windfall as he had got from my sister,

and that I hoped he would make good use of it. You
remember whether I took him out or not. I say nothing

against the man ; he may be a very good fellow, for anything
I know

;
I hope he is."

" Was he offended by what you said?"
"
No, he took it pretty well

;
he was civil enough. Where

are you, Loo ?
" He sat up in bed and kissed her. " Good

night, my dear, good night !

"

" You have nothing more to tell me ?
"

" No. What should I have ? You wouldn't have me tell

you a lie ?
"

"
I wouldn't have you do that to-night, Tom, of all the

nights in jour life
; many and much happier as I hope they

will be."
" Thank you, my dear Loo. I am so tired, that I am sure

I wonder I don't say anything to get to sleep. Go to bed, go
to bed."

Kissing her again, lie turned round, drew the coverlet over

liis head, and lay as still as if that time had come by which

she had adj'ired him. She stood for some time at the bodsido

l>eforo she slowly moved away. She stopped at the door,
looked back when she had opened it, and asked him if he had
called her? Hut he lay still, and she softly closed the door

and returned to her room.

Then the \\ icU-ln-d boy looked cautiously up and found IUT

pone, crept out i.f 1-t-d, fastoned his door, au;l threw himself
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upon his pillow again : tearing his hair, morosely crying,

grudgingly loving her, hatefully but impenitently spurning
himsolf, and no less hatefully and unprolitably spurning all

the good in the world.

CHAPTER IX.

HEARING THE LAST OF IT.

MRS. SPAHSTT, lying by to recover the tone of her nerves in

Mr. liounderby's retreat, kept such a sharp look-out, night
and day, under her Coriolanian eyebrows, that her 63-68, liko

a couple of lighthouses on an iron-bound coast, might have

warned all prudent mariners from that bold rock her Roman
nose and the dark and craggy region in its neighbourhood,
but for the placidity of her manner. Although it was hard

to believe that her retiring for the night could be anything
but a form, so severely wide awake were those classical eyes
of hers, and so impossible did it seem that her rigid nose

could yield to any relaxing influence, yet her manner of

sitting, smoothing her uncomfortable, not to say, gritty

mittens (they were constructed of a cool fabric like a meat-

safe), or of ambling to unknown places of destination with her

foot in her cotton stirrup, Avas so perfectly serene, that most

observers would have been constrained to suppose her a dove,

embodied by some freak of nature, in the earthly tabernaclo

of a bird of the hook-beaked order.

She was u most wonderful woman for prowling about the

house. How she got from story to story was a mystery

bo3'orid solution. A lady so decorous in herself, and so highly

connected, was not to be suspected of dropping over the

banisters or sliding down them, yet her extraordinary facility

of locomotion suggested the wild idea. Another noticeable

circumstance in Mrs. Sparsit was, that she was never hurried

She would shoot with consummate velocity from the roof to

the hall, yet would be in full possession of her breath ami

dignity on the moment of her arrival there. Neither was she

ever seen by human vision to go at a great pace.
SLe took very ki; diy lo Mr. Ilartliouse, and had. some
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conversation with him soon after her arrival. She

made him her stately curtsey in the garden, one morning
before breakfast.

"
It appears but yesterday, sir," said Mrs. Sparsit,

" that

I had the honor of receiving you at the Bank, when you wore

BO good as to wish to be made acquainted with Mr. Bouuderby's
address.

" An occasion, I am sure, not to be forgotten by myself in

the course of Ages," said Mr. Harthouse, inclining his head

to Mrs. Sparsit with the most indolent of all possible airs.

" We live in a singular world, sir," said Mrs. Sparsit.
"

I have had the honor, by a coincidence of which I am

proud, to have made a remark, similar in effect, though not

so epigramatically expressed."
" A singular world, I would say, sir," pursued Mrs. Sparsit ;

after acknowledging the compliment with a drooping of her

dark ej-ebrows, not altogether so mild in its expression as her

voice was in its dulcet tones
;

" as regards the intimacies we
form at one time, with individuals we were quite ignorant of,

at another. I recall, sir, that on that occasion you went

so far as to say you were actually apprehensive of Miss

Gradgrind."
" Your memory does me more honor than my insignificance

deserves. I availed myself of j'our obliging hints to correct

my timidity, and it is unnecessary to add that they were

perfectly accurate. Mrs. Sparsit's talent for in fact for any

thing requiring accuracy with a combination of strength of

mind and Family is too habitually developed to admit of

any question," He wag almost falling asleep over this com

pliment ;
it took hirn so~lo?lg^to get through, and his mind

wandered so much in the course of its execution.
" You found Miss Gradgrind ft really cannot call her Mrs.

Bounderby ;
it 's very absurd ofmo ^as youthful as I described

her ?
"
asked Mrs. Sparsit, sweetly. V

" You drew her portrait perfectlyi" said Mr. Ilarthouse.
" Presented her dead image."

"
Very engaging, sir," said Mrs. Sparsit, causing her

mittens slowly to revolve over one another.
"
Highly so."

"
It used to bo considered," said Mrs. Sparsit, "that Misn

Gradgrind was wanting in rurimation, but I confess Hhe

tip; ears to me cousidrniUy and strikingly improved in that
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respect. Ay, and indeed hero t* Mr. Bounderby !

"
cried Mrs.

Sparsit. nodding her head a great many times, as if she had
been talking and thinking of no one else.

" How do you
find yourself this morning, sir ? Pray let vis see you cheerful,

sir."

Now, these persistent assuagements of his misery, and

lightenings of his load, had by this time begun to have the

effect of making Mr. Bounderby softer than usual towards

Mrs. Sparsit, and harder than usual to most other people from

his wife downward. So, when Mrs. Sparsit said with forced

lightness of heart,
" You want your breakfast, sir, but I

daresay Miss Gradgrind will soon be here to preside at the

table," Mr. Bounderby replied,
" If I waited to be taken care

of by my wife, ma'am, I believe you know pretty well I should

wait till Doomsday, so I '11 trouble you to take charge of the

teapot." Mrs. Sparsit complied, and assumed her old position
at table.

This again made the excellent woman vastly sentimental.

She was so humble withal, that when Louisa appeared, she

rose, protesting she never could think of sitting in that place
under existing circumstances, often as she had had the honor

of making Mr. Bounderby's breakfast, before Mrs. Gradgrind
she begged pardon, she meant to say, Miss Bounderby

she hoped to be excused, but she really could not get it right

yet, though she trusted to become familiar with it by and by
had assumed her present position. It was only (she

observed) because Miss Gradgrind happened to be a little late,

and Mr. Bounderby's time.was so very precious, and she knew
it of old to be so essential that he should breakfast to the

moment, that she had taken the liberty of complying with his

request long as his will had been a law to her.
" There ! Stop where you are, ma'am," said Mr. Bounderby,

"stop where you are ! Mrs. Bounderby will be very glad to

be relieved of the trouble, I believe."
" Don't say that, sir," returned Mrs. Sparsit, almost with

severity, "because that is very unkind to Mrs. Bounderby.
And to be unkind is not to be you, sir."

' You may set your mind at rest, ma'am. You can take it

very quietly, can't you, Loo ?
"

said Mr. Bounderby, in a

blustering way to his wife.
" Of course. It is of no moment. Why should it be of

any importance \t me ?
"
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"Why should it be of any importance to any one, Mrs.

Sparsit, ma'nm ?
"

said Mr. Bounderby, swelling with a sense

of slight.
" You attach too much importance to these things,

ma'am. By George, you'll be corrupted in some of your
notions here. You are old fashioned, ma'am. You are

behind Tom Gradgrind's children's time."
" What is the matter with you ?

" asked Louisa, coldly

surprised.
" What has given you offence ?

"

" Offence !

"
repeated Bounderby.

" Do you suppose if

there was any offence given me, I shouldn't name it, and

request to have it corrected ? I am a straightforward man, I

believe. I don't go beating about for side-winds."
"

I suppose no one ever had occasion to think you too

diffident, or too delicate," Louisa answered him composedly :

"
I have never made that objection to you, either as a child or

as a woman. I don't understand what you would have."
" Have ?

"
returned Mr. Bounderby.

'

Nothing. Other

wise, don't you, Loo Bounderby, know thoroughly well that

I, Josiah Bounderby of Coketown, would have it ?
"

She looked at him, as he struck the table and made the

teacups ring, with a proud colour in her face that was a new

change, Mr. Harthouse thought. "You are incomprehensible
this morning," said Louisa. "

Pray take no further trouble

to explain yourself. I am not curious to know your meaning.
What does it matter !

"

Nothing more was said on this theme, and Mr. Harthouse

was soon idly gay on indifferent subjects. But from this day,
the Sparsit action upon Mr. Bounderby threw Louisa and

James Harthouse more together, and strengthened the dan

gerous alienation from her husband and confidence against
him with another, into which she had fallen bj- degrees so

fine that she could not retrace them if she tried. But, whether
she ever tried or no, lay hidden in her own closed heart.

Mrs. Sparsit was so much affected on this particular occa

sion, that, assisting Mr. Bounderby to his hat after breakfast,

and being then alone with him in the hall, she imprinted a

chaste kiss upon his hand, murmured "
My benefactor !

"
and

retired, overwhelmed with grief. Yet it is an indubital.lt;

fact, within the cognizance of this history, that five niinutcH

after he had left the house in the self-same hat, the saint-

descendant of the Si;i(l<.-;>rs"s and "iin>'xi.-n l.y matrimony <-f

the l'owltu-8 shook JUT right-luuid milieu at hi pom-tut.
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made a contemptuous grimace at that work of art, and said
" Serve you right, you Noodle, and I am glad of it !

"

Mr. Bounderby had not been long gone, when Bit/fsr

appeared. Bitzer had come down by train, shrieking and

rattling over the long line of arches that bestrode the wild

country of past and present coalpits, with an express from

Stone Lodge. It was a hasty note to inform Louisa, that

Mrs. Oiadgrind lay very ill. She had never been well within

her daughter's knowledge; but, she had declined within the

last few days, had continued sinking all through the night,
and was now as nearly dead, as her limited capacity of being
in any state that implied the ghost of an intention to get out

of it, allowed.

Accompanied by the lightest of porters, fit colourless servitor

at Death's door when Mrs. Gradgrind knocked, Louisa rumbled

to Coketown, over the coalpits past and present, and was wl dried

into its smoky jaws. She dismissed the messenger to his own

devices, and rode away to her old home.

She had seldom been there since her marriage. Her father

was usually sifting and sifting at his parliamentary cinder-

heap in London (without being observed to turn up many
precious articles among the rubbish), and was still hard at it

in the national dust-yard. Her mother had taken it rather

as a disturbance than otherwise, to be visited, as she reclined

upon her sofa
; young people, Louisa felt herself all unfit for ;

Sissy she had never softened to again, since the night when
the stroller's child had raised her eyes to look at Mr. Bouu-

derby's intended* wife. She had no inducements to go back

and had rarely gone.

Neither, as she approached her old home now, did any of

the best influences of old home descend upon her. The dreams

of childhood its airy fables; its graceful, beautiful, humane,

impossible adornments of the world beyond: so good to be

believed in once, so good to be remembered wheii outgrown,
for then the least among them rises to the stature of a great

Charity in the heart, suffering little children to come into the

midst of it, and to keep with their pure hands a garden in

(he stony ways of this world, wherein it were better for all

the children of Adam that they should ofteuer sun themselves,

siirplo ana trustful, and not worldly-wise what had she to

do with these ? Remembrances of how she had journeyed to

the little that she knew, by the enchanted roads of what
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and millions of innocent creatures hnd hoped and imagined ;

of how, first coming upon Reason through the tender light of

Fancy, she had seen it a beneficent god, deferring to gods as

profit as itself: not a grim Idol, cruel and cold, with its

victims bound hand to foot, and its big dumb shape set up
with a sightless stare, never to be moved by anything but so

many calculated tons of leverage what had she to do with

these ? Her remembrances of home and childhood were

remembrances of the drying up of every spring and fountain

in her yoxmg heart as it gushed out. The golden waters

wore not there. They were flowing for the fertilisation of the

laud where grapes are gathered from, thorns, and figs from

thistles.

Slio went, with a heavy, hardened kind of sorrow upon her,

into the house and into her mother's room. Since the time

of her leaving home, Sissy had lived with the rest of the

family on equal terms. Sissy was at her mother's side
;

and Jane, her sister, now ten or twelve years old, was iu

the room.

There was great trouble before it could be made known to

"Mrs. Gradgrind that her eldest child was there. She reclined,

propped up, from mere habit, on a couch : as nearly in her

old usual attitude, as anything so helpless could be kept in.

JSlie had positively refused to take to her bed; on the ground
that if she did, she would never hear the last of it.

H-r feeble voice sounded so far away in her bundle of

shawls, and the sound of another voice addressing her seemed

to take such a long time in getting down to her ears, that she

might have been lying at the bottom of a well. The poor

Iwly was nearer Truth than she ever had been : which had
much to do with it.

On being told that Mrs. Bounderby was there, she replied,
at cross-purposes, that she had never called him by that name
since he married Louisa

; that pending her choice of an

objectionable name, she had called him J
;
and that she could

not at present depart from that regulation, not being yet pro
vided with a permanent substitute. Louisa had sat by her

ii>r Mime minutes, and had spoken to her often, before she

arrived at a clear understanding who it was. She then

seemed to come to it all at once.
1

Well, my dear," p.iil Mrs. Gradgrind, "and I hope you
ar* g"iug on satisfactorily to yourself. It was aV your
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father's doing. He set his heart upon it. And he ought
to know."

"
I want to hear of yon, mother; not of myself."

"You want to hear of me, my dear? That's something
new, I am sure, when anybody wants to hear of me. Not at

all well, Louisa. Very faint and giddy."
" Are you in pain, dear mother ?

"

"
I think there 's a pain somewhere in the room," said Mrs.

Gradgrind,
" but I couldn't positively say that I have got it."

After this strange speech, she lay silent for some time.

Louisa, holding her hand, could feel no pulse ;
but kissing

it, could see a slight thin thread of life in fluttering motion.
" You very seldom see your sister," said Mrs. Gradgriud.

" She grows like you. I wish you would look at her. Sissy,

bring her here."

She was brought, and stood with her hand in her sister's.

Louisa had observed her with her arm round Sissy's neck,

and she felt the difference of this approach
" Do you see the likeness, Louisa?

"

"Yes, mother. I should think her like me. But"
" Eh ? Yes, T always say so," Mrs. Gradgrind cried, with

unexpected quickness.
" And that reminds me. I I want

to speak to you, my dear. Sissy my good girl, leave us alone a

minute."

Louisa had relinquished the hand : had thought that her

sister's was a better and brighter face than hers had ever

been : had seen in it, not without a rising feeling of resent

ment, even in that place and at that time, something of the

gentleness of the other face in the room
;
the sweet face Avith

the trusting eyes, made paler than watcliing and sympathy
made it, by the rich dark hair.

Left alone with her mother, Louisa saw her lying with an

awful lull upon her face, like one who was floating away

upon some great water, all resistance over, content to be

carried down the stream. She put the shadow of a hand U
her lips again, and recalled her.

" You were going to speak to me, mother."
" Eh ? Yes, to be sure, my dear. You know your father

is almost always away now, and therefore 1 must write to him

about it."
" About what, mother ? Don't be troubled. About what?"
" You must reiuemtar, my d^ar, that whenever I have
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anything, on any subject, I have never heard the last of it;

and consequently, that I have long left off saying anything-."
"

I can hear you, mother." But, it was only by dint of

bending down to her ear, and at the same time attentively

\\atcliiug the lips as they moved, that she could link such

faiut and broken sounds into any chain of connexion.
" You learnt a great deal, Louisa, and so did your brother.

Glories of all kinds from morning to night. If t'ere is any

Olngy left, of any description, that has not been w>rn to rags
in this house, all I can say ia, I hope 1 shall never hear its

name."
"

I can hear you, mother, when you have strength to go
on." This, to keep her from floating away.

" But there is something not an Ology at all that your
father has missed, or forgotten, Louisa. I don't know what it

is. I have often sat with Sissy near me, and thought about it.

I shall never get its name now. But your father may. It

makes me restless. I want to write to him, to find out for

God's sake, what it is. Give me a pen, give me a pen."
Even the power of restlessness was gone, except from the

poor head, which could just turn from side to side.

She fancied, however, that her request had been complied
with, and that the pen she could not have held was in

her hand. It matters little what figures of wonderful no-

meaning she began to trace upon her wrappers. The hand
soon stopped in the midst of them

;
the light that had always

been feeble and dim behind the weak transparency, went out
;

and even Mrs. Gradgrind, emerged from the shadow in which
man walketh and disquieteth himself in vain, took upon her

the dread solemnity of the sages, and patriarchs.

CHAPTER X.

irRS. 8PAR8IT8 STAIRCASE.

STABSIT'S nerves being slow to recover their tone,
the worthy woman made a stny of some weeks in duration at

Mr. IJounderby's retreat, where, notwithstanding her anchorito

turn of mind based 11^02 her beoomicur coiiHciousnees of her
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altered station, she resigned herself with noble fortitude to

lodging, us one may say, in clover, and feeding on the fat of

the land. During the whole term of this recess from the

guardianship of the Bank, Mrs. Sparsit was a pattern of con

sistency ; continuing to take such pity on Mr. Bounderby to

his face, as is rarely taken on man, and to call his portrait a

Noodle to its face, with the greatest acrimony and contempt.
Mr. Bounderby, having got it into his explosive composi

tion that Mrs. Sparsit was a highly superior woman to

perceive that he had that general cross upon liim in his

deserts (for he had not yet settled what it was), and further

that Louisa would have objected to her as a frequent visitor

if it had comported with his greatness that she should object
to anything he chose to do, resolved not to lose sight of

Mrs. Sparsit easily. So when her nerves were strung up to

the pitch of again consuming sweet-breads in solitude, he said

to her at the dinner-table, on the day before her departure,
' I tell you what, ma'am

; you shall come down here of a

Saturday, while the fine weather lasts, and stay till Monday."
To which Mrs. Sparsit returned, in effect, though not of tho

Mahomedan persuasion :
" To hear is to obey."

Now, Mrs. Sparsit was not a poetical woman ;
btit she took

an idea in the nature of an allegorical fancy, into her head.

Much watching of Louisa, and much consequent observation

of her impenetrable demeanor, which keenly whetted and

sharpened Mrs. Sparsit' s edge, must have given her as it were

a lift, in the way of inspiration. She erected in her mind a

mighty Staircase, with a dark pit of shame and ruin at the

bottom; and down those stairs, from day to day and hour to

hour, she saw Louisa coming.
It became the business of Mrs. Sparsit's life, to look up at

her staircase, and to watch Louisa coming down. Sometimes

slowly, sometimes quickly, sometimes several steps at one

bout, sometimes stopping, never turning back. If she had

once turned back, it might have been the death of Mrs.

Sparsit in spleen and grief.

She had been descending steadily, to the day, and on the

day, when Mr. Bounderby issued the weekly invitation

recorded above. Mrs. Sparsit was in good spirits, and inclined

to be conversational.

"And pray, sir," said she, "if I may venture to ask a

question appertaining
1 to any subject on which you show
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reserve which is indeed hardy in me, for I well know you
have a reasou for everything you do have you received

intelligence respecting the robbery ?
"

"Why, ma'am, no; not }-et. Under the circumstances, I

didn't expect it yet. Rome wasn't built in a day, ma'am."
"
Very true, sir," said Mrs. Sparsit, shaking her head.

'' Xor yet in a week, ma'am."

No, indeed, sir," returned Mrs. Sparsit, with a gentle

melancholy upon her.
" In a similar manner, ma'am," said Bounderby,

"
I can

wait, you know. If Romulus and Remus could wait, Josiah

Bounderby can wait. They were better off in their youth
than I was, however. They had a she- wolf for a nurse; 2

had only a she-wolf for a grandmother. She didn't give any
milk, ma'am

;
she gave bruises. She was a regular Alderney

at thitt."

" Ah !

"
Mrs. Sparsit sighed and shuddered.

"
No, ma'am," continued Bounderby,

"
I have not heard

anything more about it. It 's in hand, though ;
and young

Tom, who rather sticks to business at present something new
for him

;
he hadn't the schooling / had is helping. My

injunction is, Keep it quiet, and let it seem to blow over.

Do what you like under the rose, but don't give a sign of

what you're about; or half a hundred of 'em will combine

together and get this fellow who has bolted, out of reach for

good. Keep it quiet, and the thieves will grow in confidence

by little and little, and we shall have 'em."
"
Very sagacious indeed, sir," said Mrs. Sparsit.

"
Very

interesting. The old woman you mentioned, sir
"

" The old woman I mentioned, ma'am," said Bounderby,
cutting the matter short, as it was nothing to boast about,
"

5* not laid hold of; but, she may take her oath she will be,
if that is any satisfaction to her villanous old mind. In tho

mean time, ma'am, I am of opinion, if you ask me my opinion,
that the less she is talked atxmt, the better."

That same evening, Mrs. Sparsit, in her chamber window,
.: from her packing operations, looked towards ho*" groat

stain-use and saw Louisa still descending.
She sat by Mr. Harthouse, in an alcove in the garden, talk-

Ing very low, he stood leaning over her, as they whispered
togwther, and his face almost touched her hair. "

It' not

quit* !

"
said Mrs. Sparsit. straining her hawk's eyes to tho

VOL. n. o o
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utmost. Mrs. Sparsit was too distant to hear a word of their

discourse, or even to know that they were speaking
1

softly,

otherwise than from the expression of their figures j
but what

they said was this :

" You recollect the man, Mr. Harthouse?"
"
Oh, perfectly !

"

" His face, and his manner, and what he said ?"
"

Perfectly. And an infinitely dreary person he appeared
to mo to be. Lengthy and prosy in the extreme. It was

knowing to hold forth, in the humble-virtue school of eloquence ;

but, I assure you I thought at the time,
' My good fellow, you

are over-doing this !

' '

"
It lias been very difficult to me to think ill of that man."

"
My dear Louisa as Tom says." Which he never did say

" You know no good of the fellow ?
"

"
No, certainly."

" Nor of any other such person ?
"

" How can I," she returned, with more of her first manner
on her than he had lately seen,

" when I know nothing of

them, men or women ?
"

" My dear Louisa, then consent to receive the submissive

representation of 3*our devoted friend, who knows something
of several varieties of his excellent fellow-creatures for

excellent they are, I am quite ready to believe, in spite of

such little foibles as always helping themselves to what they
can get hold of. This fellow talks. Well

; every fellow

talks. He professes morality. Well
;

all sorts of humbugs
profess morality. From the House of Commons to the House
of Correction, there is a general profession of morality, except

among our people ;
it really is that exception which makes

our people quite reviving. You saw and heard the case.

Here was one of the fluffy classes pulled up extremely short

by my esteemed friend Mr. Bounderby who, as we know, is

not possessed of that delicacy which would soften so tight a

hand. The member of the fluffy classes was injured, exas

perated, left the house grumbling, met somebody who proposed
to him to go in for some share in this Bank business, went in,

put something in his pocket which had nothing in it before,

and relieved his mind extremely. Really he would have been

an uncommon, instead of a common, fellow, if he had not

availed himself of such an opportunity. Or he may have

originated it altogether, if ho lutd the cleverness."
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"
I almost fed as though it must be bad in mo,

'

returned

Louisa, after sitting
1

thoughtful awhile, "to l>e so ready to

agree with you, and to be so lightened in my heart by what

you sa}'."
"

I only say what is reasonable
; nothing worse. I have

talked it over with my friend Torn more than once of course

I remain on terms of perfect confidence with Tom and ho

is quite of my opinion, and I am quite of his. Will you
walk ?

"

They strolled away, among the lanes beginning to bo

indistinet in the twilight she leaning on his arm and she

little thought how she was going down, down, down, Mrs.

Spursit's staircase.

Night and day, Mrs. Sparsit kept it standing. When
Louisa had arrived at the bottom and disappeared in the gulf,

it might fall in upon her if it would ; but, until then, there it

was to be, a Building, before Mrs. Sparsit's eyes. And there

Louisa always was, upon it. And always gliding down, down,
down !

Mrs. Sparsit saw James Ilarthouse come and go ;
she heard

of him here and there
;
she saw the changes of the face he had

studied; she, too, remarked to a nicety how and when it

clouded, how and when it cleared ;
she kept her black eyes

wide o]>en, with no touch of pity, with no touch of compunc
tion, all absorbed in interest. In the interest of seeing her,

over drawing, with no hand to stay her, nearer and nearer to

the bottom of this new Giants' Staircase.

With all her deference for Mr. Bounderby a contradistin

guished from liis portrait, Mrs. Sparsit had not the smallest

intention of interrupting the descent. Eager to see it accom

plished, and yet patient, eho waited for the lust fall, as for the

ripeness and fulness of the harvest of her hopes. Hushed in

expectancy, she kept her wary gaze upon the stairs; and
hel>l<>m HO much as darkly shook her right mitten (with her

list in it), at the figure coming down.
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LOWER AND LOWER.

THE figure descended the great stairs, steadily, steadily j

always verging, like a weight in deep water, to the black gulf
at the bottom.

Mr. Gradgrind, apprised of his wife's decease, made an expe
dition from London, and buried her in a business-like manner,
lie then returned with promptitude to the national cinder-heap,
and resumed his sifting for the odds and ends he wanted, and

his throwing of the dust about into the eyes of other people
who wanted other odds and ends in fact resumed his parlia

mentary duties.

In the meantime, Mrs. Sparsit kept unwinking watch and

ward. Separated from her staircase, all the week, by the length
of iron road dividing Coketown from the country-house, she

yet maintained her cat-like observation of Louisa, through her

husband, through her brother, through James Harthouse,

through the outsides of letters and packets, through everything
animate and inanimate that at any time went near the stairs.

" Your foot on the last step, my lady," said Mrs. Sparsit,

apostrophising the descending figure, with the aid of her

threatening mitten,
" and all your art shall never blind me."

Art or nature though, the original stock of Louisa's cha

racter or the graft of circumstances upon it, her curious

reserve did baffle, while it stimulated, one as sagacious as

Mrs. Sparsit. There were times when Mr. James Harthouso

was not sure of her. There were times when he could not

road the face he had studied so long ;
and when this lonely

girl was a greater mystery to him, than any woman of the

\vorld with a ring of satellites to help her.

So the time went on
;
until it happened that Mr. Bounderby

was called away from home by business which required his

presence elsewhere, for three or four days. It was on a

Friday that he intimated this to Mrs. Sparsit at the Bank,

adding: "But you'll go down to-morrow, ma'am, all the

same. You '11 go down just as if I was there. It will make

no difference to you."
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"
Pray, sir," returned Mrs. Sparsit, reproachfully,

"
let TOH

bog you not to say that. Your absence will make a vast

iliti'ererice to me, sir, as I think you very well know."
"
Well, ma'am, then you must get on in my absence as

well as you can," said Bounderby, not displeased.

"Mr. Bounderby," retorted Mrs. Sparsit, "your will is to

me a law, sir; otherwise, it might be my inclination to

dispute your kind commands, not feeling sure that it will be

quite so agreeable to Miss Gradgrind to receive me, as it ever

is to your own munificent hospitality. But you shall say no

more, sir. I will go, upon your invitation."
"
Why, when I invite you to my house, ma'am," said Bouu-

derby, opening his eyes,
" I should hope you want uo other

invitation."

"No, indeed, sir," returned Mrs. Sparsit, "I should hope
not. Say no more, sir. I would, sir, I could see you gay
again."

" What do you mean, ma'am ?
"

blustered Bounderby.
"Sir," rejoined Mrs. Sparsit, "there was wont to be an

elasticity in you which I sadly miss. Be buoyant, sir !

"

Mr. Bounderby, under the influence of this difficult adju

ration, backed up by her compassionate eye, could only scratch

his head in a feeble and ridiculous manner, and afterwards

assert himself at a distance, by being heard to bully the small

fry of business all the morning.
"
Bitzer," said Mrs. Sparsit that afternoon, when her

jatron was gone on his journey, and the Bunk was closing,
"
present my compliments to young Mr. Thomas, and ask him

if he would step up and partake of a lamb chop and walnut

ketchup, with a glass of India ale ?
"

Young Mr. Thomas

being usually ready for anything in that way, returned a

grucious answer, and followed on its heels. " Mr. Thomas,"
said Mrs. Sparsit,

" these plain viands being on table, I

thought you might be tempted."
"
Thank'ee, Mrs. Spar*it,"

tuiid the whelp. And gloomily fell to.

1 1<>\\ is Mr. Harthouse, Mr. Tom?" asked Mrs. Sparsit.
"
Oh, he 's all right," said Tom.

" Where may he be at present ?
"
Mrs. Sparsit asked in n

light conversational manner, after mentally devoting the

whelp to tin- Furies for being so uncommunicative.
"

lie is shooting in Yorkshire," said Tom. " Scut Loo a
basket hulf us big as a church, yesterday.'
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"Tho kind of gentleman, now," said Mrs. Sparsit, sweetly,
" whom one might wager to be a good shot !

"

"
Crack," said Tom.

lie had long been a down-looking young fellow, but this

characteristic had so increased of late, that he never raised

his eyes to any face for three seconds together. Mrs. Sparsit

consequently had ample means of watching his looks, if she

were so inclined.
" Mr. Harthouse is a great favourite of mine," said Mrs.

Sparsit,
" as indeed he is of most people. May we expect

to see him again shortly, Mr. Tom ?
"

"
Why, I expect to see him to-morrow," returned the

whelp.
" Good news !

"
cried Mrs. Sparsit, blandly.

"
I have got an appointment with him to meet him in the

evening at the station here," said Tom,
" and I am going to

dine with him afterwards, I believe. lie is not coming down
to the country house for a week or so, being due somewhere
else. At least, he says so

;
but I shouldn't wonder if he was

to stop here over Sunday, and stray that way."
" Which reminds me !

"
said Mrs. Sparsit.

" Would you
remember a message to your sister, Mr. Tom, if I uvas to

charge you with one?"
"Well? I'll try," returned the reluctant whelp, "if it

isn't a long un."

"It is merely my respectful compliments," said Mrs.

Sparsit,
" and I fear I may not trouble her with my society

this week
; being still a little nervous, and better perhaps by

my poor self."

'"Oh! If that's all," observed Tom, "it wouldn't much

matter, even if I was to forget it, for Loo 's not likely to think

of you unless she sees you."

Having paid for his entertainment with this agreeable

compliment, lie relapsed into a hangdog silence until there

was no more India ale left, when he said,
"
Well, Mrs.

Sparsit, I must be off!
" and went otf.

Next day, Saturday, Mrs. Sparsit sat at her window all day

long : looking at the customers coming in and out, watching
the postmen, keeping an eye on the general traffic of tho

street, revolving many tilings in her mind, but, above all,

keeping her attention on her staircase. The evening come,

she put on her bonnet and shawl, and wen*; quietly out:
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having her reasons for hoveling in a furtive way about the

station by which a passenger would arrive from Yorkshire,

and for preferring to peep into it round pillars and corners,

and out of ladies' waitiug-rooui windows, to appearing in its

precincts openly.
Torn was in attendance, and loitered about until the

expected train came in. It brought no Mr. llarthouse. Tom
waited until the crowd had dispersed, and the bustle waw

over
;
and then referred to a posted list of trains, and took

counsel with porters. That done, he strolled away idly,

stopping in the street and looking up it and down it, and

lifting his hat off and putting it on again, and yawning and

stretching himself, and exhibiting all the S3
r

mptoms of mortal

weariness to be expected in one who had still to \vait until the

next train should come in, an hour and forty minutes hence.
" This is a device to keep him out of the way," said Mrs.

Sparsit, starting from the dull office window whence she had

wah-hed him last.
" llarthouse is witli his sister now !

"

It was tbo conception of an inspired moment, and she shot

off with her utmost swiftness to work it out. The station for

the country house was at the opposite end of the town, the

time was short, the road not easy ;
but she was so quick in

pouncing on a disengaged coach, so quick in darting out of it,

producing her money, seizing her ticket, and diving into the

train, that she was borne along the arches spanning the land

of coal-pits past and present, as if she had been caught up in

a cloud and whirled away.
All the journey, immovable in the air though never left

behind ; plain to the dark eyes of her mind, as the electric

wires which ruled a colossal strip of music-paper out of tho

evening sky, were plain to the dark eyes of her body ;
Mrs.

Spar.sit saw her staircase, with the figure coming down. Very
in ;;r the bottom now. Upon the brink of the abyss.
An overcast September evening, just at nightfall, saw

beneath its drooping eyelid Mrs. Sparsit glide out of her

carriage, pass down the wooden steps of the little station into

a stony road, cross it into a green lane, and become hidden in

a summer growth of leaves and branches. One or two late

birds sleepily chirping in their nests, and A bat heavily crossing
and recrossing her, and the re*-k of her own tread in the thick

dust that felt like velvet, w>iv all Mrs. Sparsit heard or saw
until she very M.i't'y clusd a gate.
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She wont up to the house, keeping within the shrubbery
and wont round it, peeping between the leaves at the lower

windows. Most of them were open, as they usually were in

such warm weather, but there were no lights yet, and all was
silent. She tried the garden with no better effect. Sho

thought of the wood, and stole towarjis^itpheedless of long

grass and briers : of worms, sjaeils, and slugs, attd all the

creeping things that be. "\Vith her dark eyes and beKjlook
nose warily in advance of her, Mrs. Sparsit softly crushed her

way through the thick undergrowth, so intent upon her object
that she probably would have done no less, if the wood had
been a wood of adders.

Hark !

The smaller birds might have tumbled out of their nests,

fascinated by the glittering of Mrs. Sparsit' s eyes in tho

gloom, as she stopped/and listened.

Low voices close , at hand. His voice and hers. Tho

appointment was a device to keep the brother away ! There

they were yonder, by the felled tree.

Bending low amcfug the dewy grass, Mrs. Sparsit advanced

closer to them. She drew herself up, and stood behind a tree,

like .Robinson Crusoe in his ambuscade against the savages ;

so near to them that at a spring, and that no great one, she

could have touched them both. He Avas there secretly, and

had not shown himself at the house. He had come on horse

back, and (inust have passed tnrougn tne neighbouring fields;

for his horse was tied to the meadow side of the fence, within

a few paces.
" My dearest love," said he, ^what could I do ? Knowing

you were alone, was it possible thatJ could stay away ?
"

" You may hang your head, to make^yourself the more

attractive
;
1 don't know what they see in you when you hold

it up," thought Mrs. Sparsit; "but you little think, my
dearest love, whose eyes are on you \

"

That she hung her head, was certain. She urged him to

go away, she commanded him to go away ;
but she neither

turned her face to him, nor raised it. Yet it was remarkable

that she sat as still as ever the amiable woman in ambusi-ade

had seen her sit, at any period in her life. Her hands rested

in one another, like the hands of a statue
;
and even her

manner of speaking was not hurried.

"My dear child," said Harthouse; Mrs. Sparsit saw with
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delight that his arm embraced her;
" will you not boar with

my society for a little whila ?
"

'"Not here."

"Where, Louisa?"
" Not liere."
" But we have so little time to make so much of, and I

have come so far, and am altogether so devoted, and distracted.

There never was a slave at once so devoted and ill-used by his

in i.- tress. To look for your sunny welcome that has wanned
inu into life, and to bo received in your frozen maunefj is

ht'iirt-reiidiug."
" Am I to say again, that I must be left to myself here ?

"

" But we must meet, my dear Louisa. Where shall we
meet ?

"

They both started. The listener started, guiltily, too
;
for

she thought there was another listener among the trees. It

was only rain, beginning to fall fast, in heavy diops.
" Shall I ride up to the house a few minutes hence, inno

cently supposing that its master is at home and will bo

charmed to receive me ?"
"No!"
" Your cruel commands are implicitly to be obeyed; though

I am the most unfortunate fello.w in the world, I believe, to

have been insensible to all other women, and to have fallen

prostrate at last under the foot of the most beautiful, and the

most engaging, and the most imperious. My dearest Louisa,
I cannot go myself, or let you go, in this hard abuse of your

power."
Mrs. Sparsit saw him detain her with his encircling arm,

and hoard him then and there, within her (Mrs. Sparsit's)

greedy hearing, tell her how he loved her, and how she was
the stake for which he ardently desired to play away all that

he had in life. The objects he had lately pursued, turned

worthless beside her
;
such success as was almost in his grasp,

he flung away from him like the dirt it was, compared with

her. Its pursuit, nevertheless, if it kept him near her, or its

renunciation if it took him from her, or flight if she sluii.vl

it. or secrecy if she commanded it, or any fate, or every fate,

nil was alike to him, so that she was true to him, the man
who had seen how cast away she was, whom she had iuspiml
at their first meeting with an admiration, an interest, of which
hu had thought himself incapable, whom she hod received iuto
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her confidence, who was devoted to her and adored her. All

this, arid more, in his hurry, and in hers, in the whirl of her

own gratified malice, in the dread of being discovered, in the

rapidly increasing noise of heavy rain among the leaves, and
a thunder-storm rolling up Mrs. Sparsit received into her

mind, set off with such an unavoidable halo of confusion and

indistinctness, that when at length he climbed the fence and
led his horse away, she was not sure where they were to

meet, or when, except that they had said it was to be that

night.
But one of them }-et remained in the darkness before her

and while she tracked that one she must be right.
"
Oh, m;

dearest love," thought Mrs. Sparsit, "you little think ho

well attended you are !

"

Mrs. Sparsit saw her out of the wood, and saw her ente:

the house. What to do next ? It rained now, in a sheet of

water. Mrs. Sparsit' s white stockings were of many colors,

green predominating ; prickly things were in her shoes
;
cater

pillars slung themselves, in hammocks of their own making,
from various pails of her dress; rills ran from her bonnet, and

her Roman nose. In such condition, Mrs. Sparsit stood hidde

in the density of the shrubbery, considering what next ?

Lo, Louisa coming out of the house ! Hastily cloaked a

muffled, and stealing away. She elopes ! She falls from th

lowermost stair, and is swallowed up in the gulf!
Indifferent to the rain, and moving with a quick dete

mined step, she struck into a side-path parallel with the rid<

Mrs. Sparsit followed in the shadow of the trees, at but

short distance
;

for it was not easy to keep a figure in vie

going quickly through the umbrageous darkness.

When she stopped to close the side-gate without nois

Mrs. Sparsit stopped. When she went on, Mrs. Sparsit we

on. She went by the way Mrs. Sparsit had come, emer

from the green lane, crossed the stony road, and ascended th

wooden steps to the railroad. A train for Coketown wo
come through presently, Mrs. Sparsit knew; so she unders

Coketown to be her first place of destination.

In Mrs. Sparsit's limp and streaming state, no extensi

precautions were necessary to change her usual appearance

but, she stopped under the lee of the station wall, tumbl

hor shawl into a new shape, and put it on over her bonnet

Ho disguised, she had no feur of being recognised when sh
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foil .wed up the railroad stops, and paid her money in th

small office. Ix)uisa sat waiting
1 in a corner. Mrs. Sparsit

(.at waiting
1 in another corner. Both listened to the thunder,

which was loud, and to the rain, as it washed off the roof,

and pattered on the parapets of the arches. Two or throe

lamps were rained out and blown out ; so, both saw the

lightning to advantage as it quivered and zig-zagged on tho

iron tracks.

The seizure of the station with a fit of trembling, gradually

deepening to a complaint of the heart, announced the train.

Fire and steam, and smoke, and red light ;
a hiss, a crash,

a bell, and a shriek; Louisa put into one carriage, Mrs.

Spin-sit put into another-, the little station a desert speck in

the thunder-storm.

Though her teeth chattered in her head from wet and cold,

Mrs. Spursit exulted hugely. The figure had plunged down
the precipice, and she felt herself, as it were, attending on
the body. Could she, who had been so active in the getting

up of the funeral triumph, do less than exult ?
" She will

be at Coketown long before him," thought Mrs. Sparsit,
"
though his horse is never so good. Where will she wait

for him? And where will they go together? Patience.

We shall see."

The tremendous rain occasioned infinite confusion, when
the train stopped at its destination. Gutters and pipes had

burst, drains had ovenlowed, and streets were under water.

In the first instant of alighting
1

. Mrs. Sparsit turned her

.ted eyes towards the waiting coaches, which were in

great request.
" She will get into one," she considered,

" and
will be away before I can follow in another. At all risks of

being run over, I must see the number, and hear the order

given to the coachman."

But, Mrs. Sparsit was wrong in her calculation. Louisa

got into no coach, and was already gone. The black eyes

kept upon the railroad-carriage in which she had travelled,

settled upon it a moment too late. Tho door not being
oix'iied alter several minutes, Mrs. Sparsit passed it and

-sod it, saw nothing, looked in, and found it empty,
through ami through : with her feet squelching and

mjiiashiiig in her shoes whenever she moved ; with a rash of
ruin upon her classical virago; with a bonnet like an over

ripe li
;
with ;dl her clothes spoiled with damp impressions
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of every button, string, and hook-and-eye she w >re, printed
off upon her highly connected Lack

; with a stagnant verdure

on her general exterior, snch as accumulates on an old park
fence in a mouldy lane ; Mrs. Sparsit had no resource but to

burst into tears of bitterness and say,
"

I have lost her !

"

CHAPTER XII.

THE national dustmen, after entertaining one another with

a great many noisy little fights among themselves, had dis

persed for the present, and Mr. Gradgrind was at home for

the vacation.

Ho sat writing in the room with the deadly statistical clock,

proving something no doubt probaby, in the main, that the

Good Samaritan was a Bad Economist. The noise of the

rain did not disturb him much
;
but it attracted his attention

sufficiently to make him raise his head sometimes, as if he

were rather remonstrating with the elements. When it

thundered very loudly, he glanced towards Coketown, having
it in his mind that some of the tall chimneys might be struck

by lightning.
The thunder was rolling into distance, and the rain was

pouring down like a deluge, when the door of his room

opened. He looked round the lamp upon his table, and saw,

with amazement, his eldest daughter.
" Louisa !

"

"
Father, I want to speak to you."

" What is the matter ? How strange you look ! And good

Heaven," said Mr. Gradgrind, wondering more :ind more,

"have you come here exposed to this storm ?
"

She put her hands to her dress, as if she hardly knetf
" Yes." Then she uncovered her head, and letting her cloak

and hood fall where they might, stood looking at hiip : so

colorless, so dishevelled, so defiant and despairing, that

was afraid of her.
" What is it? I conjure you, Louisa, tell me what is the

matter."
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Sho dropped into a chair before him, and put her cold hand

en his arm.
"
Father, you have trained me from my cradle ?

"' *

"
Yes, Louisa."

"
I curse the hour in which I was born to such a destiny."

He looked at her in doubt and dread, vacantly repeating :

" Curse tho hour ? Curse the hour ?
' '

" How could you give me life, and take from me all the

inappreciable things that raise it from the state of conscious

death ? Where are the graces of my soul ? Where are the

/ sentiments of my heart ? What have you done, O father,

what have you done, with the garden that should have

bloomed once, in this great wilderness hero !

"

She struck herself with both her hands upon her bosom.
" If it had ever been here, its ashes alone would save me

from the void in which my whole life sinks. I did not mean
to say this

; but, father, you remember the last time we
conversed in this room ?

"

He had been so wholly unprepared for what he heard now,
that it was with difficulty he answered,

"
Yes, Louisa."

" What has risen to my lips now, would have risen to my
lips then, if you had given me a moment's help. I don't

reproach you, father. What you have never nurtured in me,

you have never nurtured in yourself; but O ! if you had only
done so long ago, or if you had only neglected me, what a

much better and much happier creature I snould have been

this day !

"

On hearing this, after all his care, he bowed his head upon
his hand and groaned aloud.

"
Father, if you had known, when we were last together

here, what even I feared while I strove against it as it has

been my task from infancy to strive against every natural

^prompting that has arisen in my heart; if you had known
, that thtre lingered in my breast, sensibilities, affections, weuk-
f nesses capable of being cherished into strength, defying all

tho calculations ever made by man, and no more known to his

arithmetic than his Creator is, would you have given me to

the husband whom I am now sure that I hate ?
"

He said,
" No. No, my poor rhild."

" Would you have doomed me, at any time, to the frost

and blight that have hardened and spoilt*! me? Would you
hav robbed ino foi no one's enrichment only for the
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greater desolation of this world of the immaterial part to

my life, the spring and summer of my belief, my refugo from

\fhat is sordid and bad in the real things around me, my
school in which I should have learned to be more humble and
more trusting with, them, and to hope in my little sphere to

make them better ?
"

" O no, no. No, Louisa."
"
Yet, father, if I had been stone blind

;
if I had groped

my way by my sense of touch, and had been free, while I

knew the shapes and surfaces of things, to exercise my fancy

somewhat, in regard to them
;

I should have been a million

times wiser, happier, more loving, more contented, more
innocent and human in all good respects, than I am with the

eyes I have. Now, hear what I have come to say."
He moved, to support her with his arm. She rising as he

did so, they stood close together : she, with a hand upon his

shoulder, looking fixedly in his face.
" With a hunger and thirst upon me, father, which have

never been for a moment appeased ;
with an ardent impulse

towards some region where rules, and figures, and definitions

were not quite absolute
;

I have grown up, battling every
inch of my way."

"
I never knew you were unhappy, my child."

"
Father, I always knew it. In this strife I have almost

repulsed and crushed my better angel into a demon. What
I have learned has left me doubting, misbelieving, despising,

regretting, what I have not learned
;
and my dismal resource

has been to think that life would soon go by, and that nothing
in it could be worth the pain and trouble of a contest."

"And you so young, Louisa !

" he said with pity.
" And I so young. In this condition, father for I show

you now, without fear or favor, the ordinary deadened state

of my mind as I know it you proposed my husband to me.

I took him. I never made a pretence to him or you that 1

loved him. I knew, and, father, you knew, and he knew,
that I never did. I was not wholly indifferent, for I had a

hope of being pleasant and useful to Tom. I made that wild

escape into something visionary, and have slowly found out

how wild it was. But Tom had been the subject of all the

little tenderness of my life
; perhaps he became so because I

knew so well how to pity him. It matters little now, ext

as it may dispose you to think more leniently of his errors."
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AJJ licr fntli* r held lier in his arras, she put her other hand

upon his other shoulder, mid still looking fixedly in his face,

Went mi.
" When I was irrevocably man-led, there rose up into ro-

:i against the tie, the old strife, made fiercer by all those

s of disparity which arise out of our two individual

natures, and which no general laws shall ever rule or state for

me, father, until they shall be able to direct the anatomist

where to strike his knife into the secrets of my soul."

"Louisa!" ho said, and said impl6ringly; for he well

remembered what had passed between, them in their former

interview.

"I do not reproach you, father, I make no complaint. I

am here witli another object."
" What can I do, child? Ask me what you will."
"

I am coming to it. Father, chance then threw into my
way u new acquaintance; a man such as I had had no experi
ence of; used to the world; light, polished, easy; making nc

pretences; avowing the low estimate of everything, that I waa

half afraid to form in secret
; conveying to me almost imme

diately, though I don't know how or by what degrees, that he

understood me, and read my thoughts. I could not find that

ho was worse than I. There seemed to bo a near affinity

between us. I only wondered it should be worth his while,
who cared for nothing else, to care so much for me."

" For you, Louisej"
Her father might instinctively have loosened his hold, but

that he felt her strength departing from her, and sa\v a wild

dilating fire in the eyes steadfastly regarding him.

"I say nothing of his plea for claiming my confidence. It

matters very little how he gained it. Father, he did gain it.

What you know of the story of my marriage, he soon knew,

just as well."

Her father's face was ashy white, and lie held her in both

his arms.
'*

I have done no worse, I liave not disgraced you. But if

you auk me whether I have loved him, or do love him, I tell

you plainly, father, that it may be so. I don't know !

"

She took her hands suddenly from his shoulders and pressed
them lioth. up; MI her side

;
while in her l'a< e. not like itself

and in her li-uro, dra\\n nj>. resolute to finish by a hist effort

whid she had to say- the it-dings long suppressed broke locao
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" This night, my husband being away, he has been with

me, declaring himself my lover. This minute he expects mi),

for I could release myself of his presence by no other means.

I do not know that I am sorry, I do not know that I am
ashamed, I do not know that I am degraded in my own
esteem. All that I know is, your philosophy and your teach

ing will not save me. Now, father, you have brought me to

this. Save me by some other means !

"

He tightened his hold in time to prevent her sinking on

the floor, but she cried out in a terrible voice,
"

I shall die if

you hold me ! Let me fall upon the ground !

" And lie had

her down there, and saw the pride of his heart and the

triumph of his system, lying, an insensible heap, at his feet.

OF THB SECOND BOO3U



BOOK THE
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CHAPTER I.

ANOTHER TIIINO NBIDFCb

Lor ISA awoke from a torpor, and her eyos languidly opened
on her old bed at home, and her old room. It seemed, at

first, as if all that had happened since the days when these

objects were familiar to her were the shadows of a dream
;

but gradually, as the objects became more real to her sight,

the events became more real to her mind.

She could scarcely move her head for pain and heaviness,

her eyes were strained and sore, and she was very weak. A
curious passive inattention had such possession of her, that

the presence of her little sister in the room did not attract her

notice for some time. Even when their eyes had met, and

her sister had approached the bed, Louisa lay for minutes

looking at lior in silence, and suffering her timidly to hold her

passive hand, before she asked :

" When was I brought to this roomr '

" Last night, Louisa."
" Who brought me here ?

"

"
Sissy, I believe."

" Why do you t>elieve so? "

" Because I found her here this morning. She didn't

come to my bedside to wake me, as sho always does
;
and I

fcvnt to look for her. She was not in her own room either
;

and I went looking for her all over the house, until I found

her here, taking care of you and cooling your head. Will

you sH3 futhor ? Sissy stud I was to tell him -when yor

. 1L tO
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" What a beaming face you have, Jane !

"
said Louisa, as

her young sister timidly still bent down to kiss her.
" Have I ? I am very glad you tliink so. I am sure it

must be Sissy's doing."
The arm Louisa had begun to twine about her neck, un

bent itself.
" You can tell father, if you will." Then, stay

ing her a moment, she said,
"

It was you who made my room
so cheerful, and gavo it this look of welcome ?

"

" Oh no, Louisa, it was done before I came.. It was
Louisa turned upon her pillow, and heard no more. When

her sister had withdrawn, she turned her head back again,
and lay with her face towards the door, until it opened and

her father entered.

He had a jaded anxious look upon him, and his hand,

usually steady, trembled in hers. He sat down at the side of

the bed, tenderly asking how she was, and dwelling on the

necessity of her keeping very quiet after her agitation and

exposure to the weather last night. He spoke in a subdued
and troubled voice, very different from his usual dictatorial

manner
;
and was often at a loss for words.

" My dear Louisa. My poor daughter." He was so much
at a loss at that place, that he stopped altogether. He tried

again.
" My unfortunate child." The place was so difficult to get

over, that he tried again.
"

It would be hopeless for me, Louisa, to endeavour to tell

you how overwhelmed I have been, and still am, by what

broke upon me last night. The ground on which I stand has

ceased to be solid under my feet. The only support on which

I leaned, and the strength of which it seemed and still does

seem, impossible to question, has given way in an instant. I

am stunned by these discoveries. I have no selfish meaning
in what I say ;

but I find the shock of what broke upon me
last night, to be very heavy indeed."

She could give him no comfort herein. She had suffered

the wreck of her whole life upon the rock.
"

I will not say, Louisa, that if you had by any happy
chance undeceived me some time ago, it would have boon

better for us both
;
better for your peace, and better for mine.

For I am sensible that it may not have been a part of my
fystcm to invite any confidence of that kind. I have proved

my my system to inys<;lf, and I have rigidly administered it ;
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nnd I must bear th; responsibility of its failure* I only

entreat you to believe, my favorite child, that I have meant to

do right.
"

He said it earnestly, and to do him justice he had. In

gauging fathomless deeps with his little mean excise-rod, and

in staggering over the universe with his rusty stiff-legged

compasses, he had meant to do great things. Within the

limits of his short tether he had tumbled about, annihilating
the flowers of "existence with greater singleness of purpose
than many of the blatant personages whose company he kept.

"
I am well assured of what you say, father. I know I

have l>een your favorite child. I know you have intended to

mak me happy. I have never blamed you, and I never

shall."

Ho took her outstretched hand, and retained it in his.
"
My dear, I have remained all night at my table, pondering

ncrain and again on what has so painfully passed between us.

When I consider your character
;
when I consider that what

has been known to me for hours, has been concealed by you
for years ;

when I consider under what immediate pressure it

lias been forced from you at last
;

I come to the conclusion

that I cannot but mistrust myself."
He might have added more than all, when he saw the face

now looking at him. He did add it in effect, perhaps, as he

softly moved her scattered hair from her forehead with his

hand. Such little actions, slight in another man, were very
noticeable in him ; and his daughter received them aa if they
had been words of contrition.

"
But," said Mr. Gradgrind, slowly, and with hesitation,

as well aa with a wretched sense of helplessness,
"

if I see

reason to mistrust myself for the past, Louisa, I should also

mistrust myself for the present and the future. To speak

unreservedly to you, I do. I am far from feeling convinced

now, however differently I might have felt only this time
: day, that I am tit for the trust you repose in me

;
that

I know how to resj.ond to the appeal you have come home to

make to me; that I have the right instinct supposing it for

the moment to to some quality of that nature how to help

you, and to set y.m riirlit, my child."

She had turned upon her pillow, and lay with her face

upon h^r arm. > thai lie cmiM not WP it. All her wilduess

had sul midcd ; but, though softened, she tnv
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aot in tears. Her father was changed in nothing so much as

in the respect that he would have been glad to see her in.

tears.

"Some persons hold," he pursued, still hesitating, "that
there is a wisdom of the Head, and that there is a wisdom of

the Heart. I have not supposed so
; but, as I have said, I

mistrust myself now. I have supposed the Head to be all-

sufficient. It may not be all-sufficient
;
how can I venture,

this morning to say it is! If that other kind of wisdom
should be what I have neglected, and should be the instinct

that is wanted, Louisa
"

He suggested it very doubtfully, as if he were half unwilling
to admit it even now. She made him no answer

; lying
before him on her bed, still half-dressed, much as he had seen

her lying on the floor of his room last night.
"
Louisa," and his hand rested on her hair again,

"
I have

been absent from here, my dear, a good deal of late; and

though your sister's training has been pursued according to

the system," he appeared to come to that word with great
reluctance always,

"
it has necessarily been modified by daily

associations begun, in her case, at an early age. I ask you
ignorantly and humbly, my daughter for the better, do vou
think ?

"

"
Father," she replied, without stirring,

"
if any harmony

lias been awakened in her young breast that was mute in

mine until it turned to discord, let her thank Heaven for it,

and go upon her happier way, taking it as her greatest

blessing that she has avoided my way."
" O my child, my child !

" he said, in a forlorn manner,
"

t

am an unhappy man to see you thua ! What avails it to me
that you do not reproach me, if I so bitterly reproach myself !"

He bent his head, and spoke low to her. "
Louisa, I have a

misgiving that some change may have been slowly working
about me in this house, by mere love and gratitude ;

that

what the Head had left undone and could not do, the Heart

may have been doing silently. Can it be so ?
"

She made him no reply.
"

I am not too proud to believe it, Louisa. How could I

be arrogant, and you before me ! Can it be so ? Is it so, my
dear?"
He looked upon her, once more, lying cast away there

;
and

without another word went out of the room. He had not
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bnen long gone, when she heard a light tread iiear the door,
und knew that some one stood beside her.

Sho did not raise her head. A dull anger that she should

IK) SCMMI iu Imr distress, and that the involuntary look she had

HO resented should come to this fulfilment, smouldered within

her like an unwholesome fire. All closely imprisoned forces

rend und d>.-troy. The air that would be healthful to the

furth, the water that would enrich it, the heat that flrnuld

ripen it, tear it when caged up. So in her bosom even now
;

the strongest qualities she possessed, long turned upon them

selves, became a heap of obduracy, that rose against a friend.

It was well that soft touch came upon her neck, and that

she understood herself to be supposed to have fallen asleep.

The sympathetic hand did not claim her resentment. Let it

lie there, let it lie.

It lay there, warming into life a crowd of gentler thought* ;

mid she rested. As she softened with the quiet, and the con

sciousness of being so watched, some tears made their way
into her eyes. The face touched hers, and she knew that

there were tears upon it too, and she the cause of them.

A- Ixmisa feigned to rouse herself, and sat up, Sissy

retired, so that sho stood placidly near the bed-side.
"

I hoj>e I have not disturbed you. I have come to ask if

vim would let me stay with you."

Why should you stay with me? My sister will miss you.
You are even-thing to her."

" Am I ?" returned Sissy, shaking her head. "
I would be

hiug to you, if I might."
What ?" said Louisa, almost sternly.

" Whatever you want most, if I could be that. At all

events, I would like to try to be as near it as I can. And
however far otf that may be, I will never tire of trying. Will

you lot me ?
"

My father sent you to ask me."
No indeed," replied Sissy. "He told me that I might

come in now, but he sent me away from the room this morning
or at least She hesitated and stopped.
" At least, what ?

"
said Louisa, with her searching ey

upo i her.
"

I thought it best myself that I should be sent away, for

I felt very uncertain whether you would like to nod me here.''
" Have I always hatxl you so much ff

"
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"
I hope not, for I have always love I you, find have always

wished that you should know it. But you changed to me .

little, shortly before }
-ou left home. N >t that I wondered at

it. You knew so much, and I knew s> little, and it was so

natural in many ways, going as you were among other friends,

that I had nothing to complain of, and was not at all hurt."

Her color rose as she said i~ molestly and hurriedly.
Louisa understood the loving pretence, and her heart smote

her.
"
May I try ?

"
said Sissy, emboldened to raise her hand to

the neck that was insensibty drooping towards her.

Louisa, taking down the hand that would have embraced

her in another moment, held it in one of hers, and answered :

"
First, Sissy, do you know what I am ? I- am so proud

and so hardened, so confused and troubled, so resentful and

unjust to every one and to myself, that everything is stormy,

dark, and wicked to me. Does not that repel you ?
"

" No !

"

"
I am so unhappy, and all that should have made me

otherwise is so laid waste, that if I had been bereft of sense to

this hour, and instead of being as learned as you think me,
had to begin to acquire the simplest truths, I could not want

a guide to peace, contentment, honor, all the good of which I

am quite devoid, more abjectly than I do. Does not that

repel you ?
"

"No!"
In the innocence of her brave affection, and the brimming

up of her old devoted spirit, the once deserted girl shone like

a beautiful light upon the darkness of the other.

Louisa raised the hand that it might clasp her neck and

join its fellow there. She fell upon her knees, and clinging
to this stroller's child looked up at her almost with veneration.

"
Forgive me, pity me, help me ! Have compassion on

my great need, and let me lay this head of mine upon a loving

heart ?
"

"
lay it here !

"
cried S5ssy.

"
Lay it here, my dear."
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CHAPTER IL

VEHY RIDICULOUS.

MR. JAMES HARTHOTTSE passed a whole night and a day
in a state of so much hurry, that the World, with its best

glass in its eye, would scarcely have /recognised him during
that insane interval, as the brother Jem of the honorable and

jocular member. Ho was positively agitated. He several

times spoke with an emphasis, similar to the vulgar manner.

He went in and went out in an unaccountable way, like a

man without an object.
' He rode like a highwayman. In a

word, he was so horribly bored by existing circumstances, that

he forgot to go in for boredom in the manner prescribed by
the authorities.

After putting his horse at Coketown through the storm, as

if it were a leap, he waited up all night : from time to time

ringing his bell with the greatest fury, charging the porter
who kept watch with delinquency in withholding letters or

messages that could not fail to have been entrusted to him,
and demanding restitution on the spot. The dawn coming,
the morning coming, and the day coming, and neither message
nor letter coming with either, he went down to the country-
house. There, the report was, Mr. Bounderby away, and
Mrs. Bounderby in town. Left for town suddenly last even

ing. Not even known to be gone until receipt of message,

importing that her return was not to be expected for the

present.
In these circumstances he had nothing for it but to follow

her to town. He went to the house in town. Mrs. Bounderby
not there. He looked in at the Bank. Mr. Bounderby away,
and Mrs. Sparsit awa)-. Mrs. Sparsit away? Who could

h.ivo been reduced to sudden extremity for the company of

that priffin !

" Wt 11 ! I don't know," said Tom, who had his own
us for being uneasy about it.

" She was off somewhere
at <h> \-l-n-ak this morning. She's always full of mystery; I

hate her. So 1 do that white diap ;
he's always got hi*

eyes uj-.n a
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" Where were you last night, Tom ?
"

'* Where was I last night !

"
said Ton .

" Come ! L like

that. I was waiting lor you, Mr. Harthouse, till it came
down as / never saw it come down before. Where wss I too !

Where were you, you mean."
"

I was prevented from coming detained."
" Detained !

" murmured Tom. " Two of us were detained

I was detained looking for you, till I lost every train but the

mail. It wovdd have been a pleasant job to go down by that

on such a night, and haye to walk home through a pond. I

was obliged to sleep in town after all."

"Where?"
" Where ? Why, in my own bed at Bounderby's."
" Did you see your sister ?

"

" How the deuce," returned Tom, staring,
" could I see my

sister when she was fifteen miles off?
"

Cursing these quick retorts of the young gentleman to whom
he was so true a friend, Mr. Harthouse disembarrassed himself

of that interview with the smallest conceivable amount of

ceremony, and debated for the hundredth time what all this

could mean ? He made only one thing clear. It was, that

whether she was in town or out of town, whether he had been

premature with her who was so hard to comprehend, or she

had lost courage, or they were discovered, or some mischance

or mistake, at present incomprehensible, had occurred, he must
remain to confront his fortune, Avhatever it was. The hotel

where he was known to live when condemned to that region of

blackness, was the stake to which he was tied. As to all the

rest What will be, will be.
"

So, whether I am waiting for a hostile message, or an

assignation, or a penitent remonstrance, or an impromptu
wrestle with my friend Bounderby in the Lancashire manner

which would seem as likely as anything else in the present
state of affairs I'll dine," said Mr. James Harthouse.

"Bounderby has the advantage in point of weight ;
and if

anything of a Britisli nature is to come off between us, it may
be as well to be in training."

Therefore lie rang the bell, and tossing himself negligently
on a sofa, ordered " Some dinner at six with a beefsteak in

it," and got through the intervening time as well as lie could.

That was not particularly well
;

for he remained in the

o.-^ perplexity, and, as the hours wont 011, and no kind <./"
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explanation offered itself, his perplexity augmented at com

pound interest.

However, he took affairs as coolly as it was in human nature

to di, and entertained himself with the facetious idea of the

training more than once.
"

It wouldn't be bad," he yawned
at one time, "to give the waiter five shillings, and throw

him." At another time it occurred to him,
" Or a fellow of

al)out thirteen or fourteen stone might be hired by the hour."

But these jests did not tell materially on the afternoon, or hia

suspense ; and, sooth to say, they both lagged fearfully.

It was impossible, even before dinner, to avoid often walking
about in the pattern of the carpet, looking out of the window,

listening at the door for footsteps, and occasionally becoming
rather hot when any steps approached that room. But, after

dinner, when the day turned to twilight, and the twilight
turned to night, and still no communication was made to him,
it began to be as he expressed it, "like the Holy Office and

slow torture." However, still true to -his conviction that

indifference was the genuine high-breeding (the only con-

vi.-tion he had), he seized this crisis as the opportunity for

ordering candles and a newspaper.
He had been trying in vain, for half an hour, to read this

newspaper, when the waiter appeared and said, at once

mysteriously and apologetically :

"
Beg your pardon, sir. You 're wanted, sir, if you please."

A general recollection that this was the kind of thing the

Police said to the swell mob, caused Mr. Harthouse to ask the

r in return, with bristling indignation, what the Devil

he meant by
" wanted "

?
"
Beg your pardon, sir. Young lady outside, sir, wishes to

eee you."
"'Outside? Where?"
"
Outside this door, sir."

Giving the waiter to the personage before-mentioned, as a

blockhead duly qualified for that consignment, Mr. Harthouse

hurried into the gallery. A young woman whom he had
never seen stood there. Plainly dressed, very quiet, very pretty.
As ne conducted her into the room and placed a chair for her,

he observed, by the light of the candles, that she was even

prettier than he had at first believed Her face was innocent

and youthful, and its expression remarkably pleasant. She was
not alraid of him, or in any way disconcerted

;
she seemed to
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have her mind entirely pre-occupied with, the occasion, of her

visit, and to have substituted that consideration for herself.

"I speak to Mr. Harthouse?" she said, when they were
alone.

"To Mr. Harthouse." He added in his mind, "And you
speak to him with the most confiding eyes I ever saw, and the

most earnest voice (though so quiet) I ever heard."

"If I do not understand and I do not, sir" said Sissy,
" what your honor as a gentleman binds you to, in other

matters :

"
the blood really rose in his face as she began in

these words : "I am sure I may rely upon it to keep my visit

secret, and to keep secret what I am going to say. I will rely

upon it, if you will tell me I may so far trust
"

" You may, I assure you."
"

I am young, as you see
;

I am alone, as you see. In.

coming to you, sir, I have no advice or encouragement beyond
my own hope."
He thought

" But that is very strong." as he followed the

momentary upward glance of her eyes. He thought besides,
" This is a very odd beginning. I don't see where we are

going."
" I think," said Sissy,

"
you have already guessed whom

I left just now ?
"

"
I have been in the greatest concern and uneasiness during

the last four-and-twenty hours (which have appeared as many
years)," he returned, "on a lady's account. The hopes I

have been encouraged to form that you come from that lady,

de not deceive me, I trust."
"

I left her within an hour."

"At ?"
" At her father's."

Mr. Harthouse's face lengthened in spite of his coolness,

and his perplexity increased. " Then I certainly," he thought,
"do not see where we are going."

" She hurried there last night. She arrived there in great

agitation, and was insensible all through the night. I live at

her father's, and was with her. You may be sure, sir, you
will never see her again as long as you live."

Mr. Harthouse drew a long breath
; and, if ever man found

himself in the position of not knowing what to say, made the

discovery beyond all question that lie was so circumstanced.

Tho child-like ingenuousness with which his visitor spoke, her
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modest fearlessness, her truthfulness which put all artifice

a-Hulo, her entire forgetfulness of herself in her earnest quiet

holding to the object with which she had come ; all this,

iier with her reliance on his easily given promise which
in itself shamed him presented something in which he was
so inexperienced, aiid against which he knew any of his usual

weapons would fall so powerless; that uot a word could he

rally to his relief.

At last he said :

" So startling an announcement, so confidently made, and

by such lips, is really disconcerting in the last degree. May
I be permitted to inquire, if you are charged to convey tbut

information to me in those hopeless words, by the body of

whom we speak."
"

I have no charge from her."
" The drowning man catches at the straw. With no dis

respect for your judgment, and with no doubt of your
sincerity, excuse my saying that I cling to the belief that

there is yet hope that I am not condemned to perpetual exile

from that lady's presence."
" There is not the least hope. The first object of my coming

here, sir, is to assure you that you must believe that there is

no more hope of your ever speaking with her again, than there

would be if she had died when she came home last night."
" Must believe ? But if I can't or if I should, by infirmity

of nature, bo obstinate and won't
"

"
It is still true. There is no hope."

James Harthouse looked at her with an incredulous smile

upon his lips ; but her mind looked over and beyond him, and
the smile was quite thrown away.

II- bit his lip, and took a little time for consideration.
" Well ! If it should unhappily appear," he said,

" after

due pains and duty on my part, that I am brought to a

<>n so desolate as this banishment, I shall not become the

lady's persecutor. But you said you had no commission from
her ?

"

"
I have only the commission of my love for her, and her

love for me. I have no other trust, than that I have been
with her since she came home, and that she has given me her

ience. 1 have no further trust, than that I know some

thing
of her character and her marriage. Mr. Harthousc,

I think you had that trust too !

'
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He was touched in the cavity where his heart should h.xve

been in that nest of addled eggs, where the birds of heaven
would have lived if they had not been whistled away by the

fervor of this reproach.
"

I am not a moral sort of fellow," he said,
" and I never

make any pretensions to the character of a moral sort of

fellow. I am as immoral as need be. At the same time, in

bringing any distress upon the lady who is the subject of the

present conversation, or in unfortunately compromising her in

any way, or in committing myself by any expression of senti

ments towards her, not perfectly reconcilable with in fact

with the domestic hearth
;
or in taking any advantage of

her father's being a machine, or of her brother's being
a whelp, or of her husband's being a bear

;
I beg to be

allowed to assure you that I have had no particularly evil

intentions, but have glided on from one step to another with a

smoothness so perfectly diabolical, that I had not the slightest
idea the catalogue was half so long until I began to turn

it over. Whereas I find," said Mr. James Ilarthouse, in con

clusion, "that it is really in several volumes."

Though he said all this in his frivolous way, the way
seemed, for that once, a conscious polishing of but an ugly
surface. He was silent for a moment

;
and then proceeded

with a more self-possessed air, though with traces of vexation

and disappointment that would not be polished out.
" After what has been just now represented to me, in a

manner I find it impossible to doubt I know of hardly any
other source from which I could have accepted it so readily
I feel bound to say to you, in whom the confidence you have

mentioned has been reposed, that I cannot refuse* to contem

plate the possibility (however unexpected) of my seeing the

lady no more. I am solely to blame for the thing having
come to this and and, I cannot say," he added, rather hard

up for a general peroration,
" that I have any sanguine

expectation of ever becoming a moral sort of fellow, or that I

have any belief in any moral sort of fellow whatever."

Sissy's face sufficiently showed that her appeal to him was

not finished.
" You spoke," he resumed, as she raised her eyes to him

again, "of your first object. I may assume that tb5re is a

second to be mention**! ?
"

:<
Yes.''
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" Will you oblige me by confiding it ?
"

" Mr. Ilarlhouse," retumed Sissy, with a blending of

gentleness and steadiness that quite defeated him, and with

a simple confidence in his being bound to do what slit

red, that held him at a singular disadvantage,
" the only

iv] >;i ration that remains with you, is to leave here immedi

ately and finally. I am quite sxire that you can mitigate in no

other v. ay the wrong and harm you have done. I am quite sure

that it is the only compensation you have left it in your powei
to make. I do not say that it is much, or that it is enough ;

but it is something, and it is necessary. Therefore, though
without any other authority than I have given you, and even

without the knowledge of any other person than yourself and

inv.M'lf, I ask you to depart from this place to-night, under an

obligation never to return to it."

If she had asserted any influence over him beyond her plain
faith in the truth and right of what she said; if she had

aled the least doubt or irresolution, or had harboured
for the best purpose any reserve or pretence ;

if she had shown,
or felt, the lightest trace of any sens/^.iveness to his ridicule or

his astonislnm-nt, or any remonstrance he might offer
;
he

would have carried it against her at this point. But he could

as easily have changed a clear sty by looking at it in surprise,
as affect her.

" But do you know," he asked, quite at a loss,
" the extent

of what you ask ? You probably ire not aware that I am hern

on a public kind of business, preposterous enough in itself,

but which I have gone in for, and sworn by, and am supposed
to be devoted to in quite a desperate manner ? You probably
are not aware of that, but I assure you it 's the fact."

It had no effect on Sissy, fact or no fact.
" Besides which," said Mr. Harthouse, taking a turn or

two across the room, dubiously,
"

it 's so alarmingly absurd.

It would make a man so ridiculous, after going in for these
ft Hows, to back out in such an incomprehensible way."
"I am quite sure," repeated Sissy, "that it is the only

reparation in your power, sir. I am quite sure, or I would not

have come here."

II" glanced at her face, and walked about again. "Upon
my soul, I don't know what to say. So immensely absurd !

"

It fell to his lot, now, to stipulate for secrecy.
"If I were to do such a very ridiculous tiling,' he said.
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stopping again presentlj', and leaning against the clmnney-

piece,
"

it could only be in the most inviolable confidence."
"

I will trust to you, sir," returned Sissy,
" and you wall

trust to me."
His leaning against the chimney-piere reminded him ot' the

night with the whelp. It was the self-same chimney-piece,
and somehow he felt as if he were the whelp to-night. He
could make no way at all.

"
I suppose a man never was placed in a more ridiculous

position," he said, after looking down, and looking up, and

laughing, and frowning, and walking off, and walking back

again.
" But I see no way out of it. What will be, will be.

This will be, I suppose. I must take off myself, I imagine
in short, I engage to do it."

Sissy rose. She was not surprised by the result, but she

was happy in it, and her face beamed brightly.
"You will permit me to say," continued Mr. James Hart-

house, "that I doubt if any other ambassador, or ambassa

dress, could have addressed me with the same success. I

must not only regard myself as being in a very ridiculous

position, but as being vanquished at all points. Will you
allow me the privilege of remembering my enemy's name ?

"

' My name ?
"

said the ambassadress.
' The only name I could possibly care to know, to-night."
'

Sissy Jupe."
' Pardon my curiosity at parting. Related to the family?"
'

I am only a poor girl," returned Sissy.
"

I was separated
from my father he was only a stroller and taken pity on by
Mr. Gradgrind. I have lived in the house ever since."

She was gone.
"

It wanted this to complete the defeat," said Mr. James

Harthousc, sinking, with a resigned air, on the sofa, after

standing transfixed a little while. " The defeat may now be

considered perfectly accomplished. Only a poor girl only a

stroller only James Harthouse made nothing of only James

Harthouse a Great Pyramid of failure."

The Great PjTamicl put it into his head to go Tip the Nile.

He took a pen upon the instant, and wrote the following note

(in appropriate hieroglyphics) to his brother :

Denr Jack. All up at Coketo\rn. Bored cut of the plice, and gouy ID for

acmclc. Affectionately, JEST.
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He rang the bell.

" Send my fellow here."
" Gone to bed, sir."
" Tell him to get up, and pack up."
He wrote two more notes. One, to Mr. Bounderby,

announcing his retirement from that part of the country, and

showing where he would be found for the next fortnight. The

other, similar in effect, to Mr. Gradgriud. Almost as soon as

the ink was dry upon their superscriptions, he had left the

tall chimneys of Coketown behind, and was in a railway

carriage, tearing and glaring over the dark landscape.
The moral sort of fellows might suppose that Mr. James

Harthouse derived some comfortable reflections afterwards,
from this prompt retreat, as one of his few actions that made

any amends for anything, and as a token to himself that he

had escaped the climax of a. very bad business. But it was
not so, at all. A secret sense of having failed and been

ridiculous a dread of what other fellows who went in for

similar sorts of things, would say at his expense if they knew
it so oppressed him, that what was about the very best

passage in his life was the one of all others he would not have

owned to on any account, and the only one that made him
ashamed of himself.

CHAPTER in.

VKRT DECIDED.

THE indefatigable Mrs. Sparsit, with a violent cold upon
her, her voice reduced to a whisper, and her stately frame so

racked by continual snee/es that it seemed in danger of

dismemberment, gave chase to her patron until she found him
in llie metropolis; and their, majestically sweeping in upon
him at his hotel in St. James's Street, exploded the com
bustibles with which she was charged, nnd blew up. Having
cxeeutfd her mission with infinite relish, this high-minded
tti.tr..m then fainted away on Mr. Houndcrby's coat-collar.

Mr. Uoundi.-rby's lirst procedure was to shake Mi's. Sparsit

off, and leave her to progress as she might through various
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stages of suffering on the floor. He next had recourse to the

administration of potent restoratives, such as screwing the

patient's thumbs, smiting her hands, abundantly watering her

face, and inserting salt in her mouth. When these attentions

had recovered her (which they speedily did), he hustled hot

into a fast train without offering any other refreshment, and
carried her back to Coketown more dead than alive.

Regarded as a classical ruin, Mrs. Sparsit was an interesting

spectacle on her arrival at her journey's end
;
but considered

in any other light, the amount of damage she had by that

time sustained was excessive, and impaired her claims to

admiration. Utterly heedless of the wear and tear of her

clothes and constitution, and adamant to her pathetic sneezes,

Mr. Bounderby immediately crammed her into a coach, and

bore her off to Stone Lodge.
"
Now, Tom Gradgrind," said Bounderby, bursting into his

father -in-laAv's room late at night ;

" here 's a lady here

Mrs. Sparsit you know Mrs. Sparsit who has something to

say to you that will strike you dumb."
" You have missed my letter !

"
exclaimed Mr. Gradgrind,

surprised by the apparition.
"Missed your letter, sir!" bawled Bounderby. "The

present time is no time for letters. No man shall talk to

Josiah Bounderby of Coketown about letters, with his mind in

the state it's in now."
"
Bounderby," said Mr. Gradgrind, in a tone of temperate

remonstrance,
"

I speak of a very special letter I have written

to you, in reference to Louisa."
" Tom Gradgrind," replied Bounderby, knocking the flat of

his hand several times with great vehemence on the table,
"

I speak of a very special messenger that has come to me, in

reference to Louisa. Mrs. Sparsit ma'am, stand forward !

"

That unfortunate lady hereupon essaying to offer testimony,

without any voice and with painful gestures expressive of an

inflamed throat, became so aggravating and underwent so

many facial contortions, that Mr. Bour.derby, unable to beai

it, seized her by the arm and shook her.
"

If you can't get it out, ma'am," said Bounderby,
" leave

me to get it out. This is not a time for a lady, ho vever

highly connected, to be totally inaudible, and seemingly

swallowing marbles. Tom Gradgrind, Mrs. Sparsit latterly

found herself, by accident, in a situation to overhear a convey-
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eation out of doors between your daughter aud your precious

gentleman-friend, Mr. James Harthouse."
" Indeed!

"
said Mr. Gradgrind.

" Ah ! Indeed !

"
cried Bounderby.

" And in that conver

sation
"

"It is not necessary to repeat its tenor, Bounderby. I know
what passed."

' You do ? Perhaps," said Bounderby, starting with all his

might nt his so quiet and assuasive futlier-in-law, "you know
where your daughter is at the present time ?

"

i(

Undoubtedly. She is here."

"Here?"
"
My dear Bounderby, let me beg you to restrain these loud

outbreaks, on all accounts. Louisa is here. The moment
si ic could detach herself from that interview with the person
of whom you speak, and whom I deeply regret to have been

the means of introducing to you, Louisa hurried here, for

protection. I myself had not been at home many hours, when
I received her here, in this room. She hurried by the train

to town, she ran from town to this house through a raging

storm, and presented herself before me in a state of dish-action.

Of course, she has remained here ever since. Let me entreat

you, for your own sake and for hers, to be more quiet."

Mr. Bounderby silently gazed about him for some moments,
in every direction except Mrs. Sparsit's direction

;
and then,

abruptly turning upon the niece of Lady Scadgers, said to that

wretched woman :

"
Now, ma'am ! We shall be happy to hear any little

apology you may think proper to offer, for going about the

country at express pace, with no other luggage than a Cock-

and-a-Bull, ma'am !

"

"Sir," whispered Mrs. Sparsit, "my nerves are at ^present
too much shaken, and my health is at present too much im

paired, in your service, to admit of my doing more than taking

refuge in tears."

(Which she did.)
"
Well, ma'am," said Bounderby,

" without making any
observation to you that may not l>e made with propriety to

a woman of good family, what I have got to add to that, id

that there is something else in which it appears to me you
take refuge, namely, a coach. And the couch in which

we came here, being at the door, you'll allow me to hand
VOL. u. IE
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you do\vn to it, and pack you homo to the Bank : where the

best course for you to pursue, will be to put yoiir feet into

the hottest water you can bear, and take a glass of scalding
rum and butter after you get into bed." With these words,
Mr. Bounderby extended his right hand to the weeping lady

and escorted her to the conveyance in question, shedding many
plaintive sneezes by the way. He soon returned alone.

"
Now, as you showed me in your face, Tom Gradgrind,

tliat you wanted to spoak to me," he resumed,
" here I am.

But, I am not in a very agreeable state, I tell you plainly;
not relishing this business, even as it is, and not considering
that I am at any time as dutifully and submissively treated

by your daughter, as Josiah Bounderby of Coketown ought to

be treated by his wife. You have your opinion, I dare say ;

and I have mine, I know. If you mean to say anything to

me to-night, that goes against this candid remark, you had
better let it alone."

Mr. Gradgrind, it will be observed, being much softened,

Mr. Bounderby took particular pains to harden himself at all

points. It was his amiable nature.
" My dear Bounderby," Mr. Gradgrind began in reply.

"Now, you '11 excuse mo," said Bounderby, "but I don't

want to be too dear. That, to start with. When I begin
to be dear to a man, I generally find that his intention is to

come over me. I am not speaking to you politely ; but, as

you are aware, I am not polite. If you like politeness, you
know where to get it. You have your gentleman-friends you
know, and they '11 serve you with as much of the article as

you want. I don't keep it myself."
"
Bounderby," urged Mr. Gradgrind,

" we are all liable to

mistakes "

"
I thought you couldn't make 'em," interrupted Boun

derby.
"
Perhaps I thought so. But, I say we are all liable to

mistakes
;
and I should feel sensible of your delicacy, and

grateful for it, if you would spare me these references to

Harthouse. I shall not associate him in our conversation

with your intimacy and encouragement ; pray do not persist

in connecting him with mine."
"

I never mentioned his name !

"
said Bounderby.

"Well, well!" returned Mr. Gradgrind, with a patient,

even a submissive, air. And lie sat for a little while ponder-
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ing.
"
Bounderby, I see reason to doubt whether we have

ever quite understood Louisa."
" Who do you moan by We ?

"

" Lot me say I, then," he returned, in answer to the

coarsely blurted question ;

"
I doubt whether I havo under

stood Louisa. I doubt whether I have been quite right in

the manner of her education."
" There you hit it," returned Bounderby. "There I agree

with you. You have found it out at last, have you ? Educa
tion ! I '11 tell you what education is To be tumbled out of

doors, neck and crop, and put upon the shortest allowance of

everything except blows. That's what / call education."
"

I thiuk your good sense will perceive," Mr. Gradgrind
remonstrated in all humility,

" that whatever the merits of

such a system may be, it would be difficult of general appli
cation to girls."

"
I don't see it at all, sir," returned the obstinate Boun

derby.
"
Well," sighed Mr. Gradgrind, "we will not enter into the

question. I assure you I have no daiire to be controversial.

I seek to repair what is amiss, if I possibly can
; and I hope

you will assist me in a good spirit, Bounderby, for I have
been very much distressed."

"
I don't understand you, jet," said Bounderby, with

determined obstinacy,
" and therefore I won't make any

promises."
" In the course of a few hours, my dear Bounderby," Mr.

Gradgrind proceeded, in the same depressed and propitiatory

manner,
"

I appear to myself to have become better informed
as to Louisa's character, than in previous years. The en

lightenment has been painfully forced upon me, and the

discovery is not mine. I think there are Bounderby, you
will be surprised to hear me say this I think there aro

qualities in Louisa, which which have been harslily neglected,
nnd and a little perverted. And and I would suggest to

you, that that if you would kindly meet me in a timely
endeavour to leave her to her better nature for a while and
to encourage it to developo itself by tenderness and considera

tion it it would l>e the better for the happiness of all of

us. Louisa," said Mr. Gradgrind, shading his face with his

hand,
" has always been my favorite child."

The blustrous Bounderby crimsoned and swelled to auth an
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extent on hearing these words, that lie seemed to bo, and

probably was, on the brink of a fit. With his very ears a

brig-lit purple shot with crimson, lie pout up his indignation,
ho\vever, and said :

" Yon 'd like to keep her here for a timo ?
"

"
I I had intended to recommend, my dear Bounderby,

that you should allow Louisa to remain hero on a visit, and
be attended by Sissy (I mean of course Cecilia Jupe), who
understands her, and in whom she trusts."

"
I gather from all this, Tom<rradgrind," said Bounderby,

standing up with his hands in his pockets,
" that you are of

opinion that there 's what people call some incompatibility
between Loo Bounderby and myself."

"
I fear there is at present a general incompatibility

between Louisa, and and and almost all the relations in

wliich I have placed her," was her father's sorrowful reply.
"
Now, look you here, Tom Gradgrind," said Bounderby the

flushed, confronting him with his legs wide apart, his hands

deeper in his pockets, and his hair like a hayfield wherein his

windy anger was boisterous. "You have said your say; I

am going to say mine. I am a Coketown man. I am Josiah

Bounderby of Coketown. I know the bricks of this town,
and I know the works of this town, and I know the chimneys
of this town, and I know the smoke of this town, and I know
the Hands of this town. I know 'em all pretty well. They're
real. When a man tells me anything about imaginative

qualities, I always tell that man, whoever he is, that I know
what he means. He means turtle-soup and venison, with a

gold spoon, and that he wants to be set up with a coach and

six. That 's what your laughter wants. Since you are of

opinion that she ought to have what she wants, I recommend

you to provide it for her. Because, Tom Gradgrind, she will

never have it from me."

"Bounderby," eaid Mr. Gradgrind, "I hoped, after my
entreaty, you would have taken a different tone."

"Just wait a bit," retorted Bounderby, "you have said

your say, I believe. 1 heard yoii out
;
hear me out, if you

please. Don't make yourself a spectacle of unfairness as

woll as inconsistency, because, although I am sorry to see

Tom Gradgriiid reduced to his present position, I should be

doubly sony to see him brought so low as that. Now, there 's

aii incompatibility of some sort or another, I am given to
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understand by you, between your daughter and me. I'll

pivo you to understand, in reply to that, that there unques

tionably is an incompatibility of the first magnitude to be

summed up in this that your daughter don't properly know
her husband's merits, and is not impressed with such a sense

;is would become her, by George ! of the honour of his

alliance. That 's plain speaking, I hope."
"
Bounderby," urged Mr. Gradgrind, "this is unreason

able."
"

Is it ?
"

said Bounderby.
"

I am glad to hear you say
so. Because when Tom Gradgrind with his new lights, tells

me that what I say is unreasonable, I am convinced at once it

must l>e devilish sensible. With your permission I am going
on. You know my origin ;

and you know that for a good

many years of my life I didn't want a shoeing-horn, in con

sequence of not having a shoe. Yet you may believe or not

as you think proper, that there are ladies born ladies

belonging to families Families !- --who next to worship the

ground I walk on."

He discharged this like a Rocket, at his father-in-law's

head.
" Whereas your daughter," proceeded Bounderby, "is far

from being a born lady. That you know, yourself. Not that

I care a pinch of candle-snuff about such things, for you are

very well aware I don't
;
but that such is the fact, and you,

Tom Gradgrind, can't change it. Why do I say this?"

Not, I fear," observed Mr. Gradgrind, in a low voice,
"

to

spare me."
" Hear me out," said Bounderby,

" and refrain from cutting
in till your turn conies round. I say this, because highly
connected females have been astonished to see the way in

which your daughter has conducted herself, and to witness her

Ability. They have wondered how I have suffered it.

And I wonder myself now. and I won't suffer it."
"
Bounderby," returned Mr. Gradgriud, rising,

" the less

we say to-night the better, I think."
" On the contrary, Tom Gradgrind, the more we say to

night, the better, I think. That is," the consideration checked

him,
"

till I have said ivll I mean to say, and then I don't care

how soon we stop. I come to a question that may shorten

the business. What do you mean by the proposal you made
just now?"
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" What do I mean, Boiinderby?"
"
By your visiting proposition," said Bounderby, with, an

inflexible jerk of the hayfield.
"

I mean that I hope you may "be induced to ar.-ange in a

friendly manner, for allowing Louisa a period of r >pose and
reflection here, which may tend to a gradual alteration for the

better in many respects."
" To a softening down of your ideas of the incompatibility ?"

said Bounderby.
" If you put it in those terms."
" What made you think of this ?

"
said Bounderby.

"
I have already said, I fear Louisa has not been under

stood. Is it asking too much, Bounderby, that you, so far

her elder, should aid in trying to set her right ? You have

accepted a great charge of her
;
for better for worse, for

"

Mr. Bounderby may have been annoyed by the repetition of

his own words to Stephen Blackpool, but he cut the quotation
short with an angry start.

" Come !

"
said he,

"
I don't want to he told about that. I

know what I took her for, as well as you do. Never you
mind what I took her for; that's my look out."

"
I was merely going on to remark, Bounderby, that we

may all be more or less in the wrong, not even excepting you ;

and that some yielding on your part, remembering the trust

you have accepted, may not only be an act of true kindness,
but perhaps a debt incurred towards Louisa."

"
I think differently," blustered Bounderby.

"
I am going

to finish this business according to my own opinions. Now, I

don't want to make a quarrel of it with you, Tom Gradgrind.
To tell you the truth, I don't think it would be worthy of my^
reputation to quarrel on such a subject. As to your gentle

man-friend, lie may take himself off, Avherever he likes best.

If he falls in my way, I shall tell him my mind
;

if he don't

fall in my way, I shan't, for it won't be worth my while to do

it. As to your daughter, whom I made Loo Bounderby, and

might have done better by leaving Loo Gradgrind, if she

don't come home to-morrow, by twelve o'clock at noon, I shall

understand that she prefers to stay away, and I shall send her

wearing apparel and so forth over here, and you '11 take

charge of her for the future. What I shall s;a to people in

general, of the incompatibility that led to my so laying down

the law, will be this. I am Josiah Bounderby, and I had
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my bringing-up ;
she 's the daughter of Tom Gra Igrind, and

she had her bringing-up ;
and the two horses w mldn't pull

together. I am pretty well known to be rather an uncommon
man, I believe; and most people will understand fast enor,g-h

that it must be a woman rather out of the common, also, who,
in the long run, would come up to my mark."

" Let me seriously entreat you to reconsider this, Boun-

derby," urged Mr. Gradgrind,
" before you commit yourself

to such a decision."
"

I always come to a decision," said Bounderby, tossing Ins

hat on :

" and whatever I do, I do at once. I should l>e sur

prised at Tom Gradgrind's addressing such a remark to Josiah

Boucderby of Coketown, knowing what he knows of him, if I

could be surprised by anything Tom Gradgrind did, after his

making himself a party to sentimental humbug. I havn

given you my decision, and I have got no more to say. Good

night !*"

So Mr. Bounderby went home to his town house to bed.

At five minutes past twelve o'clock next day, he directed Mrs.

Bouuderby's property to be carefully packed up and sent to

Tom Gradgrind's ;
advertised his country retreat for sale by

private contract
;
and resumed a bachelor life.

CHAPTER IV.

THE robbery at the Bank had not languished before, and
did not cease to occupy a front place in the attention of the

principal of that establishment now. In boastful proof of his

promptitude and activity, as a remarkable man, and a self-

mado man, and a commercial wonder more admirable than

V.'ims, who had risen out of the mud instead of the sea, he
liked to show how little his domestic affairs abated his busi

ness ardor. Consequently, in the first few weeks of his

lesumed bachelorhood, he even advanced upon his usual

display of bustle, and every day made such a rout in renewing
his investigations into the robbery, that the officers who had
it in hand almost wished it had never been committed.
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Tliey were at fault too, and off the scent. Although they
had been so quiet since the first outbreak of the matter, that

most people really did suppose it to have been abandoned as

hopeless, nothing
1 new occurred. No implicated man or

woman took untimely courage, or made a self-betraying step.
More remarkable yet, Stephen Blackpool could not be heard

of, and the mysterious old woman remained a mystery.

Things having come to this pass, and showing no latent

signs of stirring beyond it, the upshot of Mr. Bounderby's

investigations was, that he resolved to hazard a bold burst,

lie drew up a placard, offering Twenty Pounds reward for the

apprehension of Stephen Blackpool, suspected of complicity in

the robbery of the Coketown Bank on such a night ;
he de

scribed the said Stephen Blackpool by dress, complexion,
estimated height, and manner, as minutely as he could

;
he

recited how he had left the town, and in what direction he
had been last seen going; he had the whole printed in great
black letters on a staring broadsheet

j
and he caused the walls

to be posted with it in the dead of night, so that it shouM
strike upon the sight of the whole population at one blow.

The factory-bells had need to ring their loudest that

morning to disperse the groups of workers who stood in the

tardy daybreak, collected round the placards, devouring them
with eager eyes. Not the least eager of the eyes assembled,
were the eyes of those who could not read. These people, as

they listened to the friendly voice that read aloud there was

always some such ready to help them stared at the cha

racters which meant so much with a vague awe and respect
that woidd have been half ludicrous, if any aspect of public

ignorance could ever be otherwise than threatening and full of

evil. Many ears and eyes were busy with a vision of the

matter of these placards, among turning spindles, rattling

looms, and whirring wheels, for hours afterwards
;
and when

the Hands cleared out again into the streets, there were still

as many readers as before.

Slackbridge, the delegate, had to address his audience too

that night ; Qnd Slackbridge had obtained a clean bill from

the printer, and had brought if in his pocket. O my friends

and fellow countrymen, the down-trodden operatives of Coke-

town, oh my fellow brothers and fellow workmen and fellow

citizens and fellow men, what a to-do was there, when Slack-

brylge unfolded what he called " that damning document,"
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auil hold it up to the gaze, and for the execration, of tlio

working-man community !

" Oh m}' fellow men, behold of

what a traitor in the camp of those great spirits who are

enrolled upon the holy scroll of Justice and of Union, is

appropriately capable ! Oh my prostrate friends, with the

galling yoke of tyrants on your necks and the iron foot of

:ism treading down your fallen forms into the dust of

the earth, upon which right glad would your oppressors be to

on creeping on your bellies all the days of your lives,

like the serpent in the garden oh my brothers, and shall I

us a man not add, my sisters too, what do you say, now, of

Stephen Blackpool, with a slight stoop in his shoulders and

about five foot seven in height, as sot forth in this degrading
and disgusting document, this blighting bill, this pernicious

placard, this abominable advertisement
;

and with what

majesty of denouncement will you crush the viper, who would

bring this stain and shame upon the God-like race that happily
has cast him out for ever ! Yes, my compatriots, happily cast

him out and sent him forth ! For you remember how he

stood here before you on this platform ; you remember, how,
face to face and foot to foot, I pursued him through all his

intricate windings ; you remember how ho sneaked and slunk,

and sidled, and splitted of straws, until, with not an inch of

ground to which to cling, I hurled him out from amongst us :

an object for the undying finger of scorn to point at, and for

the avenging fire of every free and thinking mind to scorch

and sear ! And now my friends my laboring friends, for 1

rejoice and triumph in that stigma my friends whose hard

but honest beds are made in toil, and whose scanty but inde

pendent pots are boiled in hardship ; and, now I say, my
friends, what appellation has that dastard craven taken to

himself, when, with the mask torn from his features he stands

before us in all his native deformity, a What ? A thief ! A
plunderer! A proscribed fugitive, with a price upon hia

head
;
a fester and a "wound upon the noble character of the

Coketown operative ! Therefore, my band of brothers in a

sacred bond, to which your children and your children's

children yet unborn have set their infant hands and seals, 1

propose to you on the part of the United Aggregate Tribunal,
ever watchful for your welfare, ever zealous for your benefit,

that this meeting does Resolve ; That Stephen Blackpool,

weaver, referred to in this placard, having been already



426 HARD TIMES.

solemnly disowned by tlie community of Coketown Hands, the

same are free from tho shame of his misdeeds, and cannot as a

class be reproached with his dishonest actions !

"

Thus Slackbridge ; gnashing and perspiring after a pro
digious sort. A few stern voices called out "No!" and a

score or two hailed, with assenting cries of "
Hear, hear !

"

the caution from one man,
"
Slackbridge, y'or over better hit

;

y' or a goen too fast!
" But these were pigmies against an

army ;
the general assemblage subscribed to the gospel

according to Slackbridge, and gave three cheers for him, as

he sat demonstratively panting at them.

These men and women Avere yet in the streets, passing

quietly to their homes, when Sissy, who had been called away
from Louisa some minutes before, returned.

" Who is it ?
"
asked Louisa.

"It is Mr. Bounderby," said Sissy, timid of the name,
" and your brother Mr. Tom, and a young woman who says
her name is llachael, and that you know her."

" What do they want, Sissy dear ?
"

"They want to see you. Rachael has been crying, and

eeems angry."
"
Father," ,

said Louisa, for he was present, "I cannot

refuse to see them, for a reason that will explain itself. Shall

they come in here ?
"

As he answered in the affirmative, Sissy went away to

bring them. She re-appeared with them directly. Tom was

last; and remained standing in the obscurest part of the

room, near the door.
" Mrs. Bounderby," said her husband, entering with a cool

nod,
"

I don't disturb you, I hope. This is an unseasonable

hour, but here is a young woman Avho has been making state

ments -which render my visit necessajy. Tom Gradgrind, as

your son, young Tom, refuses for some obstinate reason or

other to say anything at all about those statements, good or

bad, I am obliged to confront her with your daughter."
" You have seen me once before, young lady," said Rachael,

standing in front qf Louisa.

Tom coughed.
" You have seen me, young lady," repeated Rachael, as she

did not answer,
" once before."

Tom couched again.
"

I have."
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Rachael cast her eyes proudly towards Mr. Bounderby, and

said,
" Will you make it known, young lady, where, and who

was there ?
"

"
I went to the house where Stephen Blackpool lodged, on

the night of his discharge from his work, and I saw you there.

He was there too : and an old woman who did not speak, and
whom I could scarcely see, stood in a dark corner. My brother

was witn me."

'Why couldn't you say so, young Tom?" demanded

Boundei'by.
"

I promised my sister I wouldn't." Which Louisa hastily
confirmed.

" And besides," said the whelp bitterly,
" she

tells her own story so precious well and so full that what
business had I to take it out of her mouth !

"

"
Say, young lad}', if you please," pursued Rachael,

"
why

in an evil hour, you ever came to Stephen's that night."
"

I felt compassion for him," said Louisa, her color deepen

ing,
" and I wished to know what he was going to do, and

wished to offer him assistance."
" Thank you, ma'am," said Bounderby.

" Much flattered

and obliged."
" Did you offer him," asked Rachael,

" a bank-note ?
"

" Yes
;
but ho refused it, and would only take two pounds

in gold."
Rfu-hael cast her eyes towards Mr. Bounderby again.
" Oh certainly !

"
said Bounderby.

" If you put the question
whether your ridiculous and improbable account was true or

iiot, I am bound to say it 's confirmed."

"Young lady," said Rachael, "Stephen Blackpool is notv

named as a thief in public print all over this town, and \vhrn

else! There have been a meeting to-night whore he luivo

been spoken of in the same shameful way. Stephen ! Tiio

honestest lad, the truest lad, the best !

" Her indignation
failed her, and she broke off, sobbing.

"
I ain very, very sorry," said Louisa.

" O young lady, young lady," returned Rachael,
"

I hope
you may be, but I don't know ! I can't say what yoTi may
ha* done ! The like of you don't know us, don't care for us,

don't belong to us. I am not sure why you may ha' como
that night. I can't tell but what you may lui' come wi' sount

aim of your own, not mindin to what trouble you brought
the poor lad. I said then, Bless you for coining ; aud
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I said it of my heart, yon seemed to take so pitifully to him
;

but I don't know now, I don't know !

"

Louisa could not reproach her for her unjust stispieions ;

she was so faithful to her idea of the man, and so afflicted.
" And when I think," said Rnchael through her sobs,

' that the poor lad was so grateful, thinkin you so good to

him when I inind that he put his hand over his hard-worken
face to hide the tears that }

-ou brought up there O,'I hope
you may be sorry, and ha' no bad cause to be it; but I don't

know, I don't know !

"

" You 're a pretty article," growled the whelp, moving
uneasily in his dark corner,

" to come here with these precious

imputations ! You ought to be bundled out for not knowing
how to behave yourself, and 3-011 would be by rights."

She said nothing in reply ;
and her low weeping was tha

rrdy sound that was heard, until Mr. Bounderby spoke.
" Come! "

said he, "you know what j
rou have engaged to

do. You had better give your mind to that
;
not this."

"
'Deed, I am loath," returned Rachael, drying her 03*68,

" that any here should see me like this
;
but I won t be seen

so again. Young lady, when I had read what 's put in print
of Stephen and what has just as much truth in it as if it

had been put in print of you I went straight to the Bank to

say I knew where Stephen was, and to give a siire and certain

promise that lie should be here in two days. I couldn't meet

wi' Mr. Bounderby then, and your brother sent me away, and

1 tried to find you, but you was not to be found, and I went

back to work. Soon as I come out of the Mill to-night, I

hastened to hear what was said of Stephen for I know A

pride he will come back to shame it ! and then I went agaiu
to seek Mr. Bounderby, and I found him, and I told him

every word I knew
;
and he believed no word I said, and

brought me here."
" So far, that's true enough," assented Mr. Bounderby,

with his hands in his pockets and his hat on. " But I have

known you people before to-day, you '11 observe, and I know

you never die for want of talking. Now, I recommend you
not so much to mind talking just now, as doing. You have

undertaken to do something ;
all I remark upon that at

present is, do it !

"

"
I have written to Stephen by the post that went out this

afternoon, as I have written to him once before sin' lie wept
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away," said Rachael; "and he will bo here, at furthest, in

two ii

Thru, I'll tell you something. You arc not aware

perhaps," retorted Mr. Bounderby,
" that you yourself have

Keen looked alter now and then, not being considered quite
: :x>m suspicion in this business, on account of most people
: judged according to the company they keep. The post-

ollii -e hasn't been forgotten either. What I '11 tell you is, that

no letter to Stephen Blackpool has ever got into it. Therefore,

what has become of }'ours, I leave you to guess. Perhaps

you 're mistaken, and never wrote any."
" lie hadn't been gone from here, young lady," said

Ilachacl, turning appealingly to Louisa,
" as much as a week,

when he sent me the only letter I have had from him, saying
that he was forced to seek work in another name."

"Oh, by George!" cried Bounderby, shaking his head,
with a whistle,

" he changes his name, does he ! That 'a

rather unluckj", too, for such an immaculate chap. It's con

sidered a little suspicious in Courts of Justice, I believe, when
an Innocent happens to have many names."

"
What," said llachael, with the tears in her eyes again,

"
what, young lady, in the name of Mercy, was left the poor

lad to do ! The masters against him on one hand, the men

against him on the other, he only wantin to work hard in

e, and do what he felt right. Can a man have no soul

of his own, no mind of his own ? Must he go wrong all

through wi' this side, or must he go wrong all through wi'

that, or else be hunted like a hare ?
"

"
Indeed, indeed, I pity him from my heart," returned

sa;
" and I hope that he will clear himself."

" You need have no fear of that, young lady. He is sure!"
" Ah1

the surer. I suppose," said Mr. Bounderby,
"

for your

refusing to tell where he is ? Eh ?
"

"
I!' shall not, through any act of mine, come back wi' the

unmerited reproach of being brought back. He shall como
back of his own accord to clear himself, and put all those that

1: IVM injured his good character, and he not here for its defence,
t' shame. I have told him what has been done against him,"

llachael, throwing off all distrust as a rock throws off

and he will be here, at furthest, in two days."

"Notwithstanding which," added Mr. Bounderby, "if he

can be laid hold of auy sooner, he shall have au earlier
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opportunity of cleaving himself As to you, I have nothing

against you ;
what you came and toM me turns out to be true,

and I have given you the means of proving it to be true, and

there 's an end of it. I wish yon good night all ! 1 must be

off to look a little further into this."

Tom came out of his corner when Mr. Bounderby moved,
moved with him, kept close to him, and went away with him.

The only parting salutation of which he delivered himself was
a snlky "Good night, father !

" With a brief speech, and a

scowl at his sister, he left the house.

Since his sheet-anchor had come home, Mr. Gradgrind had
been sparing of speech. He still sat silent, when Louisa

mildly said :

"
Rachael, you will not distrust me one day, when you

know me better."
"

It goes against me," Rachael answered, in a gentler

manner,
"

to mistrust any one
;
but when I am so mistrusted

when we all are I cannot keep such things quite out of

my mind. I ask your pardon for having done you an injury.

I don't think what I said now. Yet I might come to think it

again, wi' the poor lad so wronged."
"Did you tell him in your letter," inquired Sissy,

" that

suspicion seemed to have fallen upon him, because he had

been seen about the bank at night ? He -would then know
what he would have to explain on coming back, and would bo

ready."
"
Yes, dear," she returned

;

"
b\it I can't guess what can

have ever taken him there. HJ never used to go there. It

was never in his way. His way was the same as mine, and

not near it."

jjjissy had already been at her side asking her where she

lived, and whether she might come to-morrow-night, to inquire
If there were news of him.

"
I doubt," said Rachael,

"
if he can be here till next day."

" Then I will come next night too," said Sissy.

When Rachacl, assenting to this, was gone, Mr. Gradgrind
lifted" up his head, and said to his daughter :

"
Ixniisa, my dear, I have never, that I know of, seen this

man. Do you. believe him to be implicated ?
"

"
I think I have believed it, father, though with great

difficulty. I do not believe it now."
" TluU is fro say, you once persuaded yourself to believe
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it, from knowing him to be suspected. His appear&aee and

mnnnor; are they so honest ?"
"
Very honest."

" And hor confidence not to be shaken ! I ask myself," said

Mr. Gradgrind, musing,
" does the real culprit know of these

accusations ? Where is he ? Who is he ?
"

His hair had latterly began to change its color. As lie

leaned upon his hand again, looking gray and old. Louisa,
with a face of fear and pit}*, hurriedly went over to him, and
eat close at his side. Her eyes by accident met Sissy's at the

moment. Sissy flushed and started, and Louisa put her finger
on her lip.

Next night, when Sissy returned home and told Louisa

that Stephen was not come, she told it in a whisper. Next

night again, when she came home with the same account, anfl

added that he had not been heard of, she spoke in the same
low frightened tone. From the moment of that interchange
of looks, they never uttered his name, or any reference to him,
aloud

;
nor ever pursued the subject of the robbery, when Mr.

Gradgrind spoke of it.

The two appointed days ran out, three days and nights ran

out, and Stephen Blackpool was not come, and remained

unheard of. On the fourth day, Ilachael, with unabated con

fidence, but considering her despatch to have miscarried, went

up to the Bank, and showed her letter from him with his

address, at a working colony, one of many, not upon the main

road, sixty miles away. Messengers were sent to that i>la':c,

and the whole town looked for Stephen to be brought in n?xt

day.

During this whole time the whelp moved about with Mr.

Bounderby like his shadow, assisting in all the proceedings.
He was greatly excited, horribly fevered, bit his nails down to

the quick, spoke in a hard rattling voice, and with lips thai

were black and burnt up. At the hour when the susj ected

man was looked for, the whelp was at the station ; offering to

wager that he had made off before the arrival of those who
were sent in quest of him, and that he would not appear.
The whelp was right. The messengers returned alone.

Rachael'e letter had gone, Rat-hard's letter had been delivered,

St'jiliin Blackpool had decamped in that same hour
;
and no

soul knew more of him. The only d<ml>t in f'okftown woa,
whether Kachuel hud vritlen in good fuith, believing that he
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realty would come back, or "warning him to fly. On this point

opinion was divided.

Six days, seven days, far on into another week. The
wretched whelp plucked up a ghastly courage, and began to

grow defiant.
" Was the suspected fellow the thief? A pretty

question ! If not, where was the man, and why did he not

come back? "

Where was the man, and why did he not come back ? In

the dead of night the echoes of his own words, which had
rolled Heaven knows how far away in the daytime, came back

instead, and abided by him until morning.

CHAPTER Y.

DAY and night again, day and night again. No Stephen

Blackpool. Where was the man, and why did he not come
back ?

Every night, Sissy went to Rachael's lodging, and sat with

her in her small neat room. All day, Rachael toiled as such

people must toil, whatever their anxieties. The smoke-

serpents were indifferent who was lost or found, who turned

out bad or good ; the melancholy mad elephants, like the

Hard Fact men, abated nothing of their set routine, whatever

happened. Day and night again, day and night again. The

monotony was unbroken. Even Stephen Blackpool's dis

appearance was falling into the general way, and becoming
as monotonous a wonder as any piece of machinery in Coke-

town.
"

I misdoubt," said Rachael, "if there is as many as twenty
left in all this place, who have any trust in the poor dear lad

now."

She said it to Sissy, as they sat in her lodging, lighted only

by the lamp at the street corner. Sissy had come there when
it was already dark, to await her return from work

;
and they

had since sat at the window where Rachael had found her,

wanting no brighter light to shine on their sorrowful talk.

"Kit hadn't been mercifully brought about, that I was to
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have you to speak to," pursxied Rach;iel,
" times are, when I

think my mind would not have kept right. But I get hope
nn>l strength through you; and you believe that though

.rm.-os may rise against him, he will be proved clear?''

I do believe so," returned Sissy, "with my whole heart.

I feel so certain, Rachael, that the confidence you hold in

yours against all discouragement, is not like to bo wrong, that

I have no more doubt of him than if I had known him through
as many years of trial as you have."

"Aud I, my dear," said Rachael, with a tremble in her

voice,
" have known him through them nil, to be, according to

his quiet ways, so faithful to everything honest and good, that

if he was never to be heard of more, and I w<is to live to be a

hundred years old, I could say with my last breath, God
knows my heart. I have never once left trusting Stephen

Blackpool !

"

" We all believe, up at the Lodge, Rachael, that he will be

freed from suspicion, sooner cr later."

"The better I know it to be so believed there, my dear,"
said Rachael,

" and the kinder I feel it that you come away
from there, purposely to comfort me, and keep me company,
and bo seen wi' me when I am not yet free from all suspicion

If, the more grieved I am that I should ever have spoken
thM> mistrusting words to the young lady. And yet

"

" You don't mistrust her now, Rachael ?
"

" Now that you have brought us more together, no. But I

can't at all times keep out of my mind "

Her voice so sunk into a low and slow communing with

ltrr<"lf, that Sissy, sitting by her side, was obliged to listen

with attention.
"

I can't at all times keep out of my mind, mistrustings of

eomo one. I can't think who 'tis, I can't think how or why
it may be done, but I mistrust that some one has put Stephen
out of the way. I mistrust that by his coming back of hiu

own accord, and showing himself innocent before them all.,

SOUK' one would be confounded, who to prevent that has

stoppod him, and put him out of the way."
" That is a dreadfid thought," said Sissy, turning pale.
"

It is a dreadful thought to think ho may be murdered."

Sissy shuddered, and turned paler yet
" When it makes its way into my mind, dear," said Rachael,

" and it will come sometimes, though I do all I can to keep it

VOL. ii. r f
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out, wi' counting on to high numbers as I work, and saying
over and over again pieces that I knew when I were a child

I fall into such a wild, hot hurry, that, however tired I am, I

want to walk fast, miles and miles. I must get the better of

this before bed-time. I '11 walk home wi' you."
" He might fall ill upon the journey back," said Sissy,

faintly offering a worn-out scrap of hope ;

" and in such a case,

there are many places on the road where he might stop."
" But he is in none of them. He has been sought for in

all, and he 's not there."
"
True," was Sissy's reluctant admission.

" He 'd walk the journey in two daj's. If he was footsoro

and couldn't walk, I sent him, in the letter he got, the money
to ride, lest he should have none of his own to spare."

" Let us hope that to-morrow will bring something better,

Raehael. Come into the air !

"

Her gentle hand adjusted Rachael's shawl upon her shining
black hair in the usual manner of her wearing it, and they
went out. The night being fine, little knots of Hands Avere

here and there lingering at street-corners
;
but it was supper-

time with the greater part of them, and there were but few

people in the streets.

"You're not so hurried now, Rachael, and your hand is

cooler."
*'

I get better dear, if I can only walk, and breathe a little

fresh. 'Times when I can't, I turn weak and confused."
" But you must not begin to fail, Rachael, for you may be

wanted at any time to stand by Stephen. To-morrow is

Saturday. If no news comes to-morrow, let us walk in the

country on Sunday morning, and strengthen you for another

week. Will you go ?
"

"
Yes, dear."

They were by this time in the street where Mr. Bounderby's
house stood. The way to Sissy's destination led them past
the door, and they were going straight towards it. Some
train had newly arrived in Coketown, which had put a number
of vehicles in motion, and scattered a considerable bustle

about the town. Several coaches were rattling before them
and behind them as they approached Mr. Bounderby's, and

one of the latter drew up with such briskness as they were in

the act of passing the hoiise, that they looked round involun

tarily . The bright gaslight over Mr. Boimderby's stops
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show oil them Mrs. Sparsit in the coach, in an ecstasy of

snout, struggling
1 to open the door; Mrs. Sparsit seeing

tin in at tin- same moment, called to them to stop.

"It's a coincidence," exclaimed Mrs. Sparsit, as she was
<*! by the coachman. "

It 's a Providence! Come out,

:u !

"
then said Mrs. Sparsit, to some one insido,

" come

out, or \ve '11 have you dragged out !

"

Hereupon, no other than the mysterious old woman de-

scon led. Whom Mrs. Sparsit incontinently collared.

"Leave her alone, everybody!" cried Mrs. Sparsit, with

great energy.
" Let nobody touch her. She belongs to me.

Come in, ma'am !

"
then said Mrs. Sparsit, reversing her

former word of command. " Come in, ma'am, or we '11 have

you dragged in !

"

The spectacle of a matron of classical deportment, seizing an
anrient woman by the throat, and haling her into a dwelling-

hduse, would have been, under any circumstances, sufficient

temptation to all true English stragglers so blest as to witness

it, to force a way into that dwelling-house and see the matter

nut. But when the phenomenon was enhanced by the notoriety
mid mystery by this time associated all over the town, with

the Bank robbery, it would have lured the stragglers in, with

an irresistible attraction, though the roof had been expected
to fall upon their heads. Accordingly, the chance witnesses

on the ground, consisting of the busiest of the neighbours to

the number of some five-and-twenty, closed in after Sissy and

Kachael, as they closed in after Mrs. Sparsit and her prize;
and the whole body made a disorderly irruption into Mr,

Bounderby's dining room, where the people behind lost not a

moment's time in mounting on the chairs, to get the better of

the people in front.
" Fetch Mr. Bounderby down !

"
cried Mrs. Spai-sit.

"
Kachael, young woman

; you know who tliis is ?
"

"
It 's Mrs. Peglcr," said Kachael.

"
I should think it is !

"
cried Mrs. Sparsit, exulting.

li Mr. Bounderby. Stand away, everybody !

" Here
old Mrs. Pogler, muffling herself up, and shrinking from

observation, whispered a word of entreaty.
" Don't tell me,"

said Mrs. Sparsit, aloud,
"

I have told you twenty times,

coming along, that I will not leave you till 1 have handed you
ovt r to him myself."

Mr. Bouuderby now appeared, accompanied by Mr. Gradgrlnd
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and the whelp, with whom he had been holding conference

upstairs Mr. Bounderby looked more astonished than hos

pitable, at sight of this uninvited party in his dining-room.
"
Why, what 's the matter now !

"
said he. " Mrs. Sparsit,

ma'am? "

"
Sir," explained that worthy woman,

"
I trust it is my

good fortune to produce a person you have much desired to

find. Stimulated by my Avish to relieve your mind, sir, and

connecting together such imperfect clues to the part of the

country in which that person might be supposed to reside, as

have been afforded by the young woman llachael, fortunately
now present to identify, I have had the happiness to succeed,

and to bring that person with me I need not say most

unwillingly on her part. It has not been, sir, without some
trouble that I have effected this

;
but trouble in your service

is to me a pleasure, and hunger, thirst and cold a real

gratification."
Here Mrs. Sparsit ceased

;
for Mr. Bounderby's visage

exhibited an extraordinary combination of all possible colors

and expressions of discomfiture, as old Mrs. Pegler was dis

closed to his view.

"Why, what do you mean by this?" was his highly

unexpected demand, in great warmth. "
I ask you, what do

you mean by this, Mrs. Sparsit, ma'am ?
"

" Sir !

" exclaimed Mrs. Sparsit, faintly.
" Why don't you mind your own business, ma'am ?

" roared

Bounderby.
" How dare you go and poke your officious nose

into my family affairs 'f

"

This allusion to her favorite feature overpowered Mrs.

Sparsit. She sat down stiffly in a chair, as if she were frozen;

and, with a fixed stare at Mr. Bounderby, slowly grated her

mittens against one another, as if they were frozen too.

"My dear Josiah!" cried Mrs. Pegler, trembling. "My
darling boy ! I am not to blame. It 's not my fault, Josiah.

I told this lady over and over again, that I knew she was

doing what would not be agreeable to you, but she would do it."

"What did you let her bring you for? Couldn't you
knock her cap off, or her tooth out, or scratch her, or do

something or other to her?" asked Bounderby.
" My own boy ! She threatened me that if I resisted her,

I should be brought by constables, and it was better to come

quietly than make that stir in such a "
Mrs. i'eglcj
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gLinced tiinklly but proudly round the walls "such a fm

house as this. Indeed, indeed, it is not my fault ! My dear,

noble, stately boy ! I have always lived quiet and secret.

Jo.siuh, my dear. I have never broken the condition once. I

have never said I was your mother. I have admired you at a

distance
;
and if I have come to town sometimes, with long

times between, to take a prouc'. peep at you, I have done it

unbeknown, my love, and gone away again."
Mr. Bounderby, with his hands in his pockets, walked in

impatient mortification up and down at the side of the long

dining-table, while the spectators greedily took in every

syllable of Mrs. Pegler's appeal, and at each succeeding
syllable became more and more round-eyed. Mr. Bounderby
still walking up and down when Mrs. Pegler had done, Mr.

Gradgriud addressed that maligned old lady :

"
I am surprised, madam," he observed with severity,

" that in your old age you have the face to claim Mr. Bounderby
for your son, after your unnatural and inhuman treatment

of him."

'Me unnatural!" cried poor old Mrs. Pegler.
" Me in

human ! To my dear boy ?
"

"Dear!" repeated Mr. Gradgrind. "Yes; dear in his

self-made prosperity, madam, I dare say. Not very dear,

however, when you deserted him in his infancy, and left him
to the brutality of a drunken grandmother."

" / deserted my Josiah !

"
cried Mrs. Pegler, clasping her

hands. "
Now, Lord forgive you, sir, for your wicked imagi

nations, and for your scandal against the memory of my poor

mother, who died in my arms before Josiah was born. May
you repent of it, sir, and live to know better !

"

Shu was so very earnest and injured, that Mr. Gradgrind,
:d by the possibility which dawned upon him, said in a

gentler tone :

" Do you deny, then, madam, that you left your son to to

be brought up in the gutter ?"
" Josiah in the gutter !

" exclaimed Mrs. Pegler.
" No

such a tiling, sir. Never ! For shame on you ! My dear

boy knows, and will give you to know, that though he come
of humble parents, he come of parents that loved him as dear

as the best could, and never thought it hardship on themselves

t<> piuch a bit that he might write and cypher beautiful, and
I 've liis books at hqme to show it ! Aye, have I !

"
said Mrs
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Pegler, with indignant pride.
" And my dear boy knows,

and will give you to know, sir, that after his beloved father

died when he was eight year old, his mother, too, could pinch
3. bit, as it was her duty and her pleasure and her pride to do

it, to help him out in life, and put him 'prentice. And a

steady lad he was, and a kind master he had to lend him a

hand, and well he worked his own way forward to be rich

and thriving. And / '11 give you to know, sir for this my <

dear boy won't that though his mother kept but a little
'

village shop, he never forgot her, but pensioned me on thirty

pound a-year more than I want, for I put by out of it only j

making the condition that I was to keep down in my own 1

part, and make no boasts about him, and not trouble him.
j

And I never have, except with looking at him once a year, j

when he has never knowed it. And it 's right," said poor old
]

Mrs. Pegler, in affectionate championship,
" that I should

keep down in my own part, and I have no doubts that if I i

was here I should do a many unbefitting things, and I am
;

well contented, and I can keep my pride in my Josiah to

myself, and I can love for love's own sake ! And I am
ashamed of you, sir," said Mrs. Pegler, lastly, "for yourj
slanders and suspicions. And I never stood here before, nor;

never wanted to stand here when my dear son said no. And :

I shouldn't be here now, if it hadn't been for being brought*
here. And for shame upon you, O for shame, to accuse me]
of being a bad mother to my son. with my son standing here|
to tell you so different !

"

The bystanders, on and off the dining-room chairs, raised a

murmur of sympathy with Mrs. Pegler, and Mr. Gradgrial
felt himself innocently placed in a very distressing predicament,
when Mr. Bounderby, who had never ceased walking up and

down, and had every moment swelled larger and larger, and

grown redder and redder, stopped short.
"

I don't exactly know," said Mr. Bounderby,
" how I come

to be favoured with the attendance of the present company,
but I don't inquire. When they 're quite satisfied, perhaps

they '11 be so good as to disperse ;
whether they 're satisfied

or not, perhaps they '11 be so good as to disperse. I 'm not

bound to deliver a lecture on my family affairs, I have not

undertaken to do it, and I 'm net a going to do it. Therefore

those who expect any explanation whatever upon that branch

of the subject, w ;ll be disappointed particularly Tom Grad'
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grind, ami lie tan't know it too seen. In reference to tlio

Kiiiik robbery, there has boon a mistake made, concerning my
mother. If there hadn't been ovrr-ofilciousness it wouldn't

have been made, and I hate over-officiousness at all times,

whether or no. Good evening !

"

Although Mr. Bounderby carried it off in these terms,

holding the door open for the company to depart, there wa.s

a blustering sheepishness upon him, at once extremely crest

fallen and superlatively absurd. Detected as the Bidly of

humility, wlio had built his windy reputation upon lies, and
in his boastfalncss had put the honest truth as far away from

him as if he had advanced the mean claim (there is no

meaner) to tack himself on to a pedigree, he cut a most ridi

culous figure. With the people filing off at the door he held,

who he knew would carry what had passed to the whole town,
to be given to the four winds, he could not have looked a

Bully more shorn nnd forlorn, if he had had his cars cropped.
Even that unlucky female, Mrs. Sparsit, fallen from her

pinnacle of exultation into the Slough of Despond, was not in

so bad a plight as that remarkable man and self-made

Humbug, Josiah Bounderby of Coketown.

Rachael and Sissy, leaving Mrs. Pegler to occupy a bed at

her son's for that night, walked together to the gate of Stone

Lodge and there parted. Mr. Gradgrind joined them before

they had gone very far, and spoke with much interest of

Stephen Blackpool ;
for whom he thought this signal failure

cf the suspicions against Mrs. Pegler was likely to work well

As to the whelp ; throughout this scene as on all other lute

occasions, he had stuck close to Bounderby. He seemed to

feel that as long as Bounderby could make no discovery with

out his knowledge, he was so far safe. He never visited his

sister, and had only seen her once since she went home : that

is to say, on the night when he still stuck close to Bounderby,
as already related.

There was one dim unformed fear lingering about his

. 's mind, to which she never gave utterance, which sur

rounded the graceless and ungrateful boy with a dreadful

mystery. The same dark possibility had presented itself in

the same shapeless guise, this very day, to Sissy, when
Itathael spoke of some one who would be confounded by

Stephen's return, havii.g put him out of the way. Louisa.
hid upver spoken of harboring any suspicion of her brother,
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in connexion with the robbery, she and Sifcf'y had held no con
fidence on the subject, save in that one interchange of looks

when the unconscious father rested his gray head on his

hand; but it was understood between ' them, and they both
knew it. This other fear was so awful, that it hovered about
each of them like a ghostly shadow

; neither daring to think
of its being near herself, far less of its being near the other.

And still the forced spirit which the whelp had plucked up,
throve with him. If Stephen Blackpool was not the thief, let

him show himself. Why didn't he ?

Another night. Another day and night. No Stephen
Blackpool. Where was the man, and why did he not come
back?

CHAPTER VI.

THE STARLIGHT.

THE Sunday was a bright Sunday in autumn, clear and

cool, when early in the morning Sissy and Rachael met, to

walk in the country.
As Coketown cast ashes not only on its own head but on

the neighbom hood's too after the manner of those pious

persons who do penance for their own sins by putting other

people into sackcloth it was customary for those who now
and then thirsted for a draught of pure air, which is not

absolutely the most wicked among the vanities of life, to get
a few miles away by the railroad, and then begin their walk,
or their lounge in the fields. Sissy ami Rachael helped them
selves out of the smoke by the usual'- means, and were put
clown at a station about midway between the town and Mr.

Bounderby's letreafc.

Though the green landscape wr~ blotted here and there

with heaps of coal, it was greeri
;

eisewhere, and there were

trees to see, and there were larks singing (though it was

Sunday), and there were pleasant scents in the air, and all

was overarched by a bright blue . ky. In the distance or

.way, Coketown showed as a black 'mist
;

in another distanc

hills began to rise
;

in a third. the*o was a faint change
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the light of the ho. .on, where it shone upon the far-off soa

Uinler their feet, the gr;iss was fresh
;
beautiful shadows of

1 (ranches flickered upon it, und speckled it; hedgerows were

luxuriant; everything was at peace. Engines at pits' mouths,
and lean old horses that had worn the circle of their daily

la'ior into the ground, were alike quiet; wheels had ceased

for a short space to turn; and the great wheel of earth seemed

to revolve without the shocks and noises of another time.

They walked on across the fields and down the shady lanes,

sometimes getting over a fragment of a fence so rotten that it

dropped at a touch of the foot, sometimes passing near a

wreck of bricks and beams overgrown with grass, marking
the site of deserted works. They followed paths and tracks,

however slight. Mounds where the grass was rank and high,
and where brambles, dock-weed, and such-like vegetation,
were confusedly heaped together, they always avoided

;
for

dismal stories were told in that country of the old pits hidden

beneath such indications.

The sun was high when they sat down to rest. They had
seen no one, near or distant, for a long time

;
and the soli

tude remained unbroken. "It is so still here, Kachael, and
the way is so untrodden, that I think we must be the first

who have been here all the Slimmer."

As Sissy said it, her eyes were attracted by another of

those rotten fragments of fence upon the ground. She got

up to look at it. "And yet I don't know. This has not

been broken very long. The wood is quite fresh where it

gave way. Here are footsteps too. O Ilachael !

"

She ran back, and caught her round the neck. Rachael

had already started up.
"What is the matter:

' ;

"
I don't know. Thert is a hat lying in the grass."

They went forward t(. ,jtlier. Rachael took it up, shaking
from head to foot. She broke into a passion of tears and

lamentations: Stephen Blackpool was written in his own
hand on the inside.

" O the poor lad, the pojr ^id ! Ho has been made awu7
with, lie is lying murdered here !

"

'

Is there has the hat an. blood upon it?" Sissy faltered.

They were afraid to loo*, but they did examine it, and

i no mark of violence, .inside or out. It had been lying
stum* days, for rain v(vind dew had stained it, and the
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mark of its shape was on the grass where it lull fallen. They
looked fearfully about them, without moving, but could see

nothing more. "
Rachacl," Sissy whispered, "I will go on a

little by myself.
'

She had unclasped her hand, and was in tho act of stepping
forward, when Rachael caught her in both arms with a

scream that resounded over the wide landscape. Before

them, at their very feet, was the brink of a black ragged
chasm hidden by the thick grass. They sprang back, and
fell upon their knees, each hiding her face upon the other's

neck.
"
O, my good Lord ! He 's down there ! Down there !

"

At first this, and her terrific screams, Avere all that could be

got from Ilachael, by any tears, by any prayers, by any repre

sentations, by any means. It was impossible to hush her
;

and it was deadly necessary to hold her, or she would ha-

flung herself down the shaft.
"
Rachael, dear Rachael, good Rachael, for the love

Heaven not these dreadful cries ! Think of Stephen, tin

of Stephen, think of Stephen !

"

By an earnest repetition of this entreaty, poured out in all

the agony of sucli a moment, Sissy at last brought her to be

silent, and to look at her with a tearless face of stone.
"
Rachael, Stephen may be living. You wouldn't leave

him lying maimed at the bottom of this dreadful place, a

moment, if you could bring help to him !

"

"
No, no, no !

"

" Don't stir from here, for his sake ! Let me go am
listen."

She shuddered to approach the pit ;
but she crept towards

it on her hands and knees, and called to him as loud as she

could call. She listened, but no sound replied. She called

again and listened; still no answering sound. She did this,

twenty, thirty times. She took a little clod of earth fro:

the broken ground where he had stumbled, and threw it i

She could not hear it fall.

The wide prospect, so beautiful in its stillness but a f<

minutes ago, almost carried despair to her brave heart, a

she rose and looked all round her, seeing no help.
"
Rachacl,

we must lose not a moment. We must go in different di

tions, seeking aid. You shall go by the way we have co

and 1 will go forward
x

y the path. Tell any one you
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and oven- one what has happened. Think of Stephen, think

of Stephen !

"

She knew by Rachael's face that she might trust her now.

Aud after stnuding for a moment to see her running', wring

ing her hands as she ran, she turned and went upon her own
search; she stopped at the hedge to tie her shawl there as a

guide to the place, then threw her bonnet aside, and ran aa

she had never run l<rfore.

Run, Sissy, run, in Heaven's name ! Don't stop for breath.

Run, run ! Quickening herself by carrying such entreaties in

JUT thoughts, she ran from field to field, and lane to lane, and

place to place, as she had never run before
;
until she came

to a shed by an engine-house, where two men lay in the

shade, asleep on straw.

First to wake them, and next to tell them, all so wild and
breathless as she was, what had brought her there, were
difficulties

;
but they no sooner understood her than their

spirits were on fire like hers. One of the men was in a

drunken slumber, but on his comrade's shouting to him that

a man had fallen down the Old Hell Shaft, he started out to

a pool of dirty water, put his head in it, and came back sober.

With these two men she ran to another half-a-mile further,

and with that one to another, while they ran elsewhere. Then
a horse was found

; and she got another man to ride for lifo

or death to the railroad, and send a message to Louisa, which
she wrote and gave him. By this time a whole village was

up ; and windlasses, ropes, poles, candles, lanterns, all things

-an*, were fast collecting and being brought into ono

place, to be carried to the Old Hell Shaft.

It seemed now hours and hotirs since she had left the lost

man lying in the grave where he had been buried alive. She
could not bear to remain away from it any longer it was
like deserting him and she hurried swiftly back, accompanied
by half-a-dozen laborers, including the drunken man whom
tin 1 news had sobered, and who was the best man of all.

Whoa they came to the Old Hell Shaft, they found it as

londy as she had left it. The men called and listened as she

had done, and examined the edge of the chasm, and settled

hew it had happened, and then sat down to wait until the

implements they wanted should come up.

Every sound of insects in the air, every stirring of the

leaves, every whi/pcr among these men, made Sissy tremblft,
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for she thought it was a cry at the bottom of the pit. But
the wind blew idly over it, and no sound arose to the surface,

and they sat upon the grass, waiting and waiting. After they
had waited some time, straggling people who had heard of

the accident began to come up ;
then the real help of imple

ments began to arrive. In the midst of this, llnchael returned
;

and with her party there was a surgeon, who brought some
vine and medicines. But, the expectation among the people
that the man would be found alive, was very slight indeed.

There being now people enough present to impede the

work, the sobered mpn put himself at the Load of the rest, or

was put there by the general consent, and made a large ring
round the Old Hell Shaft, and appointed nion to keep it.

Besides such volunteers as were accepted to work, only Sissy
and Rachacl were at first permitted within this ring; but,

later in the day, when the message brought an express from

Coketown, Mr. Gradgrind and Louisa, and Mr. Bounderby,
and the whelp, were also there.

The sun was four hours lower than when Sissy and Rachael

had first sat down upon the grass, before a means of enabling
two men to descend securely was rigged with poles and ropes.
Difficulties had arisen in the cons! ruction of this machine,

simple as it was
; requisites had been found wanting, and

messages had had to go and return. It was five o'clock in

the afternoon of the bright autumnal Sunday, before a caudleo / '

was sent down to try the air, while three or four rough faces

stood crowded close together, attentively watching it : the

men at the windlass lowering as they were told. The candle

was brought up again, feebly burning, and then some water

was cast in. Then the bucket was hooked on
;
and the<

sobered man and another got in with lights, giving the word
'* Lower away !

"

As the rope went out, tight and strained, and the windlass

creaked, there was not a breath among the one or two hundred

men and women looking on. that came as it was wont to come.

The signal was given and the windlass stopped, with abundant

rope to spare. Apparently so long an interval ensued with

the men at the windlass standing idle, that some women
shrieked that another accident had happened ! But the

surgeon who held the watch, declared five minutes not to have

elapsed yet, and sternly admonished them to keep silence.

tie had not well done speaking, when the windlass wttf
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(I and worked again. Practised eyes knew that it did

not go as heavily as it would if both workmen had been

coining
1

up, and that only one was returning.
The rope came in tight and strained

; and ring after ring
was coiled upon the barrel of the windlass, and all oves wero

>d on the pit. The sobered man was brought up and

It'.-tpcd
out briskly on the grass. There was an universal cry

of " Alive or dead? " and then a deep, profound hush.

When he said " Alive !

" a great shout arose and many
eyes had tears in them.

" But he *s hurt very bad," he added, as soon as lie could

make himself heard again. "Where's doctor? He 's hurt

so very bad, sir, that we donno how to get him up."

They all consulted together, and looked anxiously at the

>n, as he asked some questions, and shook his head on
. iag the replies. The sun was setting now ;

and the red

light in the evening sky touched every face there, and caused

it to be distinctly seen in all its wrapt suspense.
The consultation ended in the men returning to the wind

lass, and the pitman going down again, carrying the wine and

some other small mutters with him. Then the other man
came up. In the meantime, under the surgeon's directions,

men brought a hurdle, on which others made a thick bed

of spare clothes covered with loose straw, while he himself

contrived some bandages and slings from shawls and handker-

As these were made, they were hung upon an arm of

the pitman who had last come up, with instructions how to

use them : and as he stood, shown by the light he carried,

leaning his powerful loose hand upon one of the poles, and

lines glancing down the pit, and sometimes glancing
i upon the people, he was not the least conspicuous
in the scene. It was dark now, and torches were

kindled.

It appeared from the little this man said to those about

him, which was quickly repeated all over the circle, that the

iau had fallen upon a mass of crumbled rubbish with

which the pit was half choked up, and that his fall had been
further broken by some jagged earth at the side. He lay

upon his back with one arm doubled under him, and accord-

his own belief had hardly stirred since he fell, except
that he had moved his free hand to a sido pocket, in which
lie remembered to have some bread and meat (of wliich he
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had swallowed crumbs) ,
and liad likewise scooped up a little

water in it now and th<m. He had come straight away from
his work, on being written to, and had walked the whole

journey; and was on his way to Mr. Bounderby's country-
house after dark, when he fell. He was crossing that

dangerous country at such a dangerous time, because he was
innocent of what was laid to his charge, and couldn't rest from

coming the nearest way to deliver himself up. The Old Hell

Shaft, the pitman said, with a curse upon it, was worthy oJ

its bad name to the last
;
for though Stephen could speak now,

he believed it would soon be found to have mangled the life

out of him.

When all was ready, this man, still taking his last hurried

charges from his comrades and the surgeon after the windlass

had begun to lower him, disappeared into the pit. The- ropo
went out as before, the signal was made as before, and the

windlass stopped. No man removed his hand from it now.

Every one waited with his grasp set, and his body bent down
to the work, ready to reverse and wind in. At length tho

signal was given, and all the ring leaned forward.

For, now, the rope came in, tightened and strained to its

utmost as it appeared, and the men turned heavily, and the

windlass complained. It was scarcely endurable to look at

the rope, and think of its giving way. But, ring after ring
was coiled upon the ban-el of the windlass safely, and the

connecting chains appeared, and finally the bucket with the

two men holding on at the sides a sight to make the headj

swim, and oppress the heart and tenderly supporting between

them, slung and tied within, the figure of a poor, crushed,
human creature.

A low murmur of pity went round the throng, and tho

women wept aloud, as this form, almost without form, was
moved very slowly from its iron deliverance, and laid upon
the bed of straw. At first, none but the surgeon went close

to it. He did what be could in its adjustment on the couch,

but the best that he could do was to cover it. That gently

done, he called to him Rachael and Sissy. And at that time

the pale, worn, patient face was seen looking up at the sky,

with the broken right hand tying bare on the outside of the

covering garments, as if waiting to be taken by another

hand.

They gave him drink, moistened his face with water, and
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ftdministorad somo drops of cordial and wine. Though hft

l;iy quite motionless looking up at tlie sky, he smiled and

Hilid,
li Kaehael."

She stooped down on the grass at his side, and l>ent over

him until her eyes were between his and the sky, for he could

not so much as turn them to look at her.
"

Kachael, my dear,"
She took his hand. He smiled again and said, ".Don't

let 't go."
" Thou 'rt in great pain, my own dear Stephen ?

"

"
I ha' been, but not now. I ha' been dreadful, and

dree, and long, my dear but 'tis owor now. Ah, Rachaei,
aw a muddle ! Fro' first to last, a muddle !

"

The spectre of his old look seemed to pass as he said tho

word.
"

I ha1

fell, into th' pit, my dear, as have cost wi'in tho

knowledge o' old fok now livin, hundreds and hundreds o
1

men's lives fathers, sons, brothers, dear to thousands an

thousands, an keepin 'em fro' want and hunger. I ha' fell

into a pit that ha' been wi' th' Fire-damp crueller than battle.

I ha' read on 't in the public petition, as onny one may read,
fro' the men that works in pits, in which they ha' pray'n an

:i the lawmakers for Christ's sake not to let their work be

murder to 'em, but to spare 'em for th' wives and children

that they loves as well as gentlefok loves theirs. When it

were in work, it killed wi'out need
;
when 'tis let alone, it

kills Avi'out need. See how we die an no need, one way an

another in a muddle every day !

"

He faintly said it, without any anger against any one.

Merely as the truth.
"
Thy little sister, Rachaei, thou hast not forgot her.

Thou 'rt not like to forget her now, and me so nigh her. Thou
knoxv'st poor, patient, sulTrin, dear how thou didst wi>rk

for IHT, sr-t 'n all day long in her little chair nt thy winder,
and how she died, young and misshapen, awlung o' sickly air

as had'n no need to be, an awluug o' working people's uiiser-

aMf homes. A muddle ! Aw a muddle 1

"

Louisa approached him
;
but he could not see her, lying

with his face turned up to the night sky.
"

If u\v ill' things that tooches us, my dear, was not so

I should'n ha' had'n need to coom heer. If wy
not in a muddle suwng otux>lu. I sho'ild'n ha' br^n, I y
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my own fellow weavers and workin' brothers, so mistook. If

Mr. Bouiulerby had ever know'd me right if he 'd ever

know'd me at aw he would'n ha' took'u offence wi' me.

He would'n ha' suspect'n mo. But look up yonder, Rachael !

Look aboove !

"

Following
1 his eyes, she saw that he was gazing at a star.

"
It ha' shined upon me," he said reverently,

" in my pain
and trouble down below. It ha' shined into my mind. I ha'

look'n at 't an thowt o' thee, Rachael, till the muddle in my
mind have cleared awa, above a bit, I hope. If soom ha'

been wantin' in unnerstan'in me better, I, too, ha' been want-

iu' in unnerstan'in them better. When I got thy letter, I

easily believen that Avhat the yoong ledy sen an done to me, an

what her brother sen and done to me, was one, and that there

were a wicked plot betwixt 'em. When I fell, I were in anger
wi' her, an hurryin on t' be as onjust t' her as oothers was t'

me. But in our judgments, like aw in our doins, we muu bear

and forbear. In my pain an trouble, lookin up yonder, wi'

it shinin' on me I ha' seen more clear, and ha' made it my
dyiii prayer that aw th' world may on'y coom toogether more,
an get a better unnerstan'in o' one another, than when I

were in't my own Aveak seln."

Louisa hearing what lie said, bent over him on the opposite
wide to Rachael, so that he could see her.

"You ha' heard?" he said 'after a few moments' silence.
'

I ha' not forgot you, ledy."
"
Yes, Stephen, I have heard you. And your praA'er is mine."

" You ha' a father. Will yo tak' a message to him ?
"

" He is here," said Louisa, with dread. " Shall I bring
him to you ?

"

" If yo please."
Louisa returned with her father. Standing hand-in-hanc

they both looked down upon the solemn countenance.
"

Sir, yo will clear me au mak my name good wi' aw mf

This I leave to yo."
Mr. Gradgrind was troubled and asked how ?

"Sir," was the reply:
"
yor son will tell yo how. Ask

him. I mak no charges : I leave none ahint me : not a single

word. I ha' seen an spok'n wi' yor son, one night. I ask no

uiore o' yo than that yo clear me an I trust to yo to do 't."

The bearers being now ready to cany him away, and tlifl

surgeon being anxious for his removal, those who hud ton his
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or lanterns, prepared to go in front of thcUittcr. Before it

was raised, and while they were arranging how to go, ho suid

to Kuchuel, looking upward at the star :

" Often as I coom to myseln, and found it shiuin on mo
down there in my trouble, I thowt it were the star as guided
to Our Saviour's home. I awrnust think it be the very star!"

They lifted him tip, and he was overjoyed to find that they
\rero about to take him in the direction whither the star

seemed to him to lead.
"

Itachael, beloved lass ! Don't let go my hand. We may
w;dk toogether t 'night, my dear !

"

"
I will hold thy hand, and keep beside thee, Stephen, all

the way."
" Bless thee ! Will soombody bo pleased to coover my face !

?>

They carried him very gently along the field;?, and down
the lanes, and over the wide landscape; llachael always

holding the hand in hers. Very few whispers broke the

mournful silence. It was soon a funeral procession. The star

had shown him where to find the God of the poor ;
and

through humility, and sorrow, and forgiveness, he had gone
to Lib Redeemer's rest.

CHAPTER VII.

WHELP-HUNTIKO.

BEFORE the ring formed round the Old Hell Shaft was

l-roken, one figure had disappeared from within it. Mr.

Bomulerby and his shadow had not stood near Louisa, who
held her father's arm, but in a retired place by themselves.

When Mr. Gradgriud was summoned to the couch, Sissy,

attentive to all that happened, slipped behind that wicked

shadow a sight in the horror of his face, if there had been

there for any sight but one and whispered in his ear.

Without turning his head, he conferred with her a few

moments, and vanished. Thus the whelp had gone out of the

circle before the people moved.

Whon the father reached home, he sent a message to Mr.

Bounderby's, desiring his son to come to him directly.

VOL. ii. oO
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reply was, that Mr. Bounderby having missed him iti the

crowd, and seeing nothing of him since, had supposed him to

be at Stone Lodge.
"

I believe, father," said Louisa,
" he will not come back to

town to-night." Mr. Gradgrind turned awaj', and said no more.

In the morning, he went down to the Bauk himself as soon

as it was opened, and seeing his son's place empty (he had
not the courage to look in at first), went back along the street

to meet Mr. Bounderby on his way there. To whom he said

that, for reasons he would soon explain, but entreated no*

then to be asked for, he had found it necessary to employ
J
.;.s

son at a distance for a little while. Also, that he was charged
with the duty of vindicating Stephen Blackpool's memor}', and

declaring the thief. Mr. Bounderby qaite confounded, stood

stock-still in the street after his father-in-law had left him,

swelling like an immense soap-bubble, without its beauty.
Mr. Gradgrind went home, locked himself in his room, an3

kept it all that day. When Sissy and Louisa tapped at his

door, he said, without opening it,
" Not now, my dears

;
in

the evening." On their return in the evening, he said,
''

I

am not able yet to-morrow." He ate nothing all day, and

had no candle after dark
;
and they heard him walking to and

fro late at night.

But, in the morning he appeared at breakfast at the usual

hour, and tcok his usual place at the table. Aged and bent

he looke J, and quite bowed down
;
and yet he looked a Aviser

mar, and a better man, than in the days when in this life ho

vunted nothing but Facts. Before he left the room, he

appointed a time for them to come to him
j
and so, with his

gray head drooping, went away.
" Dear father," said Louisa, when they kept their appoint

ment,
"
you have three young children left. They will

different, / will be different yet, with Heaven's help."
She gave her hand to Sissy, as if she meant with her

help too.
" Your wretched brother," said Mr. Gradgrind.

" Do you
think he had planned this robbery, when he went with you to

the lodging ?
"

"
I fear so, father. I know he had granted money very

much, and had spent a great deal."
" The poor man being about to leave the town, it came into

hia ovil brain to cast suspicion on him ?
"
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"
I think it must have flashed upon him whflo ho sat thore,

father. For, I asked him to go there with me. The visit did

not originate with him."
" He had some conversation with the poor man.

.
Did he

take him aside ?
"

" He took him out of the room. I asked him afterwards,

why he had done so, and he made a plausible excuse
;
but

since last night, father, and when I remember the circum

stances by its light, 1 am afraid I can imagine too truly what

parsed between them."
" Let me know," said her father,

"
if your thoughts present

your guilty brother in the same dark view as mine."
"

I fear, father," hesitated Louisa,
" that he must have

made some representation to Stephen Blackpool perhaps in

my name, perhaps in his own which induced him to do in

good faith and honesty, what he had never done before, and to

wait about the Bank those two or three nights before he left

the town."
" Too plain !

"
returned the father. " Too plain !

"

He shaded his face, and remained silent for some moments.

Recovering himself, he said :

" And now, how is he to be found ? How is he to be saved

from justice ? In the few hours that I can possibly allow to

elapse before I publish the truth, how is he to bo found by
id only by us? Ten thousand pounds could not effect it."

"
Sissy has effected it, father."

He raised his eyes to where she stood, like a good fairy in

his house, and said in a tone of softened gratitude and grate
ful kindness,

"
It is always you. my child !

"

" We had our fears," Sissy explained, glancing at Louisa,
" before yesterday ; and when I saw you brought to the sidy

of the litter last night, and heard what passed (being close to

Kachael all the time), I went to him when no one saw, and
sai.l to him. ' Don't look at me. See where /our father is.

Kscape at once, for his sake and your own !

' Ho was in a

tremble before I whispered to him, and he startcd and
trembled more then, and said, 'Where can I go? I hava

very little money, and I don't know who will hide me !

'

I

thought of father's old circus. I have not forgotten where
Mr. Sleary goes at this time of year, and I read of him in a

only the other day. I told him to hurry there, and tell

name, and ask Mr. Sleary to hide him till I cauie.
'

I '11
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get to him before the morning/ he said. And I saw him
shrink away among the people."

" Thank Heaven !

"
exclaimed his father. " He may be got

abroad yet.''

It "was the more hopeful as the town to which Sissy had

directed iim was within three hours' journey of Liverpool,
whence he could be swiftly dispatched to any part of the

world. But, caution being necessary in communicating with

him for there was a greater danger every moment of his

being suspected now, and nobody could bo sure at heart but

that Mr. Bounderby h/mself, in a bullying vein of public zeal,

might piny a Roman part it was consented that Sissy and

Louisa should repair to the place in question, by a circuitous

course, alone
;
and that the unhappy father, setting forth hi

an opposite direction, should get round to the same bourne by
another and wider route. It was further agreed that ho

shcmld not present himself to Mr. Sloary, lest his intentions

should be mistrusted, or the intelligence of his arrival should

cause his son to take flight anew ; but, that the communi
cation should be left to Sissy and Louisa to open; and that

they should inform the cause of so much misery and disgrace,
of his father's being at hand and of the purpose for which

they had come. When these arrangements had been well

considered and were fully understood by all three, it was time

to begin to carry them into execution. Early in the afternoon,

Mr. Grmlgrind walked direct from his own house into the

country, to be taken up on the lino by Avhich he was to travel ;

and at night the remaining- two set forth upon their different

course, encouraged Vy nor seeing any face they knew.

The two travelled all nignt. except when ti^ were left, for

odd numbers of minutes, ar branch-places up illimitable flights

of steps, or down wells which was the oiuy variety of those

branches and, early in the morning, were turned out on a

swamp, a mile or two from the town they sought. From this

dismal spot they were rescued by a savage old postilion, who

happened to be up early, kicking a horse in a fly ;
and

were smuggled into the town by all the back lanes where the

pigs lived : which, although not a magnificent or even savoury

approach, was, as is usual in such cases, the legitimate highway.
The first thing they saw on entering the town was the

skeleton of Sleary's Circus. The company had departed for

another town more than twenty miles off, and had opened
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them last night. The connection between the two places wan

by a hilly turnpike-road, and the travelling on that rond was

very slow. Though they took but a hasty breakfast, and nc

rest (which it would have been in vain to seek under such

anxious circumstances), it was noon before they began to find

tho bills of Sleary's Horseriding on barns and walls, and one

o'clock when they stopped in the market-place.
A lirand Morning- Performance by the Riders, commencing

at that vevy hour, was in course of announcement by tho bell

man as they set their feet upon the stones of the street.

Sissy recommended that, to avoid making inquiries and

attracting attention in the town, they should present them

selves to pay at the door. If Mr. Sleary were taking t)i

money, he would be sure to know her, and would proceed with

discretion. If he were not he would be sure to see them
inside

; and, knowing what he had done with the fugitive,

would proceed with discretion still.

Therefore, they repaired, with fluttering hoarts, to the well-

rrmiMnbered booth. The flag with the inscription SI.EARY'S

IlousKKinixG, was there; and the Gothic niche was there;

but Mr. Sloary was not there. Master Kidderminster, grown
too maturely turfy to be received by the wildest credulity as

Cupid any more, had yielded to the invincible force of circum

stances (and his beard), and, in the capacity of a man who
made himself generally useful, presided on thfs occasion over

the exchequer having also a drum in reserve, on which to

expend his leisure moments nnd superfluous forces. In the

me sharpness of his look out for base coin, Mr.

Kidderminster, as at present situated, never saw anything but

y ; so Sissy passed him unrecognised, and they went in.

Tho Emperor of Japan, on a steady old white horse

:llod with black spots, was twirling five wash-hand basins

at once, as it is the favourite recreation of that monarch to do.

. though well acquainted with his Royal lino, had no

personal knowledge of the present Emperor, and his reign wan

peaceful. Miss Josephine Sleary, in her celebrated graceful

Kqut-stiiaii Tyrolean Flower-Act, was then -announced by a

w-w clown (who humorously said Cauliflower Act), and Mr.

Sleary appeared, leading her in.

Mr. Sleary had only made one cut at tho Clown with his

long whip-lash, and the Clown had only said,
" If you do it

I U throw the horse at you !

? ' when Sissy wu8
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hortho their uuclo a rethievlng of 'era ath liith wardth, upon
a horthe themthelvth both a goin' a blackberryin' on a

horthe and the Robinth a coming in to cover 'em with

leavth, upon a horthe you 'd thay it wath the completetlit

thing ath ever you tliet your eyeth on ! And you remember
Emma Gordon, my dear, ath wath a'motht a mother to you ?

Of courthe you do
;

I needn't athk. Well ! Emma, thee

lotht her huthband. He wath throw'd a heavy back-fall off a

Eli -pliant in a thort of a Pagoda thing ath the Thultan of the

liiilieth, and he never got the better of it
;
and thee married

a thccond lime married a Cheethemonger ath fell in love

with her from the front and he 'th a Overtheer and makiu' a

fortun."

These various changes, Mr. Sleary, very short of breath

now, related with great heartiness, and with a wonderful kind
of innocence, considering what a bleary and brandy-and-

watrry old veteran he was. Afterwards he brought in

Josephine, and E. W. B. Childers (rather deeply-lined in the

jaws by daylight), and The Little Wonder of Scholastic

Equitation, and in a word, all the company. Amazing
i icatures they were in Louisa's eyes, so wliito and pink of

complexion, so scant of dress, and so demonstrative of leg ;

but it was very agreeable to see them crowding about Sissy,
and very natural in Sissy to be unable to refrain from tears.

"There ! Now Thethilia hath kithd all the children, and

hugged all the women, and thaken handth all round with all

the men, clear, every one of }-ou, and ring in the band for the

thecond part !

"

As soon as they were gone, he continued in a low tone.

''Nnw, Thethilia, I don't athk to know any thecreth, but I

thuppothe I may conthider thith to be Mith Thquire."
" This is his sister. Yes."

"And t'other on'th daughter. That'h what I mean.

Hope I thee you well, mith. And I hope the Thquire 'tli

well?"

"My father will be here soon," said Louisa, anxious to

bring him to the point.
"

Is my brother safe ?
"

" Thufo and thound !" he replied.
"

I want you jutht to

take a peep at the King, mith, through here. Thethilia, you
ku\v the dodgeth; find a thpy-hole for yourthelf."

They c;ich looked through a chink in the boards.

"Thut'h .laik th Gi;uit Killor pietho of comic infant
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bithnith," said Sloary.
" Tliere 'th a property-hoi ithe, you

tliee, for Jack to hide in
;
there 'th my Clo\vu with a thauthcptin-

lid and a thpit, for Jack'th thervant
;
there 'th little Jack him-

thclf in a thpleudid thoot of armour
;
there 'th two comic black

thervaiith twithe ath big ath the houthe, to thtaud by it and

to bring it in and clear it
;
and the Giant (a very ecthpenthive

bathket one), he an't on yet. Now, do you thee 'em. all ?
"

"
Yes," they both said.

" Look at 'em again," said Sleary,
" look at 'em well. You

thee 'em all? Very good. Now, mith;
" he put a form for

them to sit on; "I have my opinionth, and the Thquire your
father hath hith. I doii't want to know what your brother 'th

been up to
;

itli better for me not to know. All I thay ith,

the Thquire hath thtood by Thethilia, and I '11 thtand by the

Thquire. Your brother ith one o' them black thervanth."

Louisa uttered an exclamation, partly of distress, partly of

satisfaction.
" Ith a fact," said Sleary,

" and even kuowin' it, you
couldn't put your finger on him. Let the Thquire come. I

thall keep your brother here after the performaiith. I thaut

undreth him, nor yet wath hith paint off. Let the Thquiro
come hese after the performanth, or come here yourthelf after

the performanth, and you thall find your brother, and have

the whole plathe to talk to liim in. Never mind the looktli

of him, ath long ath he 'th well hid."

Louisa, with many thanks and with a lightened loati,

detained Mr. Sleary no longer then. She left her love for her

brother, with her eyes full of tears
;
and she and Sissy wont

away until later in the afternoon.

Mr. Gradgrind arrived within an hour afterwards. He
too had encountered no one whom he knew

;
and was nov/

sanguine with Sleary's assistance, of getting his disgraced son

to Liverpool in the night. As neither of the three could be

his companion without almost identifying him under any dis

guise, he prepared a letter to a correspondent whom he could

trust, beseeching him to ship the bearer off at any cost, tr

North or South America, or any distant part of the world t<i

which he could be the most speedily and privately dispatched.
This done, they walked about, waiting for the Circus t<>

;
.'

quite vacated
;
not on'y by the audience, but by the company

nnd by the horses. After watching it a long time, they sa\

Mr. Sleary bring out a chair and sit down by the side-dcor
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as if that were his signal that they might

pprouch.
Your thervaiit, Thquire," was his cautious salutation aa

they ]>;i<sed in.
" If you want me you '11 find me here. You

.u't iniii 1 your thon having a comic livery on."

Tiu'v all three went in; and Mr. Gradgrind sat down for-

lom. on the Clown's performing chair in the middle of the

On one of the bai'k benches, remote in the subdued

li.uht and the strangeness of the place, sat the villanous whelp,

bulky to the last, whom he had the misery to call his son.

In a preposterous coat, like a beadle's, with cuffs and flaps

Derated to an unspeakable extent
;
in an immense waist-

knee-breeches, buckled shoes, and a mad cocked hat
;

with nothing fitting him, and everything of coarse material,

moth-eaten, and full of holes
;
with seams in his black face,

where fear and heat had started through the greasy composition,
daubed all over it

; anything so grimly, detestably, ridiculously
shameful ns the whelp in his comic livery, Mr. Gradgrind

could by any other means have believed in, weighable
and measurable fact though it was. And one of his model
children had come to this !

At first the whelp would not draw any nearer, but persisted
in remaining up there by himself. Yielding at length, if any

ssion so sullenly made can be called yielding, to the

entreaties of Sissy for Louisa he disowned altogether he

down, bench by bench, until he stood in the sawdust, on

the verge of the circle, as far as possible, within its limits

from where his father sat.
" How was this done ?

"
asked the father.

" How was what done?" moodily answered the son.
" This robbery," said the father, raising his voice upon the

word.
"

I forced the safe myself over night, and shut it up ajar
before I went away. I had had the key that was found, made

I* -fore. I dropped it that morning, that it might be

sed to have been used. I didn't take the money all at

I pretended to put my balance away every night, but
I didn't. Now you know all about it."

"
It a thunderbolt had fallen on me," said the father,

"
it

would have shocked me less than this !

"

"
I don't s.v why," grumbled the son.

" So many people
ar employed in situations of trust

;
so many people, out of HP
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many, will bo dishonest. I have heard you talk, a hundred
times, of its being a law. How can I help laws ? You have
comforted others with such things, father. Comfort yourself !

"

The father buried his face in his hands, and the son stood

in his disgraceful grotesqueness, biting straw : his hands,
with the black partly worn away inside, looking like the

hands of a monkey. The evening was fast closing in
;
and

from time to time, he turned the whites of his eyes restlessly

and impatiently towards his father. They were the only parts
of his face that showed any life or expression, the pigment
upon it was so thick.

" You must be got to Liverpool, and sent abroad."
"

I suppose I must. I can't be more miserable anywhere,"

whimpered the whelp, "than I have been Ii9re, ever since I

can remember. That 's one thing."
Mr. Gradgrind went to the door, and returned with Sleary,

to whom he submitted the question, How to get this deplor
able object away ?

"Why, I've been thinking of it, Thquire. There 'th not

muth time to lothe, tho you muth thay yeth or no. Ith over

twenty mileth to the rail. Theretli a coath in half an hour,
that goeth to the rail, 'purpothe to cath the mail train. That

train will take him right to Liverpool."
" But look at him," groaned Mr. Gradgrind.

" Will any
coach "

"
I don't mean that he thould go in the comic livery," said

Sleary.
"
Thay the word, and I '11 make a Jothkiu of him,

out of the wardrobe, in five minutes."
"
I don't understand," said Mr. Gradgrind.

" A Jothkin a Carter. Make up your mind quick, Thquiro,
There '11 be beer to feth. I 've never met with nothing but

beer ath '11 ever clean a comic blackamoor."

Mr. Gradgrind rapidly assented
;
Mr. Sleary rapidly turned

out from a box, a smock frock, a felt hat, and other essentials,

the whelp rapidly changed clothes behind a screen of baize,

Mr. Sleary rapidly brought beer, and washed him white again.
"
Now," said Sleary,

" come along to the coath, and jump
up behind

;
I '11 go with you there, and they '11 thuppothe you

one of my people. Thay farewell to your family, and thai1

])
'th

the word.
" With which he delicately retired.

" Here is your letter," said Mr. Gradgrind.
" All necessary

moons will be provided for you. Atone, by repentance and
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botter conduct, for the shocking action you have committed,

and the dreadful consequences to which it has led. Give me
your hand, my poor boy, and may God forgive you as I do !

"

The culprit was moved to a few abject tears by these words

and their pathetic tone. But, when Louisa opened her arms,
he repulsed her afresh.

" Not you. I don't want to have anything to say to you !

"

" O Tom, Tom, do we end so, after all my love !

"

" After all your love !

" he returned, obdurately.
"
Pretty

love ! Leaving old Bounderby to himself, and packing my
best friend Mr. Harthouse off, and going home just when I

was in the greatest danger. Pretty love that ! Coming out

with every word about our having gone to that place, when

you saw the net was gathering round me. Pretty love that !

You have regularly given me up. You never cared for me."
"
Tharp 'th the word !

"
said Sleary at the door.

They all confusedly went out : Louisa crying to him that

she forgave him, and loved him still, and that he would one

day be sorry to have left her so, and glad to think of these

her last words, far away : when some one ran against them.

Mr. Gradgrind and Sissy, who were both before him while

his sister yet clung to his shoulder, stopped and recoiled.

For, there was Bitzer, out of breath, his thin lips parted,
his thin nostrils distended, his white eyelashes quivering, his

colorless face more colorless than ever, as if he ran himself

into a white heat, when other people ran themselves into a

glow. There he stood, panting and heaving, as if he had
: stopped since the night, now long ago, when he had run

them down before.
"

I 'm sorry to interfere with your plans," said Bitzer,

shaking his head, "but I can't allow myself to be done by
riders. I must have young Mr. Tom; lie mustn't IKS

got away by horseriders
;
here he is in a smock frock, and I

intist have him !

"

Bv the collar, too, it seemed. For, so he took possession
ofluia.
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CHAPTER VIIL

PHILOSOPHICAL

THEY vrent back into the booth, Sleary shutting tho door to

keep intruders out. Bitzer, still holding the paralysed culprit

by the collar, stood in the Ring, blinking at his old patron

through the darkness of the twilight.
"
Bitzer," said Air. Gradgrind, broken down, and miserably

submissive to him,
" have you a heart ?

"

" The circulation sir," returned Bitzer, smiling at the

oddity of the question, "couldn't be carried on without one.

No man, sir, acquainted with the facts established by Harvey
relating to the circulation of the blood, can doubt that I have

a heart."
"

Is it accessible," cried Mr. Gradgrind,
" to any compas

sionate influence ?
"

"It is accessible to Reason, sir," returned the excellent

young man. " And to nothing else."

They stood looking at each other
;
Mr. Gradgrind' s face as

white as the pursuer's.
" What motive even what motive in reason can you have

for preventing the escape of this wretched youth," said Mr.

Gradgrind,
" and crushing his miserable father ? See his.

sister here. Pity us !

"

"
Sir," returned Bitzer, in a very business-like and logical

manner,
" since you ask ine what motive I have in reason, for

taking young Mr. Tom back to Coketown, it is only reasonable

to let you know. I have suspected young Mr. Tom of this,,

bank-robbery from the first. I had had my eye upon him
before that time, for I knew his waj^s. I have kept iny

observations to myself, but I have made them
;
and I have

got ample proofs against him now, besides his running away,
and besides his own confession, which I was just in time to

overhear. I had the pleasure of watching your house yester

day morning, and following you here. I am going to take

young Mr. Tom back to Coketown, in order to deliver him

over to Mr. Bounderby. Sir, I have no doubt whatever tli

Mr. Bounderby wiH then promote me to j'oung Mr. Toui'
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ftaation. And I wish to have his situation, sir, for it will be

a rise to me, and will do me good."
"If this is solely a question of self-interest with you

*

Mr. Gradgrind began.
"

I bog your pardon for interrupting you, sir," returned

Bitzer ;

" but I am sure }
-ou know that the whole social

system is a question of self-interest. What you must always

appeal to, is a person's sell-interest. It 's your only hold.

ire so constituted. I was brought up in that catechism

when I was very young, sir, as you are aware."
" What sum of money," said Mr. Gradgrind,

" will you set

against your expected promotion ?
"

" Thank you, sir," returned Bitzer,
" for hinting at the

proposal ;
but I will not set any sum against it. Knowing

that your clear head would propose that alternative, I have

gone over the calculations in my mind
;
and I find that to com

pound a felony, even on veiy high terms indeed, would not be
as safe and good for me as my improved prospects in the Bank."

"
Bitzer," said Mr. Gradgrind, stretching out his hands

as though he would have said, See how miserable I am !

"
Bitzer, I have but one chance le-ft to soften you. You were

many years at my school. If, in remembrance of the pains
bestowed upon you there, you can persuade yourself in any
degree to disregard your present interest and release my
son, I entreat and pray you to give him the benefit of that

remembrance."
"

I really wonder,, sir," rejoined the old pupil in an argu
mentative manner, "to find you taking a position so untenable.

My schooling was paid for; it was a bargain; and when I

cuiiie away, the bargain ended."

It was a fundamental principle of the Gradgrind philosophy,
that everything was to be paid for. Nobody was ever on any

nit to give anybody anything, or render anybody help
without pr.ivliase. Gratitaule \vaa to be abolished, and the

virtues springing from it were not to be. Every inch of the

existence of mankind, from birth to death, was to be a bargain
s a counter. And if we didn't get to Heaven that way, it

;iot a politico-economical place, and we had no business

there.
"

I don't deny," added Bitzer,
" that my schooling waa

cheap. But that comes right, sir. I was made in the cheapeut

t, and have to dispose of uiynelf in the dean.tt."
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He was a little troubled here, by Louisa and Sissy crying.
"
Pray don't do that," said he,

"
it 's of no use doing that '.

it only worries. You seem to think that I have some animosity

against young Mr. Tom
;
whereas I have none at all. I am

only going, on the reasonable grounds I have mentioned, to

take him back to Coketown. If he was to resist, I should

set up the cry of Stop Thief ! But, he won't resist, you may
depend upon it."

Mr. Sleary, who, with his mouth open and his rolling eyo
as immoveably jammed in his head as his fixed one, had
listened to these doctrines with profound attention, here

stepped forward.
"
Thquire, you know perfectly well, and your daughter

knowth perfectly well (better than you, becauthe I thed it to

her), that I didn't know what your thon had done, and that I

didn't want to know I thed it wath better not, though I only

thought, then, it wath thome thkylarking. However, thith

young man having made it known to be a robbery of a bank,

why, that 'h a theriouth thing ; muth too theriouth a thing
for me to compound, ath thith young man hath very properly
called it. Conthequeutly, Thquire, you. muth'nt quarrel with

me if I take thith young man'th thide, and thay he Hh right
and there 'th no help for it. But I tell you what I '11 do,

Thquire ;
I '11 drive your thon and thith young man over to

the rail, and prevent expothure here. I can't conthent to do

more, but I '11 do that."

Fresh lamentations from Louisa, and deeper affliction on

Mr. Gradgrind's part, followed this desertion of them by their

last friend. But, Sissy glanced at him with great attention;

nor did she in her own breast misunderstand him. As they
were all going out again, he favoured her with one slight ro

of his moveable eye, desiring her to linger behind. As
locked the daor, he said excitedly :

" The Thquire thtood by you, Thethilia, and I '11 thtand b;

the Thquire. More than that: thith ith a prethiouth radical,

and belongth to that bluthtering Cove that ray people nearly

pitht out o' winder. It '11 be a dark night; I 've got a horthe

that '11 do anything but thpeak ;
I 've got a pony that '11 go

fifteen mile an hour with Childerth driving of him
;

I 've got

a dog that '11 keep a man to one plathe four-and-twcnty

hourth. ("Jet a word with the young Thquire. Tell him,

when he theeth our horthe begin to .'.aiithe not to be iifraid
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of being thpilt, but to look out for a pony-gig coming up
Tell him, when he theeth that gig clothe by, to jump down,
and it '11 take him off at a rattling pathe. If my dog leth

thith young man thtir a peg on foot, I give him leave to go.
And if my horthe ever thtirth from that thpot where he beginth
a danthing, till the morning I don't know him ? Tharp 'th

the word !

"

The word was so sharp, that in ten minutes Mr. Cliilders,

sauntering about tho market-place in a pair of slippers, had
his cue, and Mr. Slearj's equipage was ready. It was a fine

sight, to behold the lonrned dog barking round it, and Mr.

y instructing him, with his one practicable eye, that

Bit/er was the object of his particular attentions. Soon after

dark they all three got in and started ; the learned dog
(a formidable creature) already pinning Bit/er with his eye,

and sticking close to the wheel on his side, that he might bo

ready for him in the event of his showing the slightest dis

position to alight.

The other three sat up at the inn all night in great suspense.
At eight o'clock in the morning Mr. Sleary and the dog re

appeared : both in high spirits.
" All right, Thquire !

"
said Mr. Sleary,

"
your tlion may

be aboard-a-thip by thith time. Childerth took him off, an
hour and a halt' after we left here latht night. The horthe

ianthed the polka till he watli dead beat (he would have

\valthed, if he hadn't been in harneth), and then I gave him
the word and he went to thleep comfortable. When that

prethiouth young Rathcal tlied he 'd go for'urd afoot, the dog
lumg on to liith neck-hankcrc-her with all four legth in the

air and pulled him down and rolled him over. Tho he come
bark into the drag, and there he that, 'till I turned tho

horthe'th head, at half-patht thixth thith morning."
Mr. Gradgrind overwhelmed him with thanks, of course;

and hinted as delicately as he could, at a handsome remunera
tion in money.

"
I don't want money mythelf, Thquire; but Childerth ith

a family man, and if you wath to like to offer him a fivo-

pound note, it mightn't be uuactheptable. Likewitlie if you
wath to thtand a collar for the dog, or a thet of bellth for tho

horthe, I thould be very glad to take 'em. Brandy and water
I alwayth take." He had already called for a glass, and
now calh-d for another. " If you wouldn't think it going toe
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far, Tliquire, to make a little thpread foi tlie company at

about three and thixth ahead, not reckoning Luth, it would
make 'em happy."

All these little tokens of his gratitude, Mr. Gradgrind very

willingly undertook to render. Though he thought them fai

too slight, he said, for such a service.

"Very well, Tliquire; then, if you'll only give a Horthe-

riding, a bethpeak, whenever you can, you '11 more than

balanthe the account. Now, Thquire, if your daughter will ,

ethcuthe me, I thould like one parting word with you."
Louisa and Sissy withdrew into an adjoining room

;
Mr.

Sleary, stirring and drinking his brandy and water as he

stood, went on :

"
Thquire, you don't need to be told that dogth ith won

derful animalth."

"Their instinct," said Mr. Gradgrind, "is surprising."
" Whatever you call it and I 'm bletht if / know what to

call it
"

said Sleary,
"

it ith athtonithing. The way in wi

a dog '11 find you the dithtanthe he '11 come !

"

" His scent," said Mr. Gradgrind,
"
being so fine."

"
I 'm bletht if I know what to call it," repeated Sleary,

shaking his head,
" but I have had dogth find me, Thquiro,

in a way that made me think whether that dog hadn't gone
to another dog, and thed,

' You don't happen to know a

perthon of the name of Thlear}-, do you ? Perthon of tho

name of Thleary, in the Ilorthe-Riding way thtout man

game eye ?
' And whether that dog mightn't have thed,

'

Well, I can't lhay I know him mythelf, but I know a dog
that I think would be likely to be acquainted witli him.'

And whether that dog mightn't have thought it over, and

thed,
'

Thleury, Thleary ! O yeth, to be tliure ! A friend (>i

mine mcnthioncd him to me at one time. I can get you hit

add roth directly.' In conthequenth of my being afore th

public, and going about tho muth, you thee, there mutlit I

a number of dogth acciuainted with me, Thquire, that / don

know !

"

Mr. Gradgrind seemed to be quite confounded by thw

speculation.

"Any way," said Sleary, after putting his lips to hid

brandy and water, "ith fourteen month ago, Thquire. thintho

we wath at Chethter. We wath getting up our Children in

tlie Wood one morning, when there cometh into our King
1

, by
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tlio thtage door, a dog. He had travelled a long way,
ath in very bad condithon, he \vath lame, and pretty

trell blind. He went round to our children, one after

another, as if he wath a theeking for a child he know'd;
and tl'on he come to me, and throwd hithelf up behind,

and thtood on hith two fore-legth, weak ath he watli, and
lie wagged hith tail and died. Thquire, that dog wath

:-ylegth."

Vs father's dog !

"

"Thethilia'th father 'th old dog. Now, Thquire, I can take

my oath, from my knowledge of that dog, that that man watli

dead and buried afore that dog come back to me. Jotli'-

phine and Childerth and me talked it over a long time, whether

I thould write or not. But we agreed,
' No. There 'th nothing

comfortable to tell
; why unthettle her mind, and make her

unhappy ?
'

Tho, whether her father bathely detherted her ;

or whether he broke hith own heart alone, rather than pull
her down along with him

;
never will be known, now,

Thquire, till- no, not till we know how the dogth findth

uth out !

"

" She keeps the bottle that he sent her for, to this hour
;

and she will believe in his affection to the last moment of her

life," said Mr. Gradgrind.
"

It theemth to prethent two thingth to a perthon, don't it,

Thquire?" said Mr. Sleary, musing as he looked down int<>

the depths of his brandy and water :
"
one, that there ith a

love in the world, not all Thelf-interetht after all, but thome-

tliing very different
;

t 'other, that it hath a way of ith own
of calculating or not calculating, whith thomehow or another

ith at leatht ath hard to give a name to, ath the wayth of the

dogth ith !

"

Mr. Gradgrind looked out of window, and made no reply.

^ieary emptied his glass and recalled the ladies.
" Thethilia my dear, kith me and good-bye ! Mith Thquire,

to thee you treating of her like a thithter, and a thithter that

you trutht and honor with all your heart and more, ith a very

pretty thight to me. I hope your brother may live to be

better detherving of you, and a greater comfort to you.

Thquire, thake handth, firtht and latht ! Don't be croth witli

uth poor vagabondth. People mutht be amuthed. They
'au't be alwayth a learning, nor yet they can't be alwayth a

working, they an't made for it. You mittht have uth, Thquire.
TCL. i;. E H
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Po the withe thing and the land thing too, and make the

betht of uth : not the wurtht !

"And I never thought before," said Mr. Sleary, putting
his head in at the door again to say it,

" that I wath tho muth
of aCackler!"

CHAPTER IX.

IT is a dangerous thing to see anything in tne spnere of a

vain blusterer, before the vain blusterer sees it himself. Mr.

Bounderby felt that Mrs. Sparsit had audaciously anticipated

him, and presumed to be wiser than he. Inappeasably indig
nant with her for her triumphant discovery of Mrs. Pegler,

he turned this presumption, on the part of a woman in her

dependent position, over and over in his mind, until it

accumulated with turning like a great snowball. At last he

made the discovery that to discharge this highly connected

female to have it in his power to say,
" She was a woman of

family, and wanted to stick to me, but I wouldn't have it, and

got rid of her " would be to get the utmost possible amount

of crowning glory out of the connection, and at the same
to punish Mrs. Sparsit according to her deserts.

Filled fuller than ever, with this great idea, Mr. Bounderby
came in to lunch, and sat himself down in the dining-room of

former days, where his portrait was. Mrs. Sparsit sat by the

fire, with her foot in her cotton stirrup, little thinking whither

she was posting.
Since the Pegler affair, this gentlewoman had covered her

pity for Mr. Bounderby with a veil of quiet melancholy and

contrition. In virtue thereof, it had become her habit to'

assume a woful look; which woful look she now bestowed

upon her patron.
"What's the matter now, ma'am?' said Mr. Bounderby,

in a very short, rough way.

"Pray, sir," returned Mrs. Sparsit, "do not bite my
nose off."

"Bite your nose off, ma'am!" repeated Mr. Bounderby,
* fltefcg > i-
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" Your nose !

"
meaning, as Mrs. Sparsit conceived, that it

was too developed a nose for the purpose. After which offen

sive implication, he cut himself a crust of bread, and threw

the knife down with a noise.

Mrs. Sparsit took her foot out of her stirrup, and said,
" Mr. Bounderby, sir!

"

"Well, ma'am?" retorted Mr. Bounderby. "What are

you staring at ?
"

" May I ask, sir," said Mrs. Sparsit,
" have you been ruffled

this morning ?
"

"Yes, ma'am."
" May I inquire, sir," pursued the injured woman, "whether

I am the unfortunate cause of your having lost your
temper ?

"

"Now, I'll tell you what, ma'am," said Bounderby, "I
am not come here to be bullied. A female may be highly

connected, but she can't be permitted to bother and badger a
man in my position, and I am not going to put up with it."

(Mr. Bounderby felt it necessary to get on ; foreseeing that ii

he allowed of details, he would be beaten.)
Mrs. Sparsit first elevated, then knitted, her Coriolanian eye

brows; gathered up her work into its proper basket
;
and rose.

"Sir," said she, majestically. "It is apparent to me that

I am in your way at present; I will retire to my owu

apartment."
" Allow me to open the door, ma'am."
" Thank you, sir

;
I can do it for myself."

"You had better allow me, ma'am," said Bounderby,

passing her, and getting his hand upon the lock; "because
I can take the opportunity of saying a word to you, before

you go. Mrs. Sparsit, ma'am, I rather think you are cramped
here, do you know ? It appears to me, that, under my humble

roof, there's hardly opening enough for a lady of your genius
in other people's affairs."

Mrs. Sparsit gave him a look of the darkest scorn, and said

with great politeness, "Eeally, sir?"
" I have been thinking it over, you see, since the late affairs

happened, ma'am," said Bouuderby ;

" and it appears to

my poor judgment
"

" Oh ! Pray, sir," Mrs. Sparsit interposed, with sprightly

fulness, "don't disparage your judgment. Everybody
knows how unerring Mr. Bounderby's judgment is. Every-
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body has had proofs of it. It imist be the theme of general
conversation. Disparage anything in yourself but youi

judgment, sir," said Mrs. Sparsit, laughing.
Mr. Bounderby, very red and uncomfortable, resumed :

"
It appears to me, ma'am, I say, that a different sort of

establishment altogether, would bring out a lady of your

powers. Such an establishment as your relation, Lady Scad-

gers's, now. Don't you think you might find some affairs

there, ma'am, to interfere with ?
"

"
It never occurred to me before, sir," returned Mrs.

Sparsit ;

" but now you mention it, I should think it highly

probable."
" Then suppose you try, ma'am," said Bounderby Laying an

envelope with a cheque in it, in her little basket. " You can)
take your own time for going, ma'am; but perhaps in the*

meanwhile, it will be more agreeable to a lady of your powers,
of mind, to eat her meals by herself, and not to be intruded/)

upon. I really ought to apologise to you being only Josiahj

Bounderby of Coketown for having stood in your light so>

long."
"
Pray don't name it, sir," returned Mrs. Sparsit.

"
If

that portrait could speak, sir, but it has the advantage over!

the original of not possessing the power of committing itsell

and disgusting others, it would testify, that a long perioc
has elapsed since I first habitually addressed it as the picture
of a Noodle. Nothing that a Noodle does, can awaken

surprise or indignation ;
the proceedings of a Noodle can outy

inspire contempt."
Thus saying, Mrs. Sparsit, with her Roman features like i

medal struck to commemorate her scorn of Mr. Bounderby

surveyed him fixedly from head to foot, swept disdainfull)

past him, and ascended the staircase. Mr. Bounderby closei

the door, and stood before the fire
; projecting himself aftei

his old explosive manner into his portrait and into futurity.

Into how much of futurity ? He saw Mrs. Sparsit fighting

out a daily fight, at the points of all the weapons in tin

female armory, with the grudging, smarting, peevish, tor

menting Lady Scadgers, still laid up in bed with her mysteiioiu

leg, and gobbling her insufficient income down by about the

middle of every quarter, in a mean little airless lodging,
mere closet for one, a mere crib for two

;
but did he s
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more Did he catch any glimpse of liimself making a show
of Bitzer to strangers, as the rising young man, so devoted to

liis master's great merits, who had won young Tom's place,

and had almost captured young Tom himself, in the times

when by various rascals he was spirited away ? Did he see

any faint reflection of his own image making a vain-glorious

will, whereby five-and-twenty Humbugs, past five and fifty

years of age, each taking upon himself the name, Josialx

Bounderby of Coketown, should for ever diiie in Bounderby
Hull, for ever lodge in Bounderby Buildings, for ever attend a

Bounderby chapel, for ever go to sleep under a Bounderby
chaplain, for ever be supported out of a Bounderby estate, and
for ever nauseate all healthy stomachs, with a vast amount
of Bounderby balderdash and bluster ? Had he any prescience
of the day, five years to come, when Josiah Bounderby of

Coketown was to die of a fit in the Coketown street, and this

same precious will was to begin its long career of quibble,

plunder, false pretences, vile example, little service and much
law ? Probably not. Yet the portrait was to see it all out.

Here was Mr. Gradgrind on the same day, and in the same

hour, sitting thoughtful in his own room. How much of

futurity did he see? Did he see himself, a white-haired

decrepit man, bending his hitherto inflexible theories to

appointed circumstances
; making his facts and figures sub

servient to Fuith, Hope, and Charity ;
and no longer trying

to grind that Heavenly trio in his dusty little mills ? Did he
catch sight of himself, therefore much despised by his late

political associates ? Did he see them, in the era of its being

quite settled that the national dustmen have only to do with

one another, and owe no duty to an abstraction called a

People, "taunting the honorable gentleman" with this and
with that and with w*hat not, five nights a-week, until the

small hours of the morning? Probably he had that much

fore-kuowledge knowing his men.

Here was Louisa on the night of the same day, watching
the fire as in days of yore, though with a gentler and a
humbler face. How much of the future might arise before

her vision ? Broadsides in the streets, signed with her

father's name, exonerating the late Stephen Blackpool, weaver,
from misplaced suspicion, and publishing the guilt of his own
ou, with such extenuation as his years and temptation (he
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could not bring himself to add, his education) might beseech
;

were of the Present. So, Stephen Blackpool's tombstone,
with her father's record of his death, was almost of the

Present, for she knew it was to be. These things she could

plainly see. But, how much of the Future ?

A working woman, christened Rachel, after a long illness

once again appearing at the ringing of the Factory bell, and

passing to and fro at the set hours, among the Coketowa
Hands

;
a woman of a pensive beauty, always dressed in black,

but sweet-tempered and serene, and even cheerful ; who, of

all the people in the place, alone appeared to have compassion
on a degraded, drunken wretch of her own sex, who was
sometimes seen in the town secretly begging of her, and I

crying to her
;
a woman working, ever working, but content

;

to do it, and preferring to do it as her natural lot, until she

should be too old to labor any more ? Did Louisa see this ? i

Such a thing was to be.

A lonely brother, many thousands of miles away, writing,
on paper blotted with tears, that her words had too soon come

true, and that all the treasures in the world would be cheaply ]

bartered for a sight of her dear face ? At length this brother ;

coming nearer home, with hope of seeing her, and being!

delayed by illness
;
and then a letter, in a strange hand,

]

saying "he died in hospital, of fever, such a day, and died in 1

penitence and love of you : his last word being your name ?
"

|

Did Louisa see these things ? Such things were to be.

Herself again a wife a mother lovingly watchful of her

children, ever careful that they should have a childhood of the

mind no less than a childhood of the body, as knowing it to

be even a more beautiful thing, and a possession, any hoarded

scrap of which, is a blessing and happiness to the wisest ?

Did Louisa see this ? Such a thing was never to be.

But, happy Sissy's happy children loving her
;

all children

loving her
; she, grown learned in childish lore

; thinking no

innocent and pretty fancy ever to be despised ; trying hard to

know her humbler fellow creatures, and to beautify their lives

of machinery and reality with those imaginative graces and

delights, without whichthe heartgf infancy will wither up, the

sturdiest physical manhood will be morally stark death, and
the plainest national prosperity figures can show, will be the

"Writing on the Wall, she holding this course as part of no
fantastic vow, or bond, or brotherhood, or sisterhood, ot
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pledge, or covenant, or fancy dress, or fancy fair
;
but simply

as a duty to be done, did Louisa see these things of herself?

These tilings were to be.

Dear reader ! It rests with you and me, whether, in our

two fields of action, similar things shall be or not. Let them
be ! Wo shall sit with lighter bosoms on the hearth, to see

the ashes of our fires turn gray and cold.

m
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